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ViET Nam G eneration
Publishers
Statement
Welcome to the Viet Nam Generation Big Book. Dan and 
I didn't set out to put a Big Book together. We'd planned 
to publish our usual combination of single and double­
issues on our regular (irregular) 1993 schedule, but a 
series o f small and large domestic emergencies halted 
production for over a year. We were able to continue 
collecting manuscripts, but we fell far behind in corre­
spondence and fulfillment. My move from Maryland to 
Connecticut in August forced me to close up the print 
shop while we moved the computers and peripherals 
which I use to prepare VG’s camera-ready copy. It took 
several months to set up a new office with Dan. By the 
time we were ready to begin production work again, we 
had a backlog of excellent manuscripts large enough to 
make us rethink our publication plans. We realized that 
what we had was an unparalleled collection of material 
about the 1960s and the Viet Nam war. and that we had 
an opportunity to publish a remarkable book—one that 
would, we thought, become a standard text for those 
interested in teaching that decade and that war.
The more we thought about it. the more we felt that 
we needed to present these essays and works of fiction 
and art in a format that would have lasting value for 
scholars in the field. So the idea of the Big Book was 
born—an anthology of scholarly and critical essays, 
narrative, poetry and graphics which would represent 
what Dan and I think of as the forgotten Sixties, the real 
mainstream. In the Big Book, therefore, you will find a lot 
of writing by REMFs of all types—Viet Nam veteran 
REMFs, era REMFs, counterculture REMFs and antiwar 
movement REMFs. You will also find essays on subjects 
as varied as the environmental movement, the New Right. 
Vo Nguyen Giap, and the Grateful Dead. You can't fit the 
1960s or the Viet Nam war between two covers. We 
wanted to compile a volume so rich and complicated that 
it left no doubt that there was an iceberg underneath this 
tip....
Because we wanted to create a volume which would 
could be used as a textbook, we have altered our format 
slightly. The "Announcements, Notices & Reports" sec­
tion contains no dated material, but instead serves as a 
snapshot of the field in 1993. We also made the book 
visually interesting and aesthetically pleasing, incorpo­
rating many graphic elements into the text. Finally, we 
decided that a color cover would add to the volume’s 
attractiveness, and that Peter Brush's “Khe Sanh Tour 
Bus" photo provided the perfect link between “then" and 
"now." The photo also invokes (and revises) the Magic 
Bus of the counterculture visionaries. The particular 
character o f each individual's long strange trip through 
the Sixties was determined by which bus they boarded, 
and when.
GRAphic A rt
Rosemary Kacoroski. who contributed the back cover 
illustration, is an artist who works as a translator in 
Seattle, Washington. She has worked with Vietnamese 
refugees in Hong Kong, studied Vietnamese/English 
interpreting in Ha Noi, and taught in English in Saigon. 
Rosemary’s portrait of four Vietnamese women also 
unites the past and the present and portrays the synthe­
sis of cultures. In the background, on the wall behind the 
women, are a portrait of Hi Chi Minh and a poster pinup 
of a topless model.
The reproduced engravings scattered throughout 
this volume were shamelessly borrowed from La Guerre 
Illustree, a French language magazine published in Paris 
in the late Nineteenth century. Dan found the two- 
volume set, "Chine—Tonkin—Annam." in the Yale Uni­
versity library. It was filled with beautiful illustrations, 
some of them remarkable for their documentary quality, 
others marked by the racism of the artist. The introduc­
tion to La Guerre Illustree states:
Ce livre n'est ni une critique, ni une apologie. C’est le 
recit. fait sous une forme popularie, e'est-a-dire claire 
et precise, des prodiges accomplis dans L'Extreme 
Orient par nos braves soldats et nos glorieux marins.
C'est un hommage sincere rendu a la valeur de 
cette poigne de Franqais qui se battent au loin pour la 
Patrie et qui deploient audacieusement notre drapeau 
a l'autre bout du monde.
The text, written by Lucien Huard, was not exciting—at 
least 1 did not find it so. But the graphics are something 
else.
In jarring contrast to the complex and detailed 
Nineteenth century artworks are the freehand cartoons 
of the Sixties underground press artists whose graphics 
also decorate this volume. These graphics were scanned 
from copies of Black Panther newspapers printed be­
tween 1968 and 1972. If you have not spent a lot of time 
perusing back issues of these journals, you might give 
them a look. The radical rhetoric and revolutionary 
ideology of many Sixties underground press publications 
is astonishing and sobering when compared to the pap 
which today passes for "oppositional" literature. “Cop 
Killer" rap lyrics have nothing on Fire's “Bacon for Break­
fast" front cover (not reproduced in this anthology be­
cause we couldn't afford the black-on-red printing which 
gives the graphic its impact)—a pig wearing a badge, 
roasting over flames.
1 have made no attempt to caption these borrowed 
illustrations—1 leave it to you to sort them out and urge 
you to plumb the riches of the original sources. If you 
would like any more information about our graphics, 
contact me or Dan Duffy at Viet Nam Generation. Wehope 
that there are scholars interested in giving this material 
the careful treatment it deserves.
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"Weptronics Amalgamated" is the cre­
ation of Helmuts Feifs, a once-upon-a- 
time captain of marines. In his current 
incarnation he is a comic (and manic) 
genius. I was introduced to Helmuts on 
the “net." in that textual otherworld we 
call “espace." We've never met. but 1 
consider him one of my favorite people. 
His slash-and-burn sense of humor might 
not be to everyone's taste, but there were 
many nights when 1 was at the computer 
desperately trying to meet a deadline and 
a Weptronics post would appear in my 
electronic mailbox and leave me laugh­
ing—laughing until it hurt. The best ad­
jective 1 can find to describe Helmuts' 
style is... relentless. It pleases me no end 
that 1 can introduce his work in a volume 
dedicated to Gustav Hasford—another 
marine, similarly bent. You will find 
Helmuts' work scattered throughout the 
volume, always set off from the other text 
by the Weptronics logo and side-bar. 
These arc works of fiction. Names, char­
acters, catalog items, places and inci­
dents are either the product of the author's 
imagination or are used fictitiously. Any 
resemblance to actual events or locales or 
persons, living or dead, is entirely coinci­
dental and usually right on the mark....
Gustav  HasForcI, 1 9 4 7 -1 9 9 5
Dan and I are extremely sorry to be dedicating this 
issue to Gustav Hasford. We’re sorry that he's dead. I 
think Hasford was the best Viet Nam war novelist—bar 
none. 1 know a lot of Viet Nam war novelists, and some 
of them are good writers. But there was only one Gustav 
Hasford. I have to tell you. I was very excited when I heard 
that Stanley Kubrick was turning The Short-Timers into 
a movie—I thought that Kubrick might really do it right. 
And 1 can’t even tell you how disappointed I was when it 
became clear that Kubrick had skipped all the hard parts 
and gone right for the easy stuff. 11 was easy to sensation­
alize the female sniper, easy to “disappear" black Alice 
and his bag of gook feet, easy to kill off Cowboy clean and 
simple. Easy, easy. easy. But what made Hasford great 
was his refusal to take the easy way out—his novels are
about refusing to take the easy way out. The Short-Timers 
brings you to a place where the logical and rational thing, 
the hardest thing and the right thing to do is to shoot your 
best friend in the head. The Phantom Blooper brings you 
to a place where the logical and rational thing, the 
hardest and the right thing to do is to take up arms in 
service of the people who are at war with your country. 
For all Kubrick's pretty filmmaking, he flinched at the last 
minute. Stanley Kubrick is not hard-core. Gustav 
Hasford was hard-core. But Hasford knew the difference 
between hard-core and simply mean—his writing is filled 
with love, and with anger at the people who make love a 
futile gesture. The Short-Timers is out of print again. The 
Phantom Blooper was out of print fifteen minutes after the 
hardcover hit the bookstores, dead in the water. Given a 
choice between easy and hard ways ouL, most folks will... 
well, you know... Hasford died in Greece, I hear, from 
diabetes. He was a young man, but he didn’t write like 
one. I can't help but wonder if it was tire disease that 
killed him, or if he had so many tilings on his mind that 
he forgot to stay alive.
S ta te  of The JournaL
I purchased about $7,000 worth of new and used 
computer equipment in 1993 (which accounts for the 
quality of the graphic images—we're now printing at 
600dpi instead of300dpi). This pretty much emptied my 
pockets, so VG has had to scrape by on subscription fees 
and individual book sales, which have been sparser than 
usual for a couple of reasons. First of all. Dan and I have 
not had time to focus on marketing lately, and. second, 
we haven't produced any issues to sell in 1993. Ourgross 
for 1993 was less than $15,000 (down about $10,000 
from the previous year). and the move was very expensive 
for us. Fortunately. Dan's current financial situation is 
not as grim as my own and he is able to make some 
contribution towards covering our printing and operating 
costs. Obviously, these continued out-of-pocket subsi­
dies will not make us viable in the long term.
We hope to solve some of our financial problems by 
talcing on a third partner—Steven Gomes—as our busi­
ness manager. Neither Dan nor I are very adept at 
marketing, distribution, or fulfillment. Steve, however, 
has strong skills in these areas and his presence has 
already made a marked difference in the way we do 
business as he's revamped and organized many of our 
office procedures. With his help, we'll forge relationships 
with small press distributors. You should start seeing 
Viet Nam Generation books in your local independent 
bookstores by 1995.
Kali Tal. Viet Nam Generation
"Armed Right'
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In This Issue
Here's how it works. There is an Announcements, No­
tices and Reports section, a Features section, and a 
Book Review section. Items in the Features section and 
the Book Review section are listed in the Table of 
Contents. Items in Announcements, Notices, and Re­
ports are listed by title at the end of "In This Issue.”
A nnouncements, No tic es  & R e p o r ts
The Announcements section is my special concern. Any 
article in there that isn’t signed by Kali or by someone else 
or copied from a press release is written by me. I try to set 
a certain Lone. Most of the articles are by other people. 
This section is a bulletin board. It is bathroom reading. It 
is a teaching device, composed to unsettle anyone who 
knows for sure what it is to study the U.S. and Viet Nam. 
to delight anyone who is already assured ofhis or her own 
ignorance. My idea is to give lots of useful specific 
information in the course of making clear how compli­
cated life can be. Many of the best articles in the issue are 
in Announcements somewhere, like John Williams' re­
port on communications media in contemporary Viet 
Nam, just one of a run of articles on human rights and 
free speech issues that includes Horace Coleman on 
Malcolm X (pro), Manh Tuong on Catholic activists in Viet 
Nam (pro), and two young Laotian Americans on the 
overseas community and the resistance movement (con). 
1 sure hope I don't have to explain all this to some 
humorless Interior official when I visit Viet Nam next 
year.
F ea tu r es
The Features section is intended to showcase individual 
pieces of writing. It is assembled in clumps of essays and 
narratives on related topics, interrupted by poetry that 
either works to the same point as the prose or serves as 
needed relief.
The first run of essays deals with political attitudes. 
Paul Lyons, author of “The Silent Majority Baby Boomers: 
Class of 1966 in a South Jersey Town" in William M. 
King's Viet Nam Generation anthology on Race and the 
War, continues his close examination of the Boomers 
with "Another Sixties: The New Right." Anthony O. 
Edmonds' article "The Viet Nam War and the British 
Student Left: A Study in Political Symbolism" takes the 
focus on the Viet Nam generation to another country. 
This run of articles is rudely interrupted by poetry by 
Antler and Jeff Poniewacz.
We continue with Miriam R. Jackson's "Peace 
Through Law: John Seiberling's Vision of World Order." 
Jackson considers the Congressional career of the WWli 
vet who came to office in 1970 on an anti-war platform.
Miriam’s "Brothers and Sisters on the Land: Tent City, 
1977" appeared in Susie Ehrenrich's Viet Nam Genera­
tion anthology. Kent and Jackson State: 1970-1990. 
Michael B. Friedland contributes his own study of the 
activism of some WWI1 generation men in “Givinga Shoul 
for Freedom: The Reverend Malcolm Boyd. The Right 
Reverend Paul Moore, Jr., and the Civil Rights and 
Antiwar Movements of the 1960'sand 1970’s.”
The sense of moral concern maintained over years 
and decades conveyed in these studies of Seiberling. 
Boyd and Moore echo nicely in two poems from Stephen 
Hidalgo, the scholar of anLi-war activism among U.S. 
poets in the 1960s. Marc Jason Gilbert turns away from 
adults to focus on those who turned to politics earlier in 
"Lock and Load High: The Viet Nam War Comes to a Los 
Angeles Secondary School." Gilbert's history is exem- 
plaiy in applying rigor and method to an examination of 
events he participated in, once upon a time. In another 
display of reason and research, “The Tet Offensive and 
Middletown: A Study in Contradiction," Anthony O. 
Edmonds lakes a look at the newspaper record in Muncie, 
Indiana to find out what can be shown concerning what 
folks in “the typical American city" thought the NLF 
offensive of 1968 meant to the war effort.
Next come three short poems and four haiku. A 
community college professor retired early to live cheap on 
Lhe Upper Peninsula and write poetry as T. Kilgore 
Splake. His poem. “Tet." is a Warhol movie in six lines 
about a man turning bolts. Era vet Matthew Diomede 
reflects on ammunition and memory in "Bullets From the 
Heart." and Don Yost evokes Lhe spirit of the helicopter in 
"Whup." Lenard Moore, whose Desert Storm: A  Brief 
History is reviewed in Announcements, wrote the haiku.
Cecil Currey constitutes a military history section 
with "An Officer and a Gentleman: General Vo Nguyen 
Giap as Military Man and Poet." A former officer. Currey 
is known far outside his field as “Cincinnatus," the 
whistle-blowing author of Self-Destruction: The Disin­
tegration and Decay o f the United States Army 
during the Viet Nam Era (WW Norton. 1981: Preface 
dated 1979).
Next, a poetry section to xerox and staple to the wall: 
W.D. Ehrharl and Dale Ritterbusch bracket Steven Gomes. 
Ehrhart, Marine Corps veteran, Viet Nam Veterans Against 
the War activist, husband and father, is Viet Nam 
Generation's spiritual leader. His five poems. “Governor 
Rhodes Keeps His Word," "Guatemala," 'The Distance We 
Travel," “The Open Door," and 'The Last Time I Dreamed 
About the War" are excerpted from The Distance We 
Travel, Ehrhart's new Adaslra Press book, reviewed in 
[he Announcements section. Dale Ritterbusch’s poems, 
"When It's Late," "Bien Hoa, 1968,” and “Shoulders," are 
selected from a book ofhis work, edited by Ehrhart, to be 
published by Burning Cities. Business Manager Steven 
Gomes' “Common Ground” sits between the two poems of 
the older veterans, reflecting on Lhe poet's relation to his 
vet dad.
Now begins a run of articles gathered by Skip and 
Page Delano for a VG special issue on war crimes and war 
crimes testimony. The anthology didn't come together, 
but the Delanos gathered some remarkable essays. Ron
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Ridenhour, who worked for a year to bring media and 
legislative attention to tire killings at My Lai. explains his 
motivations in "Jesus Was a Gook." William F. Crandell's 
"What Did America Learn from the Winter Soldier Inves­
tigation?" and Tod Ensign's "Organizing Veterans Through 
War Crimes Documentation" look back on their own 
efforts to bring news of atrocities to the public. These are 
followed by an extraordinary contemporary document, 
'The International War Crimes Conference. Oslo, June. 
1971: Excerpts from the Diary of One of the Witnesses." 
All other notes were seized from the conference partici­
pants by the political police on re-entering the United 
States. This diary doesn't say much about what hap­
pened at the International Commission of Enquiry into 
U.S. War Crimes, but it speaks volumes about howyoung 
these people were when they started challenging the 
state.
The war crimes articles continue with Susan Jef­
fords' "Rape and the Winter Soldier." The literary critic 
and student of gender looks at the Winter Soldier testi­
mony with an eye for the tense, mood, and voice of the 
verbs, to qualify the nature of Lhe testimony given by 
American men about Vietnamese women. In “State Rape: 
Representations of Rape in Viet Nam,” Jeffords' student 
Karen Stuhldreher follows the topic of rape inlo the 
historical record of the war in Viet Nam and its popular 
representations.
Now comes something completely different, twelve 
poems from Dennis Fritzinger, aka Della Foxtrot, the 
editor of Lhe best vet's newsletter. LZ Friendly (Ernest 
Spencer’s Khe Sanh Veteran has a saddle-stitched 
cover now. so it’s in a different class), published by Lhe 
Bay Area chapter of W A . Fritzinger contributed "Charlie 
Don't Su rf to Viet Nam Generation Newsletter 3:3.
The next clump of essays is about what we laugh­
ingly call history. John Baky. curator of Lhe awesome 
Imaginative Representations o f  the Viet Nam War 
collection at LaSalle University's Connelly Library, inves­
tigates the role of urban myth in our field in “White Cong 
and Black Clap: Tire Ambient Truth of Viet Nam War 
Legendry." Renny Christopher follows with "Five U.S. 
Wars in Asia and the Representation of Asians." a primer 
on what should be basic U.S. history, for people who 
didn't enjoy the advantage of older male relatives scream­
ing at them about "Japs.” Louis Wolfs "Government 
Manipulation and Distortion of History" starts with lire 
author's work in Laos in the 1960s,where he saw things 
that have yet to make their way into the historical record, 
and proceeds to his present work at Covert Action 
Quarterly, observing how agents of the Executive Branch 
provide Lhe historical record wilh accounls of events that 
have yet to occur.
The section on faux history ends with song lyrics 
from David Rodriguez' album. The True Cross. The title 
lyric is a monologue by a vet who blew up records for the 
CIA in Saigon, and now kills for them in Central America.
Josephine A. McQuail's "Folksongs and Allusions to 
Folk Songs in the Repertoire of the Grateful Dead," Dan 
Phillipson's "Camping in the 'Woods': Woodchuck Lodge. 
Woodstock. Woodland Valley” and Michael Branch's 
"'You Say You Want a Revolution': Environmental Reform
in the Literature of the 1860s and 1960s" reflect on some 
of Lhe ideas often associated wilh the 1960s in the U.S. 
Tony Williams. Viet Nam Generation contributing edi­
tor. brings a more international perspective in his review 
of John LeBoulillier's Viet Nam Now: A Case fo r  Nor­
malizing Relations withHaNoi. David L. Schalk's War 
and the Ivory Tower: Algeria and Viet Nam and Hue- 
Tarn Ho-Tai's Radicalism and the Origins o f the 
Vietnamese Revolution..
Back to veterans. Victor 1-1. Bausch’s poetry and 
sudden fiction, “G.I. Party," “Chills and Fever," “The 
Media's Magical Treatment o f History," and “Cherry Boy 
Comes Home From tire War" are a nice frontispiece for 
David S. Harrington’s "Therapy for PTSD: Whose Search 
for Meaning?" which in turn introduces SuAnne Doak's 
poems “Poppies” and "Hands." about a man and a woman 
who had a hard time in Viet Nam. Harrington is a veteran 
and works with veterans as a counselor and as a maga­
zine columnist. He questions the assumptions that 
undergird the widespread acceptance of PTSD as a 
medical matter.
All of us here are cultural critics, but some more 
than others. Frederic Pallez’ "Operation Desert Storm 
and Its Media Appropriation" applies what we’ve learned 
from examining the representations of the war in Viet 
Nam to the GulfWar. If Lhe U.S. military can do it. why not 
a French literary critic? Speaking of French. Alan Farrell 
interrogates the images of Lhe U.S. Army Special Forces 
current among schoolmen his age. and introduces some 
other ones in “The Green Beret: Schrekfigur for Lhe New 
Age." In “Kennedy's Children." Viet Nam Generation 
Drama Editor David DeRose discusses Kerry Kennedy's 
Amnestia. a play that might be about a draft dodger and 
his father. Viet Nam Generation's newest contributing 
editor. David Erben. contributes "Vie Short Timers." 
discussing the late Gustav Hasford's masterpiece in 
terms of contemporary literary criticism. Poems from Joe 
Amato and Steven Duplij seem to fit here just because 
they are so intelligent. Duplij is a theoretical physicist in 
the Ukraine, and Amato is author of Symptoms o f a 
Finer Age. to be published by Burning Cities. Speaking 
of smart, Cindy Fuchs' "Sex Acts" discusses porn films 
set in the Viet Nam War with rigor and delight. Fuchs' 
essay butts up against Robert Borden's "Meat Dreams: a 
Poem of Lire Viet Nam War," ten pages written in 1974. 
They go together famously.
We had another special issue project that didn't pan 
out. on teaching die war. N. Bradley Christie gathered 
some fine pieces for that collection, which will appear in 
a regular Teaching section of Uiejournal. In "Expanding 
die Viet Nam War Canon: Doclorow. Heller and die 
Origins of U.S. Intervendon," Daniel Zins makes it plain 
that despite what you have read on the back of thirty-six 
other novels. Catch-22 was the Catch-22 of the Viet Nam 
War. Heller included helicopters and loyalty oaths to 
make it clear diat he was writing about the Cold War. not 
die war against Hitler. Zins. a lileralure professor, urges 
the importance of providing students with the cultural 
context of U.S. anticommunism for interpreting litera­
ture from the American war in Viet Nam. Michael Selig’s 
"History and Subjectivity: What We Won’t Learn from the
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Hollywood-Style Vietnam War Film" applies psychoana­
lytic perspectives from film theory to the usual suspects 
to lay out the point of view that they all demand from the 
viewer, and to discuss the things one does and does not 
see from this point of view. Selig teaches Communica­
tions. When he says “history" he means “the past." 1 
suppose everyone does except those of us who write the 
stuff. Contact our Teaching Editor. Steve Potts, if you're 
interested in contributing work on pedagogy.
Next are five personal narratives that stress family, 
but not Walt Disney's. "Drugs,” by Robert Lehman, 
evokes the deterioration of personality and love in South­
ern California 1970s drug culture as pathetically as did 
Philip K. Dick's Through a Scanner Darkly. In “Jour­
ney into tire Sunset: The Summer of Love." Jordan Rivers 
tells of being one of the teenagers who ran to the rat-trap 
of the commercialized Haight, and how his particular 
family's values saved him. Viet Nam Generation con­
tributing editor Bill Shields shares his special moments 
with his mom and wife and daughter in “Blood Rain." It's 
a poet's memoir, one perfect word laid next to another for 
a dozen pages. "Blood Rain" is also the story of someone 
who wasn't supposed to live long enough to tell it. tire 
kind of person Lhe armed sendees recruit because he'll do 
anything and nobody will take his story seriously should 
he manage to live. Shields has become a figure of note in 
the great world of alternative presses Eric Utne doesn't 
read, a Bukowski for harsher times, published by us. the 
rocker Rollins at 3.14.61 press, and the even smaller 
outfits Bill Shields and Jon Glade are authorities on. the 
people who publish with their rent money.
After 1 read Bill Shields, 1 generally go do something 
else. You can read poems by Carole Ten Brink. David 
Vancil. and Marc Swan. Then you can visit Thomas 
Meade and his friends in Lhe PTSD ward just after the 
Gulf War. in “Kicking the Viet Nam Syndrome.” Timothy 
Martin ends our family section on a warm note, with 
"Father to Son." a Viet Nam navy vet’s memoir of the WWI1 
navy vet who raised him. Then comes Melanie Lawson's 
poem abou t being the daughter of soldier who is no longer 
with us. poems by David Erben from his editorial corre­
spondence with Kali, and a poem from Rod Farmer about 
a traffic accident.
Let's go to college. Lu I. Jenson’s "A Counselor's 
Counselors, 1963" and Randolph Splitter's “Salad Days" 
show the early sixties at two out-of-the-way campuses. 
Frank Ross' "Red Brick Square." later in the decade at a 
large university (UW, but don't tell Frank I told you), 
follows an angry vet around graduate school, if you 
haven’t noticed that I'm not telling you which of these is 
fiction, you should. In between Ross and Splitter comes 
Jim Sullivan's "Out of Step. But On Target," the true 
confession of an antiwar movement REMF.
Three poems from Jane Teresa Tassi introduce 
thirteen war stories. It makes me tired to even think 
about summarizing this block of prose. Wade on in. All of 
these stories deal with war as something conducted by 
administrative structures, armed bureaucracies. After 
that, a poem each from Don Kunz, Ken Wolfe and Carol 
Blair, then four stories from non-combatants. Paul Schulz’ 
"Making Sacrifices" shows a boy greeting his brother.
home from Viet Nam. Dan Seiters' “The Killer. Trained 
and Devastating" is a glorious whine by a reservist called 
into active service at an unlikely age. Then, finally, five 
sketches from Viet Nam Generation's REMF Editor 
David Willson, and Nick Baldrini’s "Attack!" lay down a 
standard for service-and-supply self pity that may never 
be equalled. The Features section closes with two poems 
from Jon Forrest Glade, who draws on a John Balaban 
sentence to remark in "Nothing Remains" that it's like it 
(he means the war) never happened. Isn't that nice. Don't 
you just wish this whole damned magazine was pure 
fiction?
Book R ev iew s
Viet Nam Generation Book Review Editor Dan Scrip­
ture checks in with his biggest Book Review section to 
date, offering David James on David Willson, Renny 
Christopher on Wayne Karlin, Cynthia Fuchs on Thi 
Thanh Nga (Tiana Alexandra). Cecil B. Currey on Peter 
MacDonald, John Bradley on Barry Kroll, Anthony 
Signorelli, and Paul Macadam, Theodore M. Lieverman 
on David Schalk, Jacqueline R. Smetak on Philip S. 
Foner. and Maggie Jaffe on Beth Irwin Lewis and George 
Grosz. Sorry, I pulled my summary and commentary 
muscle two paragraphs back.
CONCludiNq REIVIARks
The issue is large because it is Viet Nam Generation Inc.'s 
only publication this year. Kali and I have been dis­
tracted. Look for her story in her Publisher's Note. My 
excuse is that I’ve been reviving the Viet Nam publica­
tions program of the Council on Southeast Asia Studies 
at Yale University.
When I started working to revive Viet Nam Forum 
and Lac Viet project for Yale in May 1992, I had no idea 
what I was doing. Fortunately. I didn't know that. I just 
knew that I was scared.. The only refugee scholar I knew 
and trusted was Huynh Sanh Thong, my genius prede­
cessor. The only academic Southeast Asianists I knew 
and trusted were Ben Kieman and James C. Scott, my 
sponsors on the Yale Council. Since 1 am a stress case. 1 
even thought that the Yale Vietnamese students might 
have extremist parents who would come beat me up. The 
only way 1 had ever raised money for a literary project was 
to go get paying work.
I spent a year and more at Yale looking for scholarly 
advisors and asking people for money. 1 also managed to 
publish one Lac Viet book. Bruce Lockhart's End o f the 
Vietnamese Monarchy, and I will bring out a Viet Nam 
Forum issue at the very end of this year. Somewhere in 
there Ben Kieman and I raised money for a collection on 
Genocide and Democracy in Cambodia, which will 
appear in another Yale series. Then a foundation in 
Kentucky gave us some support for my work with Viet- 
namese-American college students. The Ford Founda­
tion gave us some money for me to go to Ha Noi in 1994
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and again in 1995 to bring back some collections of 
scholarship from the World Publishing House, Viet Nam's 
foreign-language press, to publish at Yale. It all adds up 
to enough money to survive, to use to get somewhere.
I’ll persist with Viet Nam Forum and Lac Viet. 
putting out some excellent publications and looking for 
the funding to have a proper program, one with a budget 
and salaries and staff. I think we'll succeed. I am pessi­
mistic about normalization of relations between Wash­
ington and Ha Noi, but that happy day should be closer 
by 1995, which will increase available funding. No matter 
what you hear about U.S. businesses wanting to invest in 
Viet Nam, the fact is that most are holding back until 
doing business there is entirely legal. Only two out of 
thirty U.S. corporations with Viet Nam interests even 
considered my grant proposal, and those two are at 
companies where I have personal connections.
There simply has got to be a place for scholars of Viet 
Nam—Western academics. Vietnamese and and Asian 
academics, amateurs and students—to publish together 
in English in a prestigious insitution outside of Viet Nam.
11 is easier for me to build such a tiling at Yale than at Viet 
Nam Generation. Inc. But I spent a year telling people 
that, too frightened to do more than scramble and worry. 
My review of Duong Thu Huong's Paradise o f  the Blind 
in the Nation brought me a lot of visibility and credibility 
with funders, so I am writing my own mass market book. 
Viet Nam is Not a War. to gain some more. I will use the 
narrative of my Ford Foundation trip to Ha Noi as a frame 
for presenting a lot of basic information about Viet Nam.
In all my time travelling and on the phone for Yale,
I did get a number of exciting book projects underway for 
Viet Nam Generation. Inc. in 1994 and 1995. For in­
stance. we have Joyce Brabner’s comic book from Cam- 
bodian-American teenagers, to be co-published with 
Readers & Writers, Inc., and the first collection of Laotian 
fiction to appear in English in the U.S. Those will appear 
under a new VG, inc. imprint. Mekong Review, for 
bilingual editions of literature from the peoples of main­
land Southeast Asia. But all you get this year is this 
telephone book (in addition to Dan Barker’s novel, War­
rior o f the Heart and Maggie Jaffe's book of poetry. 
Continuous Performance, which were published and 
mailed very early in 1993).
We didn’t set out to have one big issue this year. But 
Kali and I are very pleased with the result. If you need to 
demonstrate to anyone that there is an intelligent, in­
formed, and self-aware field of inquiry surrounding the 
American war in Viet Nam, hand them this book. As a 
matter of fact, we would like you to do just that with your 
students, if you have some, by assigning the issue as a 
text for courses on the Viet Nam war and the Sixties. 
There isn't an issue or a perspective that can’t be ad­
dressed with a text from this collection, and we guarantee 
that your students will do more than the assigned 
reading. Please do tell them one thing, though, from me: 
assertions not suitably documented are not facts. I don't 
want to see anyone citing Nick Baldrini to prove that 
REMFs lived in mortal danger.
Enjoy.
Dan Duffy, Viel Nam. Generation
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The title connects two of the greatest buzz-words of the 
past 20 years and it has a ring of exploitation, but can 
we find enough connectable material to fill an anthol­
ogy? We hope to cover as many of the following topics 
as possible: a historical overview, an examination of 
media images of drugs/'Nam connection (one or more 
on several media: print, TV. radio, and film): the Heroin 
Pandemic of 1969 on; representative viewpoint of rela- 
tives/spouses of 'Nam vets. Something about military 
justice and incarceration: something about the CLA- 
heroin connection: something from a medical/counsel- 
ing viewpoint: representative viewpoint of resistance 
movement, combat troops, rear echelon troops and/or 
nonRVN assignments; the drugs of choice from 1964- 
1975 as compared to the drugs of choice of the current 
era: representative Vietnamese viewpoint; something 
lucid about the youth and drug culture of the sixties and 
speculation about whether or not it was influenced by 
pressure from the draft and resulting "generation gap.”: 
a filmography and a bibliography. Maybe something 
humorous, too, to help leaven the seriousness of all the 
above. Poems, memoirs, fiction and scholarly articles 
are all possible ways of dealing with these subjects and 
are sought. He's also seeking an article about the “Dope 
and Dementia School of Vietnam War Literature."
Send memoirs, poems, and fiction with SASE and 
sufficient postage: query about articles with SASE to 
JonF. Glade. Drugs and Viet Nam Project. 222 N. 11th, 
Apt #25. Cheney. WA 99004.
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Announcements, Notices, 
and Reports
Cover S t o r y : T our B u s  a t  t He K H e S anH 
CorvibAT B ase, 1995
Peter Brush, 8 Morrison Ave., Plattsburgh. NY 12901.
After reading several accounts by people who had 
visited Vietnam lately, I realized that I had both the 
inclination and the money to make the trip. My memories 
of the places I had been were quite vivid. I was curious; 
what had happened to Vietnam since 1 left, what had 
become of it? Had it changed as much as I had? So I joined 
a group of people with diverse motives and went back.
I had 'choppered into Khe Sanh in 1967, just in time 
to celebrate Christmas. In April. 1968.1 left, a passenger 
in a jeep that drove out of the base on a convoy through 
the heart of Indian Country and beyond. Every molecule 
of chlorophyll had been obliterated; not by herbicides but 
mechanically, with explosives. The trees had been blown 
over, stripped of their leaves and branches. A headless 
body lay like a rusty beer can by the roadside near the 
first bridge. It was quiet and calm again, finally, although 
hundreds of Marines and thousands of North Vietnamese 
had died here since January.
Twenty-five years later I was excited as the airplane 
descended once more toward Da Nang. I wanted to 
experience again the places I had known as a nineteen- 
year-old. I was particularly curious about Khe Sanh. But 
I couldn't even be sure if I had landed at the same airport 
and nothing in Da Nang looked familiar to me. We drove 
north on National Route 1 to Hue. This was Bernard 
Fall's “Street Without Joy," where Viet Minh tactics had 
proved so frustrating for the French during the First 
Indochina War. We passed by the site of the huge Marine 
base at Phu Bai. It was all gone, just an abandoned 
airstrip with weeds growing through the pavement. Ev­
erything in Hue looked new to me as well, although in 
19681 had been to the Naval Support Activity facility near 
the University of Hue to pick up a new jeep.
1 was disappoin Led in my inability to recognize things 
1 drought would be familiar to me. 1 felt cheated somehow 
and began to wonder if there was any point in trying to go 
back to Khe Sanh. I had talked to some of the odiers who 
were traveling with me and three had expressed interest. 
But our group had a full schedule of meetings and day 
trips on the itinerary and diere really didn’t seem to be 
time for an excursion to Khe Sanh.
On Saturday. January 16. we visited the Citadel in 
Hue. 'Hie Citadel had been the site of savage fighting 
during Tet, 1968.1 found it satisfying to visit places that 
1 knew historically, if not personally. 1 mentioned to the 
others that our trip to Khe Sanh seemed unrealistic as die 
schedule called for us to drive back to Da Nang the next 
day. Tim seemed particularly disappointed. Tim was not 
a vet but had a strong interest in the Vietnam war, 
especially its military aspects.
Late afternoon found us returning to Hue via covered 
boat on the Perfume River. It had been a perfect day, the 
best of the trip. I had visited the pagoda from which die 
Venerable Quang Due had gone to Saigon in 1963 to 
protest the Diem regime with self- immolation. 1 remem­
bered the famous picture of Quang Due’s grisly spectacle 
of incineration, which Madame Nhu had termed a “bar­
becue." Quang Due’s car had been returned to the 
pagoda and was garaged ihere: a Hillman station wagon, 
up on blocks, a shrine of sorts. Lowell, a journalist, 
played a game of hacky- sack widi some of the Buddhist 
monks.
I thought about the hour we had spent talking with 
a group of Vietnamese high school students and their 
teachers while at the pagoda. Dwight told them that for 
someofusitwas our second visit to Vietnam, that we had 
been there during die war. None of them were old enough 
to remember the fighting. They were interested as to why 
we had come to Vietnam in the 1960s. Their understand­
ing was that we had been forced to fight by our govern­
ment. that all Americans were in Viediam against their 
will. They seemed surprised when we offered the US’s fear 
of communism as an explanation: diey had never consid­
ered the fighting in die context of the Cold War. They 
found it incomprehensible that America could fear Viet­
nam and Vietnamese communists. They made no dis­
tinction between the French and the Americans, onlydiat 
diere were colonialists and neocolonialists. And none of 
them had heard of Khe Sanh.
The drone of die engine was relaxing as die boat 
proceeded down river. I closed my eyes, remembering die 
accusation of one of the school teachers at the pagoda. 
“You wear short pants," she said, “You have rubber 
sandals and smoke Da Lat cigarettes. VC smoke Da Lat 
and dress like that. I think you were VC when you were 
here before." I asked her if she meant it as a compliment 
and decided that Vietnamese women had Lhe most allur­
ing of smiles.
Down with die sun went the realization that this was 
as far north into I Corps as I would get. The awareness 
that I wasn’t going to return to "my" Vietnam bothered 
me. But Hue was exceeding my expectations. As we 
headed down the river I watched the Vietnamese washing 
laundry along the shore, waving to us as we passed. 
Others were bent over planting shoots of rice and I 
wondered where die litde plants camefrom. and why they 
couldn’t plant seeds in the paddies. The youngest mem­
ber of the boat's crew, a two-year old boy widi no pants, 
waddled over to where 1 sat against the bulkhead. He 
handed me a warm can of “33” beer without a word. I 
watched him wait on the others, moving experdy on tiny 
sea legs, and decided perhaps the trip might work out 
after all.
Jim Spencer, the leader of this US-Indochina Recon­
ciliation Project tour, sat down beside me. We talked 
about what we had accomplished on the trip so far. and 
he mentioned that our plans had changed and we would 
be spending another day in Hue. I told Tim about this, 
and he immediately motioned for me to sit with him on the 
fantail.
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"You realize what this means. Peter? This is our 
chance to go Lo Khe Sanh.” He was very excited. Already 
Tim was planning another trip to Vietnam. He wanted to 
visit all the well-known battle sites and here was his 
opportunity to see one that was on his list.
I wasn't sure. A trip from Hue to Khe Sanh and back 
would take an entire day. We had been told not to travel 
on the roads after dark: we would have to get an early 
start in order to return to Hue by sunset. Travel in 
Vietnam is very complicated and 1 was doubtful that we 
could attend to all the details on a Saturday evening.
I conveyed my reluctance to Tim. He was insistent 
that we try. "Look, you came all this way and now you're 
within a hundred miles of the place. You’ll always regret 
it if you don't at least make an attempt to get there."
Tim manages a multi-billion dollar fund on Wall 
Street and is used to getting things done. The Vietnamese 
we met with were very impressed with Tim when his 
background became known to them. We agreed to ask the 
others if they were still interested and let the opinion of 
the majority settle the issue.
Both Dwight, a Vietnam vet from Pennsylvania, and 
Jess, a retired engineer from New Jersey, wanted to try it. 
As soon as the boat docked at the pier in Hue, Tim and I 
asked our Vietnamese guide if it was possible to make the 
trip to Khe Sanh on the following day. Tranh thought it 
could be done and advised us to arrange for a vehicle at 
the hotel. Tranh said a suitable vehicle with driver and 
guidewould cost about $75.00. Both the driver and guide 
were mandatory.
The clerk at the hotel said she could not reserve a 
vehicle for us without the permission of the Communist 
Party representative who was assigned to our group. This 
person, who we called "the Suit.” had disappeared. No 
Suit, no trip, and time was getting short.
Tim located the Suit at 9:00 PM. He explained to us 
that the trip was not possible. We could not go to Khe 
Sanh without the permission of the police in Dong Ha. 
Since we didn't have permission from the police in Dong 
Ha. the local police would not give us permission to leave 
Hue. We asked Tranh if he could use his influence with 
the Hue police to help us. Tranh said no, because he was 
from Thua Thien province, and the problem was in Dong 
Ha, which was in QuangTri province, and he didn't know 
anyone in Dong Ha that might help. The Suit said we 
should have planned this earlier, which would have 
allowed him lo drive to Dong Ha to secure permission for 
us.
By this time I was more disappointed than sur­
prised. At least we had tried. ButTim was challenged. Tim 
went back to where the Suit was drinking in the hotel bar 
and suggested that the Suit telephone the police station 
in Dong Ha and get permission for us to go to Khe Sanh. 
The Suit returned an hour later and said it was possible 
but he could not promise anything definite. We would 
find out in the morning. We should be ready to go just in 
case permission was granted.
At 7:00 on Sunday morning Tranh told us that 
everything was okay and lo meet in front of the hotel in 
one hour. At 8:00 am Hie Suit arrived to say that the trip 
was off because a vehicle could not be arranged on such
short notice. Once again I was ready to give up. But Tim 
was furious.
Three days previously we had met with Nguyen Van 
Luong. Luonghad participated in the founding of theNLF 
in 1961 and was the commander of theNLF in Thua Thien 
province during the Second Indochina War. He was 
presently a member of the National Assembly. We had all 
drunk tea together and professed friendship and con­
cluded that the war had been a mistake. We had more tea 
and agreed that the Vietnamese policy of reconciliation 
with the US was a wise and just policy.
Tim took Tranh aside. He told Tranh to tell the Suit 
that he was going to write a letter to Mr. Luong as soon 
as he got home. Tim would thank Luong for taking the 
time out of his busy schedule to meet with our group. Tim 
would tell Luong about the beauty of the city of Hue. and 
the remarkable progress that had been made in restoring 
the damage to the Citadel. He would mention his hopes 
for better relations between Vietnam and the US and 
would promise to do everything he could to help move 
toward the realization of that goal.
Finally Tim promised to mention that he thought it 
was a terrible comment on the sincerity and efficiency of 
the Vietnamese bureaucracy that a few American veter­
ans could not gel permission to visit their old battlefields, 
especially given the desires of the Vietnamese-for recon­
ciliation. Tim wanted the Suit's name so he could include 
it in the letter lo Luong. Tim insisted that Tranh give this 
message to the Suit.
Within twenty minutes Tranh had new information 
for us. An air-conditioned Mitsubishi van would be ready 
to leave the hotel for Khe Sanh in a few minutes. The cost 
would be $150.00. The Suit waved and smiled at us and 
wished us an enjoyable trip.
The four of us, plus a Vietnamese driver and guide, 
drove north on Route 1 to Dong Ha. I felt good, very good. 
According to the guidebook we were near the former city 
of Quang Tri. Quang Tri City was the provincial capital 
d uring tire war and was destroyed during the 1972 Easter 
Offensive. It was never rebuilt, rather, the capital was 
moved to Dong Ha. But there was nothing there, nothing 
to see. We proceeded to Dong Ha.
I had been to Dong Ha several times during the war. 
It was the forward headquarters of the 3d Marine Division 
and the regimental headquarters of the 12th Marines. 
These were my old units and I was glad to return to a place 
that I had visited many times. But once again the base 
was completely gone. The city was much larger than I 
remembered and I could not find my way around. We 
waited in Dong Ha for ninety minutes while our guide 
made arrangements with the police.
From Dong Ha we turned west onto Route 9. This 
road ran across Vietnam past Camp Carroll to Khe Sanh 
and into Laos, to Tchepone and beyond. Tchepone was 
the objective of the invasion into Laos by the ARVN in 
1972, an operation that was launched from the aban­
doned base at Khe Sanh. It was 68 kilometers distance to 
Khe Sanh. and the road crossed forty-nine bridges. 1 had 
spent six months in the area between Dong Ha and the 
firebaseat Camp Carroll during my year in Vietnam. 1 had 
traveled this road many times on convoys. The first village
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we would pass through would be Cam Lo, the only place 
of any size between Dong Ha and Khe Sanh. 1 had a 
picture of a Catholic Church in Cam Lo that was heavily 
machine-gunned during Tet. 1 especially liked this pic­
ture; the church looked positively Serbian and I had an 
enlargement of it hanging on the wall at home. 1 was 
particularly alert for this church but I never saw it.
The next landmark would be Camp Carroll, where I 
had been stationed in 1967. 1 would have missed the 
turnoff to Carroll if the guide had not pointed it out. Even 
though I once knew this area intimately nothing was as 
I remembered. We were far behind schedule and the 
driver wanted to hurry. The road was getting much worse.
I had only been on this stretch of Route 9 once, when I 
drove out of Khe Sanh in 1968 in the opposite direction. 
It was very sparsely populated and we began to notice 
Montagnards. Some openly carried assault rifles left over 
from the war. apparently for hunting, even though this 
was against the law. This is the only time I was aware of 
civilians carrying weapons in Vietnam. The guide pointed 
out the Rockpile, site of another Marine firebase. I took 
some pictures for a friend who had spent Lime there.
Next came Ca Lu. a bend in the road that had been 
the staging area for the relief force that marched into Khe 
Sanh after the siege was over. It was later a large refugee 
camp. Once past Ca Lu we began to climb into tire 
mountains. Twenty-five kilometers yet to go. and twenty- 
seven more bridges. The road had huge potholes and our 
pace was very slow. My recollection was that January 
weather was cold and damp in this area, but it was sunny 
and warm, breezy with low humidity. We crossed over the 
new Dakrong River bridge that had been built in 1975-76 
with the assistance of the Cubans. I remembered pon­
toon bridges in this area. The old iron ones that had been 
blown up by the NVA were not to be seen.
The guide said we would drive past the road to the 
former combat base and proceed to Khe Sanh village for 
lunch. We’d visit the base later in the day. I was not sure 
how much of a village to expect. The North Vietnamese 
had fired artillery into the village, eventually forcing the 
Americans to abandon it. The seat of the district govern­
ment was moved from the village lo inside the combat 
base. I had never been to the village and I thought it had 
been destroyed in the fighting. We continued higher and 
slower, the Mitsubishi’s engine straining up the moun­
tains. Now. with no smoke or dust or mist. I could see the 
wrinkled peaks clearly. They were higher and more 
rugged than I remembered, as impressive as their name: 
the Annamite Corderilla. The countryside was mostly 
uninhabited, very lush, with numerous rivers and streams. 
This was all new to me as I had always entered and left 
Khe Sanh by airplane or helicopter.
And all at once we were in Khe Sanh village.
The village certainly had a Third World aura about it. 
It was dusty and dirty and many of the roads leading away 
from Route 9 wouldn't permit vehicular traffic. Much of 
it looked like a shantytown. We found the marketplace 
and walked around. There was nothing for sale that any 
of us wanted to buy, only the necessities of life: kerosene 
lanterns, axes, hoes, machetes, rope, cookware, tea. The 
Montagnard element was more conspicuous here. These
people were smaller than the Vietnamese, and darker. 
The women wore gaucho-style hats and smoked long­
stemmed pipes. Everyone stared and pointed at us, 
especially at Dwight who was Black and quite large.
We found a restaurant but no one there spoke 
English. Our guide ordered lunch for us. The menu was 
hand-written and the meal was rather plain: rice with 
beef and pork. The driver and guide ate a large fish. The 
owner was continually chasing children away from the 
windows (there was no glass). Large crowds of them 
stared at us unabashedly. Dwight. Jess, and Tim seemed 
inclined to linger over their meal, sipping Coca Cola 
imported from Indonesia. But I was impatient. 1 was 
closer now than I dared expect.
We started back toward Dong Ha. The word of our 
presence must have spread as there were crowds of 
people by the roadway, staring at us without expression. 
Just before the turnoff to the old combat base I noticed a 
bunch of children playing on a large pile of old empty iron 
bombs, perhaps 500 pounders. We turned north onto a 
dirt road and drove 2.5 kilometers. There were several 
new dwellings in the area. The government had turned 
this region into a New Economic Zone. Vietnamese that 
were willing to settle here were given building materials 
plus six months of food.
My guidebook mentioned that the only thing recog­
nizable at the Khe Sanh Combat Base was the old 
airstrip, as nothing grew there even after twenty-five 
years. The driver parked the van to let us out and 
immediately went to sleep in the warm sun.
I looked around at the surrounding peaks. Out there 
was Hill 950. where the radio relay station was posi­
tioned: Hill 88IS, where 40 Marines' were killed during 
the siege: Hill 861, the location for over a year of two gun 
crews from my unit. I couldn't remember where my own 
people had been, couldn't tell one hill from another. It 
bothered me that 1 could not orient myself, that I didn’t 
even remember where my battery had been located on the 
base. I looked closely, but couldn't see any bomb craters. 
US aircraft dropped the equivalent of 1.300 tons of bombs 
per day around Khe Sanh.2 My battalion fired over 
150.000 artillery rounds3 into those hills, but 1 saw no 
sign. I remembered the airstrip as being absolutely level 
but the whole area was on an incline. My friends kept 
asking me questions about the siege, where things were 
located, but I had no answers. I didn't know: everything 
seemed different now.
Only a few hundred Vietnamese soldiers'1 were within 
the perimeter of the base during the siege, but many 
thousands had spent that winter and spring in the 
surrounding hills. I felt sympathy for them. For every 
rocket, mortar, or artillery round they fired into the base 
or at our hill positions, we fired ten. They had no air 
support while we continuously rained high explosives, 
white phosphorus, and napalm upon them with every­
thing from helicopters to B52s. They must have been 
terrified then, but did they ever come here now? Were 
they curious about this place?
We walked around with our guide, heeding his 
warning not to stray too far from the airstrip. The area still 
contained large quantities of unexploded munitions. It
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was sunny, warm, and breezy; a perfect place to camp. It 
was very peaceful. There were two young men probing the 
ground with long sticks, searching for the voids that 
would indicate the location of old bunkers, hopeful they 
could find something with salvage value. I bought the 
brass casing from an artillery round from one of them for 
twenty cents. I hoped that their salvage attempts were 
more fruitful than mine; 1 had yet to scavenge anything 
of value at Khe Sanh. Seventeen of our trucks had been 
badly damaged by rocket fire during the siege and we had 
buried them in the ground. I wondered if anyone had 
found them. 1 picked up several pieces of shrapnel and a 
few bullets for souvenirs. Machine gun belt links and 
bullets were rusty but still plentiful. There seemed no 
point in remaining there: we had a long trip back to Hue. 
But 1 didn't want to leave. I wanted to identify something 
1 knew.
The guide motioned for us to go back to the van. I 
noticed an old boot, a fan belt, and part of a gas grenade 
as we walked. The guide asked if we wanted to take a 
picture of the monument. Near the highest elevation 
point was a shabby masonry monument that I had never 
heard of. and well adorned with Vietnamese graffiti. We 
took pictures and asked the guide to translate tine 
Vietnamese inscription:
LIBERATED BASE MONUMENT
THE AREA OF TACON PONT [sic] BASE 
BUILT BY U.S. AND SAI GON PUPPET.
BUILT 1967.
AIR FIELD AND WELL CONSTRUCTED DEFENSE 
SYSTEM. CO LUONG [town] DONG HA (county) 
QUANG TR1 Iprovincej.
U.S. AND ARMY PUPPETS USED TO MONITOR THE 
MOVEMENT AND TRIED TO STOP ASSISTANCE FROM 
THE NORTH INTO THE BATTLE OF INDO CHINA (3 
COUNTRIES). AFTER 170 DAYS AND NIGHTS OF ATTACK 
BY THE SURROUNDING LIBERATION ARMY. TACON 
(KHE SANH) WAS COMPLETELY LIBERATED. THE 
LIBERATION ARMY DESTROYED THE DEFENSE 
SYSTEM FOR THE BATTLE OF INDO CHINA.
112.000 U.S. AND PUPPET TROOPS KILLED AND 
CAPTURED.
197 AIRPLANES SHOT DOWN.
MUCH WAR MATERIAL WAS CAPTURED AND DE­
STROYED. KHE SANH ALSO ANOTHER DIEN BIEN PHU 
FOR U.S.5
“Amazing, truly amazing," I mumbled.
Tine sun was getting low in the sky, fading like a 
spent flare, casting long shadows. The light was good for 
photographs. The things I found in Vietnam had always 
been there. Most of what I couldn't find was the baggage 
of the American presence, things that had been imposed 
upon Vietnam from without. There was no reason for the 
things I remembered to still be there. The driver was
awake and waving his hand for us to come back to the 
van. Tim had read about the battle at Khe Sanh for a 
history course he was taking at New York University.
“What's the matter. Peter, isn't that the way you 
remember it?" Tim laughed, pointing to the monument. 
“No. not exactly." I said.
“It’s their monument, right? I guess they can write on 
it whatever they want," replied Tim. taking a few last 
pictures of the hills.
Notes:
' Moyers S. Shore II. The Battle for Khe Sanh (Washington.
D.C.: HQMC. 1977), p. 62.
3 John Prados and Ray W. Stubbe. Valley of Decision 
(Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1991), p. 297.
3 Shore, p. 107.
4 The 37th ARVN Ranger Battalion.
5 My thanks to Hung Tran for this translation.
Ve ter a n 's  H our
We received an announcement for the Veteran's Hour, 
hosted by Tyrone T. Dancy and Jesse Merrill. Veteran's 
Hour airs Lhe first Saturday of every month, from 18:00- 
19:00, on WDAS-AM radio. Station 1480. Various topic 
and issues regarding veterans are discussed. Informa­
tion is provided on veteran entitlements, benefits, legis­
lation. and how they impact on veterans and their 
dependents. Veteran groups, organizations or Veteran 
Sendee Representatives are invited to make arrange­
ments to come on the program to convey information on 
veteran issues, services, functions, or legislative matters. 
Veteran's Hour. PO Box 18492. Philadelphia, PA 19150.
ChAN T in : A Non-V IoLe n t  S tr u q q I e foR 
H uman R iq k rs  iN V iET Nam
From Ton That Manh Tuong, 5000 7e Avenue Ouest #03, 
Charlesbourg, Quebec. PQ. GIH 6Z7 Canada. 418-626- 
2280. FAX 418-628-4559.
On May 1990, Father Chan Tin and Mr. Nguyen Ngoc 
Lan, two prominent Roman Catholics, were placed on 
house arrest in Ho Chi Minh City (former Saigon). Accord­
ing to Vietnamese official press, both had been arrested 
for “cariying out activities aimed at opposing socialism, 
sowing dissension among religions, undermining the 
solidarity between religious and secular life, and compil­
ing and supporting documents to other countries for use 
against the people's authorities."
To those who were aware of the antiwar movement in 
South Viet Nam before May 1975, the two were well 
known because they had been among the most vocal 
critics of the former anticommunist regime in South Viet 
Nam. Father Chan Tin has been particularly appreciated 
by the Vietnamese due to his struggle for peace and 
reconciliation among the Vietnamese as well as for his 
efforts to secure the release of political prisoners during
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the war period. Why then did the Vietnamese Commu­
nists repress their one time compagnon de route? In the 
interest of increasing awareness of Chan Tin’s involve­
ment in the life of his country and of the tensions leading 
up to his imprisonment, we present this following bio­
graphical sketch.
Stephano Nguyen Tin (Nguyen is a very common last 
name in Viet Nam. but he usually uses his pen name 
Chan Tin) was born into a poor family on November 11. 
1920 in Van Xuan Village. Huong Tra District. Thua 
Thien Province in Central Viet Nam. Seminarist of the 
Redemplorisl Congregation since his adolescence, he 
became a priest on June 6. 1949. In 1953, he was
graduated from Angelicum University of the Dominican
Congregation in Rome with a doctorate in theology. 
Returning to Viet Nam in October 1953. Chan Tin began 
to teach theology at the Redemptorist Seminary in Da Lat.
From October 1961 to June 1969. he was editor-in- 
chief of the monthly Our Lady of Mercy, which raised for 
the first time in Viet Nam a voice for dialogue and renewal 
in the spirit of Vatican II. That was tire reason that he was 
removed by his superiors who wanLed an editor-in-chief 
who would be “less progressive." He was. however, in 
early 1970, allowed by his superiors to issue another 
monthly named Doi Dien (Face to Face). The publication 
of Doi Dien corresponded with Lhe “Vietnamization” of 
the war. The Saigon regime in South Viet Nam, supported 
by tire U.S.. became more and more repressive. In re­
sponse to this repression, the people in South Viet Nam. 
notably in major cities, stood up demanding peace, 
calling tire two belligerent sides in Viet Nam—the U.S. 
supported Saigon military regime and the Communists— 
to end all hostilities and to promote liberty and democ­
racy. The monthly Doi Dien with Chan Tin's skillful 
writing, and supported tire contributions of one of his 
closest collaborators. Nguyen Ngoc Lan, a French-edu­
cated professor of philosophy, played a leading role in 
this effort. With a clear voice. Doi Dien was calling for 
peace and reconciliation among the Vietnamese. In its 
pages were disclosed the horrendous tortures of students 
and political prisoners undertaken by the notorious 
secret police of President Nguyen VanThieu. in particular 
the horrifying‘Tiger Cages” in tire Con Son Island Prison. 
Doi Dien had also denounced the corruption and the 
drug trafficking of Saigon’s nrilitaryjunta. It was for tlrese 
reasons that Doi Dien publications were being regularly 
confiscated by the police and that Chan Tin had been 
arrested several times. He was finally sentenced in Octo­
ber 1972 to a suspended term of five years of prison by Ore 
Military Court of President Thieu.
By the end of 1972. popular protest had reached a 
significant scale and the nrilitaryjunta regarded Doi Dien 
as a potential threat to its survival. The military junta 
closed the paper down and severely punished anyone 
who possessed copies of it. Doi Dien. in order to continue 
its struggle, went underground. At this time. Chan Tin. in 
cooperation with some intellectuals and religious people, 
formed a "Committee for Prison Reform in South Viet 
Nam" of which he soon became President. Chan Tin was 
calling on people all over the country and outside of Viet 
Nam. to protest against the torture of prisoners held by
the Saigon regime and to give assistance to political 
prisoners by sending them food and medicine. Relatives 
of political prisoners also received help from Chan Tin 
and his Committee in securing relevant information and 
financial support.
It is worth remembering that, after the signing of the 
Paris Peace Agreements on Viet Nam in early 1973. tire 
Saigon anticommunist regime refused to release its po­
litical prisoners, as the Agreements laid out. saying that 
it held no political prisoners. In response. Chan Tin and 
his friends, through their Lremendous efforts, demon­
strated to the world Lhe fact that the Saigon regime still 
held thousands of political prisoners and that torture 
continued to be regarded by this regime as a means of 
silencing anyone who sought for peace and called for Lhe 
implementation of the Paris Peace Agreements. Many 
proofs of human rights violations by Saigon’s regime were 
sent by Chan Tin to Amnesty International and various 
world organizaUons. Inside the country, his Committee 
cooperated closely with oLher religious organizations 
such as the Vietnamese Buddhist United Church and the 
Cao Dai and Hoa Hao religious sects in their efforts to 
ease the plight of political prisoners.
Just a few hours before the final victory of the 
Communist forces in South Viet Nam on April 30. 1975. 
Chan Tin, with the artillery shells still falling, contacted 
the Communists with the aim of trying to comince them 
to wait for the surrender of Saigon’s regime instead of 
subjugating Saigon by military means. Chan Tin’s inter­
vention helped to save many people’s lives. His coura­
geous action meant much to the Vietnamese people, who 
have suffered tire ravages of war for so many decades.
The Communists, having achieved their military 
victory over Lhe U.S. and Saigon's regime, were faced with 
the challenge of gaining Lhe people’s confidence and 
support. Wanting to capitalize on Lhe credibility that 
Chan Tin was given by the people, the Communists 
invited him to join the Fatherland Front, an umbrella 
organization of the Vietnamese Communist Party, as a 
member of its Central Committee. The fact that anti­
imperialist and nationalist, rather than socialist senti­
ments. dominated the politics of South Viet Nam forced 
tire Communists to do the same thing with other presti­
gious intellectuals and celebrities. In Chan Tin's case, the 
Communists had a shock as soon as Lhey began to praise 
him. As early as 1977. in the first meeting of the Father- 
land Front, Chan Tin denounced the Vietnamese Com­
munist Party that had issued a series of decrees aimed at 
limiting or even denying Lhe liberty ofbelief. Under Lhese 
decrees, the Vietnamese ChrisLians were considered 
“second class citizens." Their religious convictions were 
kept on permanent file, available for use for a variety of 
discriminatory purposes, such as preventing their ad­
vancement to university or government employee, or 
prohibiting their religious practice.
One of the boldest and most persistent demands of 
Chan Tin over the years when he was a member of the 
Central Committee of the Fatherland Front was for Lhe 
immediate and unconditional release of all military and 
civil officials of the former Government of Saigon who 
were being held in "reeducation" camps. These people.
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according to Articles and Protocols on Prisoners in the 
Paris Peace Agreements on Viet Nam, should have been 
released. In reality, Vietnamese Communist leaders in 
Ha Noi, After taking control of South Viet Nam by military 
victory in April 1975, kept them confined in the so-called 
“reeducation" camps without charge or trial. Chan Tin's 
denunciation of this injustice led to his removal from the 
Fatherland Front by the Communists at the end of 1987. 
But this action did not silence him. He continued writing 
articles—in samizdat edition, of course—and giving ser­
mons calling on the Communist authorities to respect 
basic human rights. On the occasion of the canonization 
of the Vietnamese martyrs by the Vatican in mid-1988, 
he, along with Nguyen Ngoc Lan, wrote open letters to 
Vietnamese Catholics in which they strongly criticized 
the Communists for preventing Vietnamese Catholics 
from celebrating the canonization. Then in August 1989, 
a letter to the Vietnamese Episcopal Council signed by 
Chan Tin. Nguyen Ngoc Lan and some other Catholics 
put forth proposals regarding the Vietnamese Catholic 
Church's internal policies and its relationship to the 
authorities. This letter was problematic for the Commu­
nists since it revealed the true nature of the Committee 
for the Solidarity of Patriotic Vietnamese Catholics—a 
China-style autonomous Catholic Church. It was ex­
posed as an umbrella organization of the Vietnamese 
Communist Party.
By the end of 1989, horrified by the nightmare of the 
rapid collapse of communist regimes in Eastern Europe, 
the Vietnamese Communist Party tightened its grip on 
the population and publicly announced that it would not 
hesitate to crack down on dissent from people who tried 
"to destabilize the socialist system." In early 1990, a 
series of detentions and house arrests were carried out 
against critics o f the government, many of whom were 
both veteran activists and Communist officials. Chan 
Tin's reaction to this crackdown was given in three 
sermons from his Ky Dong Church in April 1990. in which 
he called on Vietnamese Communist leaders “to repent" 
of their errors and to establish fundamental human 
rights for the people. Not surprisingly, he was immedi­
ately put under house arrest and, subsequently, trans­
ferred to a small church in Can Gio village. Duyen Hai 
District. This district is twenty-five miles away from his 
home church in Ho Chi Minh City and off-limits to 
foreigners. Chan Tin is denied the right to receive visitors 
or to carry on correspondence. Nguyen Ngoc Lan, his 
longtime friend and collaborator, is reportedly under 
house arrest in Ho Chi Minh City.
F a t Iie r  CIian  T in H as B een UNCONdiTiONAlly 
R e LeasecI
FromTonThat ManhTaong&Nam, 5000 7eAuenueOuesl 
#03. Charlesbourg. Quebec PQ. CIH 6Z7, Canada.
On May 12th. 1993, four days before the end of a three- 
year term in exile in Can Gio in the Mekong Delta (70 km 
from Saigon), Father Chan Tin returned to his home at 
the Redemptorist Monastery on Ky Dong Street in Saigon.
The day before. Father Chan Tin, having learned 
that his older brother and fellow Catholic priest, Father 
Nguyen Van Co, was seriously ill, had asked the police for 
permission to go to visit him at his home in Nha Trang (in 
Central Viet Nam). On May 12th at 10am . Father Nguyen 
Van Co died.
At about 2pm that afternoon, representatives from 
the Ho Chi Minh City police arrived in Can Gio. Chan Tin 
was then asked to appear before the People's Committee
of the village. In the presence of all the local administra­
tive authorities, the HCM City police notified FatherChan 
Tin of his unconditional release. In response to Chan 
Tin’s inquiry concerning his friend Nguyen Ngoc Lan’s 
situation, the police answered that he also was being 
unconditionally released. The release of Father Chan Tin 
and of Professor Nguyen Ngoc Lan was expected. The 
notable element is that both were released uncondition­
ally.
During the past three years, many international 
organizations, cultural and political personalities, in 
addition to members of the media expressed their sup­
port for Chan Tin and Nguyen Ngoc Lan. These two men 
accepted their imprisonment as one is obligated to stop 
at a red light, to borrow an image recalling an expression 
of Nguyen Ngoc Lan. When threatened wit!) a gun. all 
there is to do is to put up one's hands. But who is able to 
control what a person thinks, or to keep him from saying 
what he wants to say? The recent publication of tire first 
two volumes of Nguyen Ngoc Lan's Journal and of the 
Chan Tin File demonstrates that no power or coercion 
can bind free men who are determined to live in freedom. 
It is evident that the two letters included in the Chan Tin 
File that were written toward the end of 1992 in which 
Chan Tin unequivocally condemns lire dictatorial regime 
would have provided sufficient cause to prolong punish­
ment or at least to add all kinds of restrictions and 
warnings to their release decrees... (Priests returning 
from Lhe reeducation camps are normally barred from 
resuming their ministry.)
However, the authorities are very much aware of the 
futility of such a hard-line approach. Even from the 
perspective of the dictatorial powers, the decision to put 
into action the "administrative measure" of May 16th, 
1990 has proven to be a serious error. The person who 
was directly responsible for this course of action was Mr. 
Mai Chi Tho, then Minister of Interior. Mr. Mai Chi Tho 
hoped to bring our two friends to silence through the use 
of force and intimidation. Dozens of cong an simulta­
neously broke into Chan Tin’s office on Ky Dong Street 
and Nguyen Ngoc Lan's home on Tan Phuoc Street. They 
searched the premises and seized material; a letter of 
expulsion was read to Chan Tin and Nguyen Ngoc Lan 
was advised that he was under house arrest. They were 
accused of the following charges: “endangering national 
security, opposing the interests of the Church, the coun­
try and the people, creating division between religion and 
the State, fostering division within the Church, inciting 
the people to oppose the socialist regime as well as tire 
leadership role of the Vietnamese Communist Party" 
[Saigon Giai Phong newspaper, 17 May 1990): “spread­
ing arguments pertaining to psychological warfare, pub­
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licizing lies and through criticism of the policy adopted by 
Lhe Vietnamese Church as well as through criticism of 
the Archbishop, of the Committee of the Union of Catholic 
Patriots, creating division within the Church, alienating 
believers and the clergy from the people and the regime" 
(Coru/An weekly. 23 May 1990): “ ...opposing the socialist 
regime, undermining the union between the Church and 
the State, providing documents to foreigners with the 
goal of weakening the people's power... inciting believers 
to demand human rights and citizens’ rights” (Tuoi Tre 
biweekly, 17 May 1990). In a word, their crime was 
opposing dictatorship.
Rather than acting in its usual secretive and under­
handed manner, Lhe Socialist State chose to give full 
expression to its propaganda machine. Meetings were 
scheduled with Christians and with Lhe media to explain 
the actions of Lhe Slate: it was a campaign of intimidation 
and repression. But, unfortunately for the Party and the 
State, Chan Tin and Nguyen Ngoc Lan's attitude didn't 
change at all. Even before 1975, through their paper Doi 
Dien and the Committee for the struggle for change in the 
prison system in South Viet Nam, they had worked for 
freedom and for human dignity. Since 1975, they had 
pursued the same objectives. Even Lhe Cong An paper 
acknowledged: “Mr. Nguyen Tin [that is, Chan Tin] has 
begun to involve himself in wrong activities and has 
opposed the revolutionary regime for a long Lime." It is 
indeed true that what is referred to as the "revolutionary 
regime" set itself against the interests of the people and 
of humanity fora long time. This no one can deny today.
If, over Lhe last three years, during some 150 appear­
ances before the police, Nguyen Ngoc Lan has always 
refused to respond to questions, to make a report or to 
ask for privileges (including Lhe authorization to attend 
Mass), and this despite constant efforts by Lhe police: and 
if Father Chan Tin has always clearly refused any privi­
leges offered to him by the authorities: if indeed both of 
these men have continued to correspond with their 
friends outside of the country, it was not because of 
provocation but simply because human rights are not 
something that begging citizens should receive from 
those in authority, nor is it a demand made by citizens to 
their government, but it is more than this: a duty that 
each person must fulfill for himself or herself.
It is possible to find an explanation for the uncondi­
tional release of Chan Tin and Nguyen Ngoc Lan as being 
caused by the present political context in which Lhe 
regime, already alienated and disturbed by its struggle 
with Buddhist leaders—with individuals such as Nguyen 
Dan Que, Doan Viet Hoat, etc.—wishes simply to put an 
end to this situation involving Chan Tin and Nguyen Ngoc 
Lan. However, it is also possible that the regime has come 
to understand that Mai Chi Tho's strategy of intimidation 
was an ineffective political error. In light of this type of 
critical viewpoint, perhaps other approaches appear to 
have better potential to silence the voices of Chan Tin and 
Nguyen Ngoc Lan. We may also suggest in a more 
optimistic persuasion that the authorities have indirectly 
recognized the rights of our friends, those undeniable 
basic rights, the first being that of free speech. Even 
during their imprisonment they continued to exercise 
this basic right.
Dare we express even more optimism? Could it be 
that the May 12 th decision is a sing of what Chan Tin calls 
“repentance"? Is it not possible that the government, 
opening its eyes, has taken a step towards democracy? 
Remember the familiar saying: "When you are Vietnam­
ese. how can you be anything but patriotic?" Over tire 
past three years, many Party officials and members have 
visited and expressed their support to Chan Tin and 
Nguyen Ngoc Lan. This type of expression is indicative of 
a healthy approach for the entire nation. People of good 
will should meet each other to encourage understanding, 
to work at bridging the distance that separates them and 
to eliminate the type of exclusion which is engendered by 
totalitarianism. Then, conditions favorable to dialogue 
will be in place. Should we not risk the hope that even 
those who have oppressed people through their abuse of 
power are not devoid of good will, and that they are 
perhaps looking for an opportunity to grant uncondi­
tional releases to men such as Doan Viet Hoat, Nguyen 
Dan Que. Ngo Van An.ThichTri Sieu.ThichTue Si. Tran 
Dinh Thu, Doan Thanh Liem, etc.—these precious sons 
of the nation who have been deprived of their freedom 
because of their struggle for freedom? The only way to 
turn this wish into reality is to work together toward its 
realization.
Chan Tin was freed four days before the end of his 
sentence so that he could go to the funeral of his only 
brother. This brother, who was seventy-eight years old. 
had often visited Chan Tin during his three years of exile: 
visits made despite the rigors of long and tiring trips. 
Could the newly-freed prisoner ever have imagined that 
his first steps as a free man would take him to the funeral 
of one of the people who was closest to him?
While accompanying his brother in this final voyage 
to the Kingdom, Chan Tin must have thought about Lhe 
vanity of this world, his old pain joined with the unending 
suffering of the Vietnamese people. Was this not just one 
more grave among so many others—individual burials 
and mass common graves? So many Lears shed for so 
great a number of lost and buried hopes?
It is at times like these when one must forget—forget 
politics, forget Slate and Country, forget both yourself 
and others—to give place to one's spirit and peace to the 
heart. It is a time to go to the center of the soul, down to 
the depths of the earth and up to the heights of heaven to 
discover the sources of one's life. Then, in the silence of 
prayer, to light once more the flickering flame of hope...
From Tin Nha magazine, Paris, 13 May 1993. Translated 
from French by David Miller, Pastor. Brethren in Christ 
Church.
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LiTERARy DiSSENT
Anne O'Leary o f  Northwestern Connecticut Community 
College organized a Fall '93 lecture course on Southeast 
Asia and invited Alan Farrell, Nicole Vecchi, Lucy Nguyen 
and I to talk about Viet Nam. Ben Kieman and Chanthou 
Boua did Cambodia. The students were mostly retired 
people from  Litchfield County. O'Leary asked me to speak 
about the “Literature o f  Dissent in Viet Nam Today," but 
first I told the class the things I think that everyone should 
know about Viet Nam and Vietnamese people. Then I 
settled down to explaining to a representative group o f the 
Cold War generation what dissent in Viet Nam might be 
about. Here is that part o f my talk.
Let's review, then move on to literature. Viet Nam is the 
place south of China where Vietnamese people live, 
singing their language, and celebrating the days their 
relatives died. The word for food is rice, the word for land 
is water, and the word for you is brother. Ifyou remember 
those things one year from now, you will have got your 
money's worth from me.
But you are here to hear about the literature of 
dissent in Viet Nam today. There are three writers you can 
read in English: Pham Thi Hoai, Nguyen Huy Thiep. and 
Duong Thu Huong. They are different kinds of writers. 
Hoai is a modernist innovator, a literary stylist. Nguyen 
Huy Thiep is an innovator, but is more distinctively 
Vietnamese than Hoai. Duong Thu Huong is a popular 
novelist. They are all authors of dissent. They use fiction 
to criticize the quality of life in Viet Nam today.
1 meet every day with an official of the Ha Noi 
government. He has been Vice Director of the Depart­
ment of International Law at the Ministry of Finance. He 
is studying Law at Yale for one year. He says he is not a 
very literary person. However, he read an article I wrote 
on this topic for The Nation last year, when Duong Thu 
Huong's Paradise o f the Blind came out. He studied my 
article closely, and went to lengths to explain to me what 
I got right and what I got wrong. He knows the books of 
all the authors I discussed.
Now. if an American government official were study­
ing in 1-Ia Noi for a year, and he met a Vietnamese expert 
on U.S. literature, would the U.S. government official be 
able and eager to help the Vietnamese expert on Ameri­
can literature with his work? Probably not. In the U.S.. 
literary authors and government officials come from 
different worlds. Actually, my friend Toan's closest U.S. 
counterpart is not a government expert but a business 
consultant. In the U.S.. literary authors and commercial 
experts don’t pay attention to each otlier.
In Viet Nam, things are different. The difference has 
to do with the Vietnamese past and with the role of the 
literary author under Vietnamese Communism.
In the past in Viet Nam, the literary authors were the 
government. In imitation of China, there was a mandarin 
system. The state bureaucracy was composed entirely of 
men who had passed a grueling written examination of 
their knowledge of the Confucian literary classics of 
Classical China. For this exam, they not only had to write 
about Classical Chinese Poetiy. they had to write poems
about it. To prepare to sit successfully for this exam took 
ten or more years of full-time study. This is not ridicu­
lous. To study literature teaches you to read, and write 
and think. I had about ten years of intensive literary 
training, what we call a liberal arts education. Most of my 
classmates are now high officials in finance, law, busi­
ness. and government, doing just fine.
Some of those Vietnamese who passed the Confu­
cian exam entered into the high imperial administration, 
working in the court or traveling as Inspectors General. 
Others who passed served as local officials. The ideal was 
for every village to have one mandarin, someone who had 
passed the Imperial examinations. It was the Mandarin 
who passed on imperial laws to the villagers, and who 
reported back to the Emperor on how the villagers were 
doing. He was the only person who could do this. He was 
usually the only person in the village who could read and 
write.
The reason for that is the same reason that it took so 
long to study for those exams. All government business 
was conducted in Classical Chinese, called in Vietnam­
ese chu han. You can compare this to the use of Latin in 
the Christian world until 1700 or so. Classical Chinese is 
not only completely different from modem Chinese, 
which in turn has nothing to do with Vietnamese lan­
guage except in loan words, but it is written in ideograms. 
Every different word has a different character. We use an 
alphabetic script, which allows us always to spell words 
phonetically and at least make ourselves understood. 
With ideograms, you either know the correct symbol to 
use to express yourself, or you don't. Teachers say you 
have to learn 2,000 of them for the most basic communi­
cation.
Since most people had to grow rice all day to stay 
alive, only a few could spend several thousand hours 
learning chu han. So there is a tradition in Viet Nam of 
literary training going in hand in hand with political 
power.
The mandarin system changed with modern times. 
The French invaded Viet Nam. and the old ways disap­
peared forever. What's more, the French introduced quoc 
nu, the modern method of writing Vietnamese phoneti­
cally in Roman characters. Learning to read and write 
Vietnamese is now very easy, a matter of a few dozen 
hours for a native speaker. The introduction of this 
alphabet facilitated the anticolonialist struggle, the se­
ries of wars against the French, because it enabled the 
nationalist leaders to communicate with a wide net of 
people in the countryside. This brings us to the second 
reason why my friend Toan the government official on 
commerce knows all about the avant-garde authors of 
Viet Nam.
The struggle of the Vietnamese nationalists against 
the French, and then against the Americans, was a most 
remarkable social movement. The mostly rural people of 
Viet Nam were able to organize and fight from 1945 to 
1975 against well-equipped expeditionary forces from 
modem nations, with limited material assistance from 
outside. Their success relied upon a total mobilization of 
the society, something like what Britain experienced 
during the war against Hitler. Absolutely everybody.
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down to the dogcatchers and schoolchildren, had a role 
to play in the struggle. Literaiy authors were a big part of 
the war effort. The Communist Party organized a Writer's 
Union, and debated the best ways for authors to serve the 
revolution. They debated and rejected Stalinist and Maoist 
ideas, and were coming up with some of their own in the 
late 1950s. when the Ha Noi government put the brakes 
on what was called the Nhan Van Giai Pham, affair, 
something like what we call Prague Spring in Czechoslo­
vakia. Many of the best authors didn’t want Lo lead the 
masses in revolution, so they fled to the South or stayed 
put and stopped writing. But. in general, literary men and 
women put their best efforts into entertaining the troops, 
and cheering up the workers, and explaining the common 
goals to the common people. They wrote plays and songs 
and novels. Some of them are good, some of them are 
awful. It was an exciting thirty years.
To review: there are two reason my friend the bu­
reaucrat knows the latest literature. One is that, for a 
very long time, authors and bureaucrats in Viet Nam were 
the same people. Reason number two is that Vietnamese 
authors played a substantial role in the thirty-year 
struggle against foreign invaders. They earned respect.
If authors enjoy such status and attention in Viet­
namese society, what are Urey dissenting from? This is 
not a bad question. It is the same question that Ameri­
cans asked about the academics and students who 
played such a visible role in the Civil Rights Movement 
and in the popular movement against the American war 
in Viet Nam. What motivates people of prominence and 
privilege to criticize their society?
To make this more familiar, let me point you to a 
novel that I think many of have read. It is 1984, by George 
Orwell. Orwell was a committed writer in the war against 
Hitler and the Fascists. In fact, he started fighting before 
England did. by going to Spain to fight for the Republic 
against Franco. Orwell was a socialist and an anarchist, 
what our newspapers would call a radical leftist. During 
England's war against Hitler. Orwell lent his efforts to the 
national cause, as the Vietnamese writers were later to 
do. He wrote daily for the BBC, preparing a lively digest 
of world events. As you know, the struggle against Hitler 
was a rousing success. But after it was over. George 
Orwell wrote this depressing book. 1984. It is about a 
man who lives in shabby world where the government 
watches him all the time. Many of you have read it 
because, in the U.S.. the title was taken to mean that the 
book was a work of prophecy, a warning of the awful 
totalitarian world to come if we lost the struggle against 
communism.
In fact. 1984was not written about the future. It was 
about the present. It was published in 1948, and the title 
was merely a clever reversal to provide the author with 
plausible deniability about some of his more exaggerated 
claims. 1984 was a picture of Britain in wartime. It is a 
picture of what it is like to live in a country mobilized for 
war, where there are shortages of clothes, of food, of 
places to live, where no one has time to wash and the 
small extravagances that make life pleasant do not exist. 
War is also a place where civil liberties do not exist.
Newspapers get shut down, and people get sent to 
internment camps.
In America we tend to remember the good bits about 
war, except in tire South, where they actually had a war 
on home territory. To go by American books, the war 
against Hitler and Japan was a great lark, with everybody 
pulling together for a common goal. People sang songs 
and had a good time. That's very nice, but 1 am an 
historian. We read contemporary documents, things 
written at the same time as the event under study. We 
distrust memory. In one famous experiment, historians 
asked people living under Hitler's bombing of London to 
keep a diary. Then the historians took the diaries away 
from the people who had kept them. Thirty years later, 
the historians asked the people to write a recollection of 
their experiences. The diaries, of course, reveal a life of 
hell under the high explosive and incendiary bombs. The 
memoirs recall a pleasant adventure, a lime of national 
unity. Memory is like that.
Why did George Orwell, just at the end of the 
successful struggle against Hitler, write such a depress­
ing book about life in Britain? 1 suppose it was because 
he could. In a way. he had to. To be in a position to observe 
life but not to be able to speak about it is very painful.
Now let me tell you what the Vietnamese authors are 
doing. They are doing what George Orwell did at the end 
of World War II. They have been in harness for a long time, 
and they are kicking up the traces. They have kicked the 
foreign invaders out of their country, and now they want 
to speak their minds. They and all their friends have 
sacrificed their lives for a present that is not as good as 
it should be. They are making noise.
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ObSERVATiONS ON ThE CURRENT STATUS of ThE 
Ma ss  MecHa iN iNdochiNA
John W. Williams. Principia College, Elsah, IL 62028
The current status of the mass media in Indochina 
was one of my key interests while a member of the most 
recent delegation sponsored by the United States— 
Indochina Reconciliation Project to visit the region. Our 
month-long study tour (July 26-August 23, 1992) took us 
throughout Vietnam, Cambodia and Laos.
We met with scholars and officials at universities in 
Hanoi. Hue, Da Nang, Ho Chi Minh City, and Phnom Penh 
and with social science research institutes in Hanoi. Ho 
Chi Minh City and Vientiane: officials with various min­
istries (including foreign affairs, information, culture and 
education) and mass organizations (such as youth fed­
eration and women’s union) in all three countries: Ameri­
can diplomatic personnel (including U.S. ambassadors) 
in Cambodia and Laos; United Nations officials in Cam­
bodia: foreign reporters and officials with nongovern­
mental organizations in Hanoi, Da Nang, Ho Chi Minh 
City. Phnom Penh and Bangkok; provincial officials in 
Hue and Quang Nam-Da Nang provinces: and numerous 
informal unofficial contacts with merchants, farmers, 
students, former Viet Cong officers, and former officers of 
the Army of the Republic of Vietnam. Most spoke either 
English or French, although we frequently had a trans­
lator available. We watched television, listened to the 
radio, went to the movies and collected newspapers. 
Admittedly, our information was limited by our ability to 
read, speak or understand Vietnamese, Khmer or Lao. 
Furthermore, our information was filtered by translation 
and ideology. Nevertheless, in the language of diplomats, 
everyone was “frank" in talking with us.
I was able to make a number of initial observations 
about the state of mass media in the three socialist 
countries of Indochina—Vietnam. Cambodia and Laos.
All three remain socialist states, at least in theory, under 
one party—the communist party—rule. All three nations, 
like their counterparts in Eastern Europe, are undergo­
ing significant economic change. The most relevant model 
(as referred to by Vietnamese officials) is that of the 
People's Republic of China. Vietnam is undergoing a 
massive economic “renovation” in its shift to a market 
economy, coupled with an “open door" policy toward 
foreign investment. The flow of foreign investment is 
inhibited, according to the Vietnamese, by the continuing 
American economic embargo. The economy is in a deep 
slump, with twenty percent (or higher) unemployment 
and the collapse of state enterprises and cooperatives. 
The Vietnamese lost their Soviet subsidy of seventy 
percent of their national budget. Nevertheless, the Com­
munist Party retains tight control of the political side of 
Vietnamese life. And, like their northern model, the 
leadership is appropriately labeled a gerontocracy.
Cambodia is in a different situation. Pending na­
tional elections by May 1993 under the Paris agreements, 
the nation is under the administration of UNTAC, the 
United Nations Transitional Authority for Cambodia. 
UNTAC consists of more than 18.000 troops from several 
dozen nations and hundreds of UN civilian administra­
tors. The country is controlled by several factions, the two 
most significant being Pol Pot's Khmer Rougfe, and the 
“State of Cambodia." That latter, known as SOC or the 
“Phnom Penh regime, is the Hun Sen regime that was 
installed by the Vietnamese when they invaded and 
defeated the Khmer Rouge in 1979. At first one is tempted 
to call SOC the “government," however, both legally and 
practically, they are not the official government. That 
power resides with the Supreme National Council, a body 
of representatives of the leading factions established by 
the Paris agreements. As if to make the distinction clear, 
the U.S. “ambassador," Charles Twining, is officially the 
Special Representative to the Supreme National Council.
SOC. like the other factions, administers a section of 
the country. SOC happens to administer the largest area, 
including the capital of Phnom Penh. Thus, it has the 
ability to appoint ministers and bureaucrats, who ad­
minister the normal significant functions of government 
within its territory. UN officials oversee the administra­
tion of key ministries, including (he foreign, justice and 
interior ministries. In spite of the legal niceties, SOC is 
the effective government for the largest portion of Cambo­
dia.
Laos, like Vietnam, is experimenting with economic 
reform, though in a much more limited and controlled 
manner. There is an extensive small scale market economy. 
However, the Communist Party maintains sole political 
control. Dissent, even from within the party, appears not 
to be tolerated. There are reports of three governmental 
officials who publicly questioned the direction of the 
party last year and, as a result, are now in internal exile 
in the northeast.
Each of the three countries has either a ministry of 
information and culture, or a separate ministry of infor­
mation. The SOC recently separated the functions of the 
two. assigning control of mass media to the ministry of 
information, with the exceptions of film and video.
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All three countries (including SOC) are patterned on 
a traditional socialist one-party system, each with a 
“fatherland front” or coalition of mass organizations. 
Although officially one of several mass organizations, die 
Communist Party is the lead organization. All senior 
officials are members of the Party. However, during 
recent national elections in Vietnam, non-party members 
ran and were elected to the National Assembly. Of course, 
the party still maintains a majority in the Assembly.
With the exception of Cambodia, where provincial- 
level government is collapsing and being replaced by the 
various political factions (some o f which are 
noncommunist), provincial officials are quite powerful. 
Provincial and local government in Vietnam is organized 
around people’s committees. With the budget collapse of 
the central government in Vietnam, provincial leaders 
are exercising growing independence, including defiance 
of central government policies. For example, we made 
sure to always obtain both national and provincial clear­
ance for any travel. And, in direct violation of national 
policy, we were stopped and “shaken down" for taking 
pictures near a former US military installation. In Laos, 
provincial governors, as before the revolution in 1975, 
hold extensive power and local autonomy.
This background is relevant in understanding the 
structure and nature of Indochinese mass media. The 
central government, through the respective ministry of 
information directly controls and operates national tele­
vision and radio. Provincial governments control local 
radio, where it exists. Newspapers are published by 
government ministries, such as police or military, and 
mass organizations. The Party, the trade union, the 
youth federation, and the women’s union have their own 
papers. Municipalities, such as the Vientiane municipal 
government, have their own newspapers. Local govern­
mental agencies, such as the police, also publish papers. 
Especially in the provinces, the newspapers are moni­
tored by the local authorities or members of the People’s 
Committees.
Journalism education is a new concept in the region. 
The newest department at the University of Hanoi is the 
journalism faculty. Otherwise, the study of journalism, 
radio/television and mass communication, as found in 
American institutions, does not exist. It appears that 
such programs are still a luxury for the universities of 
these three nations.
The flow of international news is practically uninhib­
ited. The most readily available English-language paper 
is the Bangkok Post. It is followed by Thailand's other 
English-language daily, The Nation. Street hawkers in 
Ho Chi Minh City and in booths around Phnom Penh sell 
Le Monde, the International Herald Tribune, and the 
South China Morning News. Phnom Penh now has two 
weekly English-language papers, the Cambodia Times 
and the Phnom Penh Post, both in tabloid format. The 
Vietnamese government publishes a weekly English- 
language tabloid. There is no locally based foreign lan­
guage press in Laos.
International radio, especially shortwave, is readily 
available in all three counties. The BBC and tire Voice of 
America were most frequently mentioned as sources of
information. We did not ask government officials about 
their response to the American proposal for a Radio Asia, 
patterned on the Radio Free Europe/Radio Liberty model. 
Like Radio MarLi, broadcast to Cuba, the proposal may 
harm diplomatic relations rather than facilitate democ­
racy.
International television is also readily available. 
Laotians, many of whom live in the river downs along the 
Mekong, have ready access to local Thai television broad­
casts from directly across the river. The Thai and Lao 
(lowland Lao) languages and cultures are very similar. 
Satellite-distributed television is available in both Viet­
nam and Cambodia. The leading distributor is Star 
Television out of Hong Kong. It broadcasts BBC 24-hour 
news, MTV and Chinese movies.
Land-line telephone communication is almost non­
existent. This has stimulated a boom in cellular tele­
phones, especially in Ho Chi Minh City and Phnom Penh. 
The technology is not dependent on the inefficiencies and 
inadequacies of telephone lines. It is entirely possible, 
especially in these two cities, that we will witness a 
technological leap from no telecommunications to cellu­
lar, without an intermediate step in wire-based technol­
ogy.
International telecommunication exists but is lim­
ited. The US has recently lifted restrictions on direct 
telecommunications between Vietnam and the States. 
The fax machine is ubiquitous and reliable, though 
expensive. 1 sent one-page faxes from Ho Chi Minh City 
($12.00 US) and Phnom Penh ($22.00 US). The cost is 
based on transmission time, which is affected by the 
transmission technology. I noted that the operator made 
and kept a copy of my fax in Vietnam.
Traditional cinema, the responsibility of the culture 
ministry, no longer exists in these countries. The cost of 
making films and the availability of resources (such as 
film stock, equipment, processing) have propelled the 
Vietnamese and Cambodian film industries into video 
technology. We noted what looked like traditional movie 
houses, along with massive, oversize billboards, through­
out all Lhree countries. We attempted to ask for the 
“modes,” the “cinema." the "theater," in both English and 
French. Only when someone suggested "video" did we get 
a response. In the movie houses, we discovered wide­
screen video projectors, playing local versions of music 
videos and feature “films." The “films," all recent releases, 
were made with video technology. Most of the videos are 
produced locally by private companies. However, as 
Cambodian ministry officials acknowledged, scripts and 
final tapes are reviewed by the government.
The phenomenon of video has led to several develop­
ments. lire first is the not unexpected flood of foreign 
video cassettes and bootlegged copies. Government offi­
cials, especially in Laos, are concerned about the effects 
that unrestricted distribution of videos will have on their 
culture. They, of course, did not mention the parallel 
impact on politics. All three nations had numerous video 
sales shops. In Laos, where the fewest people spoke either 
English or French, the shops were identified by the letters 
“VDO" which when spoken quickly translate into "video." 
The Vietnamese advertise ’TiVi."
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The second is Lhe development of video parlors. 
These are most often outdoor restaurants or cafes featur­
ing wide-screen televisions playing tire latest in local 
music videos or Western releases. Walking along Le Loi. 
the main street on the southern bank of the Perfume 
River in Hue. we noted hundreds of people silting on lawn 
chairs, mesmerized in front of dozens of video screens. 
Throughout Phnom Penh are scores of "hole-in-the-wall" 
cafes and restaurants with video sets blaring. Proprietors 
place screens across the entrances so patrons must pay 
to enter and see the screens.
We were curious about tire impact of international 
media on the monopoly over political control by the one- 
party state. There appears to be no control over the 
availability of international news sources and entertain­
ment. The ready availability of international news sources, 
in the form of non-vernacular print and broadcasting, is 
generally tolerated. In Cambodia, for example, SOC offi­
cials appear far more tolerant of the two English-lan­
guage papers than the vernacular press. The one area of 
concern voiced by officials is the foreign video, rarely a 
direct source of news or political information. The con­
cern is over the impact on culture and cultural values.
It is clear that domestic media, including video 
production, is still heavily monitored or controlled, hence 
subject to political censorship. This is in spite of the 
growing economic openness. For example, the Vietnam­
ese revised their constitution this past year. National 
officials pointedly called the changes a "revision," rather 
than a new constitution. The most significant change was 
Chapter Two. Economic System (Articles 15 through 29). 
which codifies the shift to a market economy. Article 69 
in Chapter Five on Fundamental Rights and Duties of the 
Citizen protects freedoms associated with the press: ‘The 
citizen shall enjoy freedom of opinion and speech, free­
dom of the press, the right to be informed, and the right 
to assemble, form associations and hold demonstrations 
in accordance with the provisions of the law." How does 
one explain this apparent dichotomy?
The answer may rest in tire extent of foreign-lan­
guage literacy. The vast majority of citizens do not read, 
write or understand English. French. Thai or other 
foreign languages. The exception, probably limited to the 
urban centers, is Chinese. The vernacular press and 
sources of information and entertainment are heavily 
controlled or monitored by the single-party state. While 
all three countries are experiencing economic revolu­
tions. they maintain Light political control, much like 
their neighbor China. The protection for the continuing 
political monopoly by the single party is the absence of 
foreign language literacy throughout the general popula­
tion.
WRiTiNq ThE TR inrh of t He Ma t t e r
Y. Chershouatseeb
According to the many voices crying out from Laos, in Lhe 
Province of Xieng Khouang during April and May of this 
year, there were many Hmong-Lao peasants who were 
arrested and killed by government troops because of the 
presence of Resistance forces in Ore area. These guerrilla 
fighters said to the peasants that soon they will seize the 
country "from North to South and from East to West.”
Everyone must arm to oppose the Lao communists. 
Otherwise, when they take over tire country, those peas­
ants who hear the message and refuse to arm will have no 
choice. For this frightening reason, some peasants disap­
peared into the jungle, while others have been caught by 
the government forces in their villages.
Who supports these Resistance forces? Publicly, no 
country backs them, and they are unrecognized by the 
United Nations (UN). Privately, under the table, they have 
been supported by other Resistance groups formed abroad. 
particularly in Thailand and in the United States. Mem­
bers of these Resistance groups are mostly those hired by 
the United States CIA to fight the communists during the 
Viet Nam war. Since then they have held leadership 
positions among the Hmong and have spent virtually 
their entire life fighting. They have no or little formal 
education. Those warriors who arrived in the U.S. found 
it very difficult to earn a living. The only way to survive has 
been to corrupt the Hmong communities from state to 
state, from city to city, and from family to family. Their 
propaganda is simple: “We will enjoy our New Year in Laos 
if we financially help each other!”
Many Hmong families in the U.S. have contributed 
their welfare checks to the Resistance groups because 
they are unaware o f national and international politics, 
they misread the minds of the refugee guerrilla leaders, 
and because many still hope someday to become leaders 
upon their return to Laos. Tire money collected from 
these individual families is divided into three parts. The 
biggest portion is given to the guerrilla leaders’ individual 
families in the U.S. That is why some of them are very 
rich. The second portion is sent to those Resistance forces 
in Laos—that is the reason they have survived in the 
jungle and indirectly killed many Hmong-Lao since 1975. 
Another portion of the money is sent to refugee leaders, 
who actively participate in the Resistance groups in 
Thailand. That is the real reason why tens of thousands 
of the Hmong refugees in Thailand have refused to come 
to America and other Western countries, for they may fall 
into the trap of their refugee leaders.
In 1989. the UN conducted a survey about the future 
of the Hmong refugees in Thailand, especially those in 
Ban Vinai Camp. The outcomes of the study showed that 
majority of the Hmong refugees want to go back to Laos. 
Based on the results of this study, the UN has created a 
repatriation program to mobilize the Hmong refugees to 
go back to Laos according to their wishes. However, this 
study is misleading. Tire UN officials “just” interviewed 
the heads of the families, not those who are 18 years or 
older. Thus, the study does not accurately represent tire
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majority of voices among Hmong refugees in Thailand. 
The UN must cautiously repatriate the Hmong refugees 
and should not lock the door on those who want to 
relocate to the U.S. or other Western countries.
The Resistance groups abroad have contributed not 
just money. Many of these Hmong men even go back to 
Thailand, especially to the refugee camps. There they 
declare themselves leaders of the Hmong community in 
the U.S. and pretend to speak on behalf of the Hmong at 
large. Sooner or later some of these leaders end up 
marrying girls in the camps. Many return to the U.S. for 
further Public Assistance. Others remain in Thailand.
Since January 1992. to earn the trust of Hmong-Lao 
peasants, the Resistance forces in Laos and Thailand 
have engaged in fighting with the government troops 
along the Lao-Thai borders in the Sayaburri and Leoi 
Provinces. According to a key leader who requested 
anonymity of the Resistance group in the U.S., "we must 
fight, for we hope the fighting will catch the attention of 
the UN, while its representatives and troops are currently 
deployed in Cambodia, so that tire UN will do the same 
thing in Laos as they are doing in Cambodia." This 
suggests that Lhe guerrilla fighters do not know politics 
and the existing situation in Cambodia. Thus, the truth 
of the matter needs to be elaborated to those puzzled 
fighters.
In 1975, the communists seized power in Indochina 
(Cambodia, Laos, and Vietnam). Pol Pot look over Cam­
bodia: his forces are known as the Khmer Rouge. Under 
the Pol Pot regime (1975-1978). tens of thousands of 
civilian Cambodians died from overwork, disease, starva­
tion, and malnutrition. In the meantime, the Khmer 
Rouge also had a conflict with the Vietnamese over the 
border separating the two countries. In late 1978, Viet­
namese troops invaded Cambodia and forced the Khmer 
Rouge into the sanctuaries of Lhe forest along the Thai 
border. The Vietnamese then installed Lhe People’s Re­
public of Kampuchea, headed by I leng Samrin as Presi­
dent and Hun Sen as Prime Minister.
In 1982, the Khmer Rouge, the Khmer People’s 
National Liberation Front, and Sihanouk’s Loyalists 
formed a coalition government abroad. This exiled coali­
tion force headed by Sihanouk gained recognition from 
the UN. Since 1979. the Civil War in Cambodia has 
escalated for more than a decade and tens of thousands 
of Cambodians have fled the country for Thailand. The 
Civil War did more harm than good to the country and its 
people. Last year the UN decided to intervene in the 
Cambodian issue by calling on the rival leaders to nego­
tiate for peace, by convincing the U.S., China, and Viet 
Nam to stop supplying assistance to the rival Cambodian 
forces. The UN will effectively control Lhe country until an 
election takes place in 1993. This is tire current situation 
in Cambodia.
Unlike Cambodia, in 1975. the Lao communists 
seized power without "violence." The Lao People’s Demo­
cratic Republic (LPDR) has retained diplomatic relations 
w ith both the com m unist countries and the 
noncommunist countries, including the U.S. In the mean­
time, the UN also has recognized the LPDR as the 
legitimate government. Although the LPDR has been
heavily manipulated by tire Socialist Republic of Viet 
Nam and the Lao economy has not improved much, there 
has been no internal conflict which has caught the 
attention of the world. There is no Civil War in Laos. 
Certainly, there are many insurgent groups inside the 
country and abroad, but none of these groups are recog­
nized try the UN. Therefore, the existing situation in 
Cambodia will never be duplicated in Laos.
Y. Chershouatseeb is a graduate student at Ohio Univer­
sity in the Southeast Asia Studies Program.
8 H ave a D ream
P. Yang. Como Parle High School
One should be able to dream and to believe, but there 
conres a time when some dreams have to pu t aside or even 
relinquished because they are too far out o f reach. That 
is when new dreams have to be dreamt.
I am not talking about a little whimsical dream. I am 
talking about the “Hmong dream"—the dream of ousting 
the communist government and regaining Laos as a 
Hmong country. That dream can never become a reality. 
It hurts to know that a dream you want so much to come 
true will not come true. But sometimes we have to let 
them go no matter how much we want to keep them. 
Hmong-Americans have to go on with their lives and try 
to make as good a life as possible in this strange land The 
Hmong who are left in Laos and Thailand have to go on 
with their lives and dreams new dreams—maybe the 
dream that their Hmong-American cousins will one day 
help them out of the squalor they live in.
The war ended seventeen years ago. but a war still 
wages on. backed financially by Hmong-Americans. It is 
terribly unfair and cruel of Hmong-Americans who are far 
from the clutches of war to keep supporting the resis­
tance, impelling the Hmong in Laos and Thailand to keep 
fighling like pawns. Conditions in Laos are so oppressive 
for the Hmong mainly because of the resistance. How can 
we expect the Laotian government to help Lhe Hmong 
when the resistance only intensifies the government's 
distrust and aggravates prevailing anti-Hmong feelings? 
One-fourth of our people were butchered in the war. The 
resistance is only killing more and more of our people the 
longer it goes on.
The Hmong in Southeast Asia should be able to 
depend on their Hmong-American cousins. But how can 
we help our relatives if we can't help ourselves first? There 
are so many problems plaguing Hmong-Americans today 
from cultural conflicts to gang violence. My generation is 
distraught and caught in limbo with one foot dangling in 
Laos and tire other planted in America. Yet despite these 
disadvantages, there are so many opportunities in this 
country. You have to look for them and keep the doors 
open. You can’t let discrimination and cultural barriers 
hamperyou from doing the best you can. I too am Hmong, 
and I have experienced all the ups and downs of being a 
refugee in a foreign land.
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However. I still believe the streets in America are 
paved in gold. You have to dig for it: that means getting 
down on the ground and getting a little dirty. The Hmong 
have always had a strong work ethic, but somehow, 
through the thousands of miles we have traveled from 
Laos, that ethic was neglected because of a generational 
gap. We can still recapture our work ethics. Our ances­
tors have always worked hard to make a better life for 
their families when they migrated into foreign lands. 
However, they did not assimilate to the new customs, so 
they became isolated and were far behind the western 
world. We don’t want to make the same mistake. This 
isn't Asia and we don't have to sequester ourselves in the 
mountain tops anymore. We can finally partake in the 
riches of the lowlands. But we have to build strong 
foundations so the monsoons won't wash us away. What 
stronger foundation can we build than one made of 
education?
I care very much for the Hmong left in Laos and 
Thailand. I too have relatives whom I love still living there. 
However, I don't believe a Hmong homeland is going to get 
them out of the abject poverty they are trapped in. I can 
do more for them than the resistance once 1 establish 
myself.
All the mystique and glory of a Hmong country is not 
going to happen. Our leaders deserted us in Laos. Our 
families had to flee through tire jungles with guns aiming 
at our backs: some of us were used for target practice. 
Remember Phou Bia, our Alamo? I don't believe in our so- 
called "leaders." Again and again they have betrayed us. 
so 1 have no reason to trust them or believe in their 
capabilities.
History repeats itself and power corrupts. You can 
be sure that if there is finally a Hmong country, these 
same leaders, using tire divine right of kinds as an excuse 
to govern us, will turn this new "country" into the Liberia 
of Asia i n which only a certai n grou p of people con trol and 
dominate everything. There could very well be a separa­
tion of classes between those who lived in the U.S. and 
spoke English and those who don’t. Already 1 see a 
separation in high school between ESL and mainstream 
students. I have also seen how the more gullible and less 
educated Hmong people have been manipulated by those 
they revered and looked up to. Would you want to be 
governed by the same people who left your family to suffer 
and to be slaughtered while they transported their fami­
lies to safety in tire United States?
I am asking the Hmong people, especially our lead­
ers. to reexamine their values. What is more important: 
gaining a Hmong homeland through more senseless 
bloodshed or building a new homeland for the Hmong in 
American and caring for those still in Southeast Asia?
I anr not saying that we should totally forsake our 
relatives in Laos and Thailand. I firmly believe they would 
benefit more if the money we so eagerly send to the 
resistance was used to feed them, clothe them, educate 
them, give them medical supplies, buy materials to build 
homes for them, etc. The time has come for us to let go of 
some of the bitterness of the war and to start thinking 
about our people and their need for food, shelter, medi­
cine, peace, and life.
I am not heartless towards the Hmong dream. I just 
feel that we should stop wasting our time waiting for a 
country that was never ours to begin with. I am pleading 
with the Hmong people to stop investing money on a war 
that will not result in a country of our own; it will only 
result in the termination of our people.
My dream is Lhat one day. the rugged highlands of 
Laos will stop bleeding the blood of our people. 1 have a 
dream that the Hmong will prosper and become a united 
people, leaving a rich legacy in this new homeland called 
America through hard work and dedication. I have a 
dream lhat I would be able to hold the aunts and uncles 
who used to carry me on their backs again before they are 
killed for being innocent bystanders. I have a dream... one 
o j peace for my people.
L e t t e r  fROM S tev en  Ge Iqer
First I would like to say I'm happy to be a new subscriber, 
but 1 must comment on your editorial policy announced 
in the Spring issue: that being the use of the term “Viets" 
to describe the Vietnamese people. The title of your 
publication reflects the older perhaps somewhat more 
cumbersome “Viet Nam." I have felt that it is Western 
“efficiency'' lhat resulted in the disservice of’joining the 
two words and losing the flow of the meaning of their 
history. This construction literally (destructs) removes 
the people from the land and substitutes one word for 
both the territory and people. What will happen to the 
people?
Perhaps it is an unfair comparison because we have 
no real cultural heritage of our own or simply because 
"American" doesn't stand for a single ethnic group, or 
because of so many American transgressions that I 
cannot judge objectively), but "Americans" as a single 
term for a people from the United States is sterile and at 
best no comparison to a term like Vietnamese that 
includes an ethnic people with a rich and beautiful 
heritage.
You say that you are basing this decision on tire 
Vietnamese term, and their politeness hasn’t allowed 
them to correct our error. This seems like adequate 
justification. Nevertheless, your readership is Western 
and to my Western eye Viets smacks of a diminution of a 
much more expressive word, “Vietnamese." Ironically, 
you also mention the reason we have not been corrected 
by the Vietnamese is their opinion of Western intelli­
gence. If this is true. I would suggest the usage of “Viets" 
is damaging because to the Western eye it is painfully 
close to Western racist slang for another Asian people— 
"Japs." and I'm sure they recognize any approximation of 
that term as unforlunate and to be avoided. I would not 
presume to translate for the Vietnamese but for that 
similarity alone, even if it is grammatically correct, we 
should seek their advice in finding another word. I fear 
"Viets" would be usurped as a racist term and we have far 
too many already.
Perhaps it is my guilt as a veteran that I need further 
reassurance, but I would like to see further discussion 
from Vietnamese ("Viet," if you like) linguists and writers,
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before we Westerners take further spontaneous liberties 
with the culture of the people of Viet Nam. We've done 
enough already.
Sincerely. StevenE. Geiger, 100 Overlook Terr.. #5i3. 
New York. NY 10040.
ViET Nam Generatio n  p o e ts  REAd a t  TH e 
BLue D oor
Leroy V. Quintana and Maggie Jaffe did a reading at 
San Diego's Blue Door Bookstore on February 10th. 
We published Quintana's Interrogations and Jaffe’s 
Continuous Performance in 1992.
A r t  CARds
The Indochina Project, a program of the Vietnam Veter­
ans of America Foundation. in cooperation with Vietnam’s 
Ministry of Culture takes pleasure in introducing fine art 
images from Vietnam. The publication of our catalog 
marks the debut of modern Vietnamese fine art in the 
American greeting card market. The twelve scenes depict 
contemporary life in Vietnam's rural villages and cities, in 
a variety of styles and techniques, as scene through the 
eyes of Vietnamese artists. The Indochina Project is 
publishing these works as part of its ongoing effort to 
promote cooperation and understanding between the 
peoples of the United States and Vietnam. Cards mea­
sure 4 1 /2" x 6 1 /4" and are printed on recycled paper and 
come with recycled paper envelopes. Cards are only 
available in sets of twelve—one of each image in the 
catalog. Two T-shirts are also available. These cards are 
a great fund-raising resource and are being offered at 
wholesale rates to interested organizations. Custom print­
ing of cards and T-shirts can be arranged for all the 
images in the catalog. Contact the Indochina Project for 
details. Proceeds from the sale of these cards and T-shirts 
help support the Indochina Project's humanitarian as­
sistance programs and cultural exchanges with Vietnam 
and Cambodia. Vietnam Veterans of America Foundation 
is a nonprofit, publicly supported organization which 
derives its support from grants and donations. According 
to the IRS, when you purchase items from a tax-exempt 
organization you may deduct as a contribution that part 
which is over and above the cost of production and 
shipping. For these Vietnamese cards and T-shirLs you 
may deduct half the cost of your order. For more informa­
tion about our programs please contact: IndochinaProject, 
2001 "S"St.. NW, Suite 740, Washington, DC20009:202/ 
483-9222: FAX: 202/483-9314.
L a r r y  R o ttm a n n ' s  Vo ic es Prom  t Iie  H o Chi 
MiNh T raU
Got a couple of news releases announcing first a show of 
photographs and second, a new book, both put together 
by Larry Rottmann. The exhibit contains more than 250
black-and-white photographs taken by two Viet Nam war 
veterans from opposing sides, and was displayed Novem­
ber 2-11 at Southwest Missouri State University. It is 
scheduled for showings in Columbia. MO: Chicago, and 
Ha Noi. “Images of Viet Nam: Photographs from the Ho 
Chi Minh Trail, 1966-1922“ is by Nguyen Trong Thanh, 
a photo artist and editor for Vietnam Pictorial in Ha Noi, 
and Larry Rottmann. director of the Southeast Asia- 
Ozark Project and Viet Nam literature teacher at SMSU. 
Thanh's photographs feature both battlefield and be- 
hind-the-lines activities of the Vietnamese military and 
civilian workers along the Troung Son Strategic Supply 
Route (the Ho Chi Minh Trail) during the war. Addition­
ally. photographs from contemporary Viet Nam, taken by 
Rottmann during eight visits to Viet Nam since 1985, 
were shown. Many of these pictures feature Ho Chi Minh 
Trail veterans, both civilian and military, representative 
of the dozens of such folks interviewed by Rottmann, who 
served with the 25lh Infantry Division in Viet Nam in 
1967-1968. Thanh's photos are individually captioned 
by the photographer, while Rottmann's pictures are often 
accompanied by poems describing the people and their 
stories. None of Thanh’s and few of the Rottmann photos 
have ever been displayed publicly before. The book, 
which is called Voices from the Ho Chi Minh Trail 
(Event Horizon Press. 1993) is the first complete collec­
tion of Larry Rottmann's poetry. Written over a period of 
twenty-seven years, these poems and accompanying 
photographs reflect an increasing awareness of the effect 
of the war upon the peoples both of the U.S. and Viet Nam.
H ome of t Ii e  B rave
A press release passed to us via David DeRose: Home of 
the Brave, a stage presentation performed by and based 
upon writings by Viet Nam veterans, has been made 
available on video cassette by the Home of the Brave 
Foundation. Originally created for presentation in high 
schools and colleges, the piece consists of over two dozen 
poems, letters, and personal memoirs collected from over 
thirty Viet Nam veterans nationwide. The core company 
of five Viet Nam combat veterans, accompanied by wives 
and others, perform die collage of writings. The VHS 
cassette is roughly two hours long and is available for 
purchase through the Home of the Brave Foundation ( a 
nonprofit organization). 6303 South Rural Road #3, 
Tempe. AZ 85283. or 602/820-3451. att: Trish Kinney: 
price $20.
D e s e r t  S to r m  P o e tr y
Desert Storm: A Brief History, by Lenard D. Moore, 
from Los Iiombres Press, Box 632729, San Diego, CA 
92163-2729 perfect bound. 59 pages, black and white 
drawing of head of black or Hispanic U.S. troop, sweating 
under a helmet. The book has one to four haiku on each 
page, giving moments from Desert Shield and Desert 
Storm, starting with a Marine on his way out of the
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country and ending after a soldier’s burial back home. It 
is striking to see poetry devoted to the moment, haiku, 
used to make a narrative. It is a crafty way to give the 
reader a fictional memory of a war—by giving him visual 
moments which embed themselves in a war story that 
doesn't exist at any particular place in the text. See the 
different choices D.S. Llliteras made in his book of haiku 
and war snapshots. In a Warrior’s Romance, reported 
in VG 4:3-4: 21.
Moore is a service veteran, his father a Viet Nam vet 
and his brother a Gulf War vet. See his poetry in this 
issue, and in VG 4:3-4: 77. Some info: Lenard D. Moore, 
writer in residence for the United Arts Council of Raleigh 
and Wake County, is the author of Forever Home (St. 
Andrews Press, 1992), Poems fo r  Performance (The 
Lenard Company. 1989) The Open Eye (North Carolina 
Haiku Society Press. 1985), and Poems o f Love and 
Understanding (1982). His poems, essays, reviews and 
memoirs have been published in the United States. 
England, Nigeria, Italy, Japan. China, Canada, New 
Zealand, India, and Romania. For reference a sampling of 
his works can be found in Haiku Moment: An Anthology 
of Contemporary American Haiku (Charles Tuttle Co., 
Inc. 1993) and The Haiku Anthology (Simon & Schuster, 
1986), An Anthology o f African-American Poetry (New 
American Library), In Search o f Color Everywhere 
(Stewart, Tabori & Cahng, Inc.) and Say That the River 
Turns: The Impact o f Gwendolyn Brooks (Third World 
Press).
Blood TraiIs
Bill Jones and Rod McQueary are the cowboy poets who 
often write about the consequences of their experiences 
as U.S. combat infantrymen in Viet Nam. John Dofflemyer 
is the visionary editor of Dry Crik Review, the cowboy 
poetry journal which doesn’t publish cornballs. “Blood 
Trails" is the title of a poem by Jon Forrest Glade (in 
Photographs o f the Jungle, Jon Forrest Glade, Chiron 
Review Press. 1990. contact Michael Hathaway, Rt 2, Box 
111, St. John. KS, 67576, now in third and final edition). 
That poet insists that he is not a cowboy poet even though 
he was called Cowboy by his squad in Viet Nam and was 
in fact raised in Wyoming as was almost everyone he has 
ever been related to. Well, is Kurt Vonnegut a science 
fiction writer? Of course he is, but he doesn't go to 
conventions or publish with science fiction houses, so of 
course he isn't. It's the same with Jon Glade. Now Blood 
Trails is also the name of a book, a collection of poems 
by Jones and McQueary. published by Dofflemyer. John 
Dofflemyer and Bill Jones and Rod McQueary do go to the 
cowboy poetry Gatherings—they make their living doing 
that and ranching. They are also among the number ofvet 
poets who point to “Blood Trails" as the best vet poem of 
that particular war. (Jon Glade favors B.D. Trail's “The 
Grenading," see VG 4:3-4: 30-1) So they asked Jon if they 
could use the poem for a frontispiece and title and if he 
would write an introduction for a collection of Rod and 
Bill's work that John would publish. It has all worked out 
handsomely. Order Blood Trails, by Bill Jones and Rod
McQueary. Introduction by Jon Forrest Glade, lavish 
illustrations by David Hall, ca. 88 pp, $12 paper. $45 
hardbound with handsome dustjacket, postpaid from 
Dry Crik Press. PO 44230, Lemon Cove, CA 93244. Dry 
Crik Review is available from the same address. 
Dofflemyer asked me to write a blurb for the back cover. 
Here is what I sent him:
These poets will touch your heart because when they 
sort through their past, they handle the stuff of your 
dreams. Bill Jones. Jr. and Rod McQueary are cow­
boys. Jones manages a ranch, and McQueary runs his 
own. Off the ranch they entertain, telling jokes and 
singing, reciting their verses at Cowboy Poetry Gather­
ings, j usl as other men and women in their line of work 
ride horses and rope steer for the crowd at rodeos. 
Many in the audience at the Gatherings are families 
removed from the land just in the one or two genera­
tions since the latest world war, fathers and mothers 
who were once boys and girls on the farm, who work in 
factories now. They reach through these poets towards 
a past life. Bill Jones, Jr. and Rod McQueary are also 
Viet Nam veterans. They did a man's work in the war 
on Communism. Once upon a time, each of them was 
a U.S. Army rifleman who made contact with enemy 
forces in the Republic of Viet Nam. That's one reason 
why people stand in line for two and three hours to hear 
Jones or McQueary recite. A lot of rural working people 
fought in the U.S. infantry in Viet Nam. Sons and 
brothers, sisters and daughters, want to hear from a 
man who is willing to talk. Jones and McQueary are 
strong, but they aren't silent. Each knows how a turn 
of phrase can lift the spirit, how the right word can turn 
a man around on his folly, and how some people pay 
with their lives for things that sounded good at the 
time. Bill Jones Jr. and Rod McQueary stand here on 
tire page, cowboys, veterans, poets telling you what it 
is like to live dreams.
CrancI e LL on M yTh
“Viet Nam: The Mythic War” is a lecture presentation by 
Dr. William F. Crandell sponsored by the 1992-1995 
Speakers in the Humanities Program of the New York 
Council for the Humanities. See Crandell’s essay “What 
Did America Learn From the Winter Soldier Investiga­
tion" in the Features section o f this issue. The author is 
a historian and novelist. From the press release: "America’s 
longest and most unresolved war offers unique opportu­
nity to study the making of myth while the historical facts 
are still available. The speaker selects examples of his­
tory-based myths—from theTrojan Wars and the Knights 
of the Round Table and the Wild West to the films and 
novels and tall tales of [the American War in) Viet Nam— 
and examines the ways in which myth enriches out 
understanding of what occurred. Dr. Crandell also draws 
on Joseph Campbell's monomyth from The Hero With a 
Thousand Faces to demonstrate how the Viet Nam 
conflict provides the essentials elements for myth-mak­
ing. The hero comes back changed, to a home that is no 
longer his or her on. Contact: Dr. William F. Crandell, 
4607 Connecticut Ave., NW. #702, Washington. DC 
20008.
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VIETNAMESE ARChlVES
In the mail from the Woodrow Wilson International 
Center for Scholars, some essential reading for diplo­
matic historians: Cold War International History Project 
Working Paper #7. September 1993, "Vietnamese Ar­
chives and Scholarship on the Cold War Period: Two 
Reports," by Mark Bradley, Harvard University and Rob­
ert K. Brigham. University of Kentucky. Brigham's Report 
is on 'The Archives of Viet Nam and the Indo-China 
Wars," with chapters on "National Archives,” "Libraries, 
Museums, and Institutes” and "Future of Research." 
Brigham is a student of George Herring's, completing his 
dissertation on the foreign relations of tire National 
Liberation Front, a topic that enjoys the distinction of 
being discounted by conservative elites in Ha Noi and 
Washington. Mark Bradley's paper is on "Vietnamese 
Archives and Scholarship in On the Cold War Period: a 
Report" includes chapters on "Contemporary Vietnam­
ese Research Context," “Archives," “Libraries and Muse­
ums." "Major Research Institutes and Scholars," "Viet­
namese Cold War Scholarship." “Fiction, History', and 
Counter-Hegemonic Discourse," "An American in Viet 
Nam,” and "Potential Collaborative Projects on the Cold 
War." Bradley is a student of Hue Tam Ho Tai’s at 
Harvard. writing a dissertation on "Malang Cold War: Viet 
Nam and the United States, 1941-1955." Both papers 
were originally presented to the Cold War International 
History Project's Workshop on | the American War in] Viet 
Nam held at the Wilson Center in Washington. DC. in 
June 1993.
Bradley and Brigham both report in detail on their 
experiences working in Vietnamese archives. Another 
authority on this topic is Judith Henchy, the Southeast 
Asia curator at Lhe University of Washington Library. If 
you're going to Viet Nam to use the libraries, you should 
consult all three.
The Woodrow Wilson Working Papers series is a nice 
mailing list to be on. Accompanying tire package with 
Bradley and Brigham's article was V/orking Paper #8. 
“Soviet Aims in Korea and the Origins of the Korean War, 
1945-1950: New Evidence from Russian Archives." by 
Kathryn Weathersby of Florida State University. It seems 
that Stalin was not trying to take over the world by 
sending the North Korean troops over tire border. Good 
old I.F. Stone. Good for the Wilson Center, for backing 
scholarship.
It's really an interesting project. I’m going to write for 
the back issues, to wit: #1. Chen Jian, Th e Sino-Soviet 
Alliance and China’s Entry into the Korean War," #2. P.J. 
Simmons, "Archival Research on the Cold War Era: A 
Report from Budapest, Prague, and Warsaw," #3, James 
Richter, “Reexamining Soviet Policy Towards Germany 
during the Beria Interregnum," #4. Vladislav M. Zubok. 
"Soviet Intelligence and the Cold War The 'Small' Com­
mittee of Information. 1952-3," #5. Hope M. Harrison, 
“Ulbrichtand the Concrete 'Rose': New Archival Evidence 
on the Dynamics of Soviet-East German Relations and 
the Berlin Crisis, 1958-1961," #6, Vladislav M. Zubok.
“Kruschev and the Berlin Crisis (1958-1962)." Report 
format is stapled, doublesided, doublespaced. 8 1 /2 by 11. 
From the boilerplate:
The paper is one of a series of Working Papers pub­
lished by the Cold War International History Project of 
lire Woodrow Wilson International Center for Scholars 
in Washington, D.C. Established in 1991 by a grant 
from tire John D. and Catharine T. MacArthur Founda­
tion, the Cold War International History Project (CWIHP) 
disseminates new information and perspectives on the 
history of the cold War emerging from previously 
inaccessible sources “on the other side" of the super­
power rivalry that dominated international relations 
after World War I. The project supports the full and 
prompt release of historical materials by governments 
on all sides of the Cold War, and seeks to accelerate the 
process of integrating news sources, materials, and 
perspectives from the former “Communist bloc," with 
the historiography of the Cold War evolved over the 
past few decades largely by Western scholars reliant on 
Western archival sources. It also seeks to transcend 
barriers oflanguage. geography, and regional special­
ization to create new links among scholars interested 
in Cold War history. Among the activities undertaken 
by the project to promote this aim are a periodic 
Bulletin to disseminate new findings, views, and activi­
ties pertaining to Cold War history: a fellowship pro­
gram for young historians from the former Communist 
bloc to conduct archival research and study Cold War 
history in the United States: international meetings 
and conferences: and publications.
The CWIHP Working Paper Series is designed to 
proride a speedy outlet for historians associated with 
the project who have gained access to newly available 
archives and sources and would like to share their 
results. We especially welcome submissions by junior 
scholars from the former Communist bloc who have 
done research in their country's archives and are 
looking to introduce their findings to a Western audi­
ence. Those interested in receiving copies of the Bulle­
tin or working papers should contact: Jim Hershberg, 
Coordinator, CWIHP. Woodrow Wilson International 
Center for Scholars. 1000 Jefferson Drive. SW. DC, 
20560. 202-357-2967, FAX 4439. or Bonnie Terrell, 
Program Assistant, same address and FAX. tel. ext. 
2968.
LU te r a s  INoveL
It’s been so long since our last issue that D.S. "Danny" 
Lliteras has published another novel. Into the Ashes is 
a sequel to In the Heart o f Things. It follows protagonist 
Llewellen, the homeless Zen initiate, into the personal 
problems that follow upon a rigorous course of detach­
ment from desire. At least, that what it sounds like from 
Lhe publisher's write-up. In the Heart o f Things is good 
enough to make any sequel worth checking out. See 
write-up of Navy vet Lliteras and his work on page 21 of 
Viet Nam Generation 4:3-4. Contact: Hampton Roads 
Publishing Company, Inc., 891 Norfolk Square, Norfolk, 
VA 23502, 804-459-2453, FAX 455-8907, Orders 800- 
766-8009.
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Ne w  in PApERbAck: M IA  on MyrhiviAkiNq i\  
A merica, by H. B ruce F ranKU n
Almost two decades after the Vietnam War, most Ameri­
cans remain convinced that U.S. prisoners are still being 
held captivein Southeast Asia, and many even accuse the 
government o f concealing their existence. But as H. 
Bruce Franklin demonstrates in his startling investiga­
tion. there is no plausible basis for the belief in live POWs. 
Through scrupulous research, he shows for the first time 
how this illusion was fabricated and then converted into 
a powerful myth. This paperback edition of MIA or 
Mythmaking in America adds major new material 
about illegal operations authorized by Ronald Reagan, 
Ross Perot's role in the 1991-1992 Senate investigation, 
and the controversy over the document Stephen J. Morris 
claims to have discovered in Moscow. H. Bruce Franklin 
is the John Cotton Dana Professor of English and Ameri­
can Studies at Rutgers University in Newark and is the 
author of War Stars: The Superweapon and the 
American Imagination and many other books. (246pp. 
Paper $9.95.)
DiEN D an
This is the text of a letter sent to our offices:
Dear friends.
I am writing as the editor of Dien Dan. an indepen­
dent Vietnamese samizdat newspaper published by a 
group of Vietnamese students living and studying in 
Prague and other parts of Czechoslovakia.
For more than two years we have been a modest but 
crucial information conduit and discussion form (Dien 
Dan means "forum") for the thousands of Vietnamese 
who study and work in this country and others in the 
region. Now we would like to publish translations of great 
books that are as yet unavailable in Vietnamese for 
political reasons and we are asking for your help in 
printing the first one: Animal Farm, by George Orwell.
We are convinced that Vietnamese contract workers 
who have witnessed the revolutions in former Commu­
nist countries and been exposed to information and ideas 
about freedom and democracy will return to Vietnam 
with a new awareness of the inhumanity of the current 
Communist dictatorship and the inevitability of chang­
ing this system to a democratic one.
We have chosen Orwell's works to translate because 
we believe that the ideas in works like 1984 and Animal 
Farm will certainly have a great impact on Vietnam's 
future democrats.
Having obtained the rights to translate and publish 
a Vietnamese edition of Animal Farm from Orwell's 
estate, we are now trying to raise funds for the book’s 
printing. We hope to print 2000 copies of the book at a 
cost of 45.000 Czechoslovak crowns, or $2000. With 
every addition $70 we can print an additional 100 copies. 
The book will be sold at cost when possible, with any 
funds paying for future printings. All our projects are 
strictly nonprofit.
For a very small investment, we can bring a thought 
provoking novel into the Vietnamese language for thou­
sands of young Vietnamese who will soon be returning to 
their homeland during a pivotal historical period. By 
helping to print books like this you could be helping to 
plant a seed of democracy and critical thought in Viet­
nam.
On behalf of the staff of Dien Dan. I thank you for 
your attention.
Sincerely, yours,
Tran Hong Ha. editor in chief
Ifyou would like more information, contact Dien Dan. c/ 
o Camille Sweeny, Center for Independent Journalism. 
Vodickova 36,2nd floor. 110 00 Prague 1. Czechoslovakia.
New  P o em s  by W.D. EH r Iia r t
I received a review copy of W.D. Ehrhart's The Distance 
We Travel (Adastra Press, 1993). a slim volume of forty- 
six pages, printed letterpress with hand-set Goudy Oldslyle 
types on Classic Laid, on recycled and acid free paper, 
sewn by hand, and wrapped with Environment’s Desert 
Storm cover paper. The volume was produced in a limited 
edition of400 copies. The paperback is $ 10; the clothbound 
volume, signed & numbered 1-50, is $30. Adastra’s three 
previous volumes of Ehrhart's work were lovely. Winter 
Bells (1988), was a beautiful piece of work—in my 
opinion it's the loveliest book of Ehrhart’s poems yet 
produced—so I was really looking forward to The Dis­
tance We Travel. The twenty-two poems comprise some 
of Ehrhart's best work to date, including “Finding My Old 
Battalion Command Post,” “Sleeping with General Chi." 
and “Tile Distance We Travel." For that reason alone, the 
paperback edition is worth the $10 price tag. But in the 
forty-six pages are twelve typographical errors, some of 
them egregious, including dropped words, dropped 
phrases, and even dropped lines, as well as transformed 
words ("nicked" becoming "kicked," for example). Fur­
thermore. the quality of the printing is not up to Adastra's 
usual standards—the combination of rough paper and 
insufficient ink make the type difficult to read. The poet’s 
work clearly deserves better treatment. —Kali Tal
Focus on A u s t r a Han W omen ' s  E x p er ien c es
Maggie HamilLon ofTransworld Publishers sent us promo 
material on a new publication by Siobhan McHugh titled 
Minefields and Mini-Skirts: Women and the Viet Nam
War (Transworld Publishers, Bantam Corgi Doubleday 
Dell. 40 Yeo St., Neutral Bay 2089, Australia. FAX: 02/ 
953-8563: phone: 02/908-4366). Hamilton notes that 
the book is not available for general distribution in the 
States, but that copies can be purchased direct form 
Transworld for $25 U.S. which includes surface mail 
postage. (My advice is to pay extra for the airmail postage, 
since books sent surface mail from Australia sometimes 
take six to eight months to arrive in the States.) The 
promo notes:
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This is a book about the experiences of Australian 
women in and around the Vietnam war—never-before- 
told stories from those who were there, and from those 
deeply and personally affected by the war. InMine/ields 
and Miniskirts, nurses, mothers, wives, secretaries, 
journalists. Vietnamese women, and others speak for 
themselves. The book is neither a treatise for or against 
war—it is at once a searing, honest, sometimes humor­
ous and deeply human account of war and its effects on 
individuals and society.
Despite the florid language of the accompanying litera­
ture, the book itself looks like it contains a number of 
interesting stories, and a point of view, which most of us 
are likely to be unfamiliar with. For example, one school­
teacher. an Australian peace activist, explains: "I sup­
ported a boy who was suspended for wearing a Morato­
rium badge. As a result of this and oilier expressed views,
I became so victimized I resigned..., not knowing the 
principal and staff collaborated to write a defamatory 
report about me to the Department of Education. Thus 1 
was blacklisted and denied employment for nine subse­
quent years." Apparently returned Australian sendee 
women who sought to march with male veterans on 
Anzac Day or to join the RSL were repeatedly informed 
that they could not be veterans because “there were no 
women in Vietnam." —Kali
P e t e r  McGreqor R e p o r ts  on T wo  
A u stra lia n  VidEOS
Broken Journey: Mending Dreams (56 min. documen­
tary. VHS video) 1992. Produced and directed by Jim 
Landels. Co-directed and translated by Hanh Tran. Dis­
tributed by Film Australia. Eton Rd., Lindfield. 2070, 
Australia: 02/4138777: FAX 02/4165672. '
Hanh Tran tells the story of the journey of a middle- 
class southern Vietnamese family whose dreams were 
shattered with the defeat of the U.S. in Viet Nam in 1975. 
The victory of the communist-led forces and the ‘libera­
tion’ of the southern half of the country constituted for 
Hanh’s family a massive dislocation of their plans and 
expectations, of their journey to the future. This candid 
and intimate documentary reveals both in retrospect the 
powerful impact of that break, but also the recent tran­
sition towards a recuperation, a mending, of the dreams. 
This family can’t be taken to represent the diversity of life 
experiences in such a post-colonial, war-torn and still 
extremely poor country. Nevertheless it is indicative of 
both recurring Vietnamese traditions and of a society in 
transition. Hanh and his older brother were able (i.e.. old 
enough) to undertake university before 1975. Hanh 
himself came to Australia in 1972 under the Colombo 
Plan, and stayed on until the return trip in 1990 which 
is the occasion for this film. Meanwhile, as his father 
Dinh (a relatively senior South Vietnamese official) spent 
eight-and-a-half hard years in a reeducation camp, his 
eight younger siblings were unable to complete their 
education or to find meaningful work in the new Viet 
Nam. The family, living in Ho Chi Minh City, was divided
in two for a while, as half were forced to try to live in a New 
Economic Zone. Through the strength of Hanh’s mother 
Phuong. the family managed to hold together and sur­
vive. The impressiveness of this kinship bonding is 
accentuated for us by its relative absence in contempo­
rary mainstream Caucasian Australian society.
The Vietnamese philosophy of tu te (kindness) is only 
too apparent: "Beauty comes from bringing harmony, joy 
and humanity (generosity and altruism), into your deal­
ings with family, friends and neighbors." With his family 
unable to get work and reduced to living in considerable 
poverty, Hanh worked hard in Australia to save to send 
them money. But it wasn’t the poverty that Phuong saw 
as Lainting the family name, rather the shame that would 
come from bad behavior; the opposite of tu te. She 
expresses both relief that her kids didn't become corrupt, 
but also concern, for instance, for her daughters, that 
“decent men aren't available [as husbands], and the 
available men aren’t decent." Although the next oldest 
brother to Hanh did leave home, joined a gang and turned 
to crime, he has now reformed and come home. He had 
felt unable to take on the father’s role in the family when 
his father was away in the camp. Dinh. a devout Bud­
dhist. is more tolerant of the politics and conditions in 
Viet Nam than the rest of the family. Paradoxically, by 
being sent to a camp in the North and in spite of this own 
suffering and sickness there—he nearly died—Dinh came 
to see how hard conditions for ordinary people in the 
North were. While it is Phuong who will probably find 
living in the U.S. much more difficult than will her 
husband—he is fluent in English (and French), while she 
is not—it is she who is adamant they must leave Viet Nam 
to find any future for their kids: for her Viet Nam is no 
longer theirs: it is now ’’the VC's country.”
This film reminds one of the origins and definition of 
the term "documentary." According to John Grierson, in 
founding the documentary film movement in the UK in 
the 1920s and 1930s, the purpose of a documentary is to 
educate, to inform. The primary and dominant function 
of a documentary is to build understanding, and hence 
social consensus by communicating, by sending clear 
messages. Now, why has this film been made? Certainly 
not as a cultural commodity to sensauonally entertain, or 
to make a name for its producers (e.g., Sylvannia 
Waters): nor as a didactic piece of propaganda telling the 
audience what to think (e.g., Pilger’s documentaries 
about Cambodia): nor as a work of art, a predominantly 
aesthetic experience. Grierson defined a documentary as 
“the creative treatment of actuality." This film's aesthet­
ics rarely draw attention to themselves; its message is too 
complex, diverse and personal to be propagandist, and its 
concern with life and reality makes its contents painful 
and demanding to receive. Unfortunately, its potential 
audience may be restricted accordingly.
The documentaiy use of film, as with photographs 
and even with letters, in (auto)-biographies can be a kind 
of "insurance against memory," or a "consolation when 
change is inevitable" (to appropriate comments Hanh has 
made elsewhere). Given he is a photographer and a 
filmmaker, Hanh presumably wanted to construct an 
account of his family on Jilm. Hanh was only too aware of
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Ihe gaps between the letters he received from his family 
(which did become more transparent post-Doi Moi). and 
the realities o f Viet Nam. Hence his return journey was 
initially one of rediscovery, and then of reconciliation. 
And this film was to be an integral part of that rediscover/ 
reconciliation process. While Hanh concedes his family 
may not have been fully aware of the filmmaking process 
they were involved in. the camera and microphone gain 
an access to the family's life—via their trust in Hanh— 
that is quite astonishing in its frankness. Hanh had 
dreamed of making this film for over fifteen years, and it 
shows; it is made with loving care. It is an act of 
reconciliation on several interconnected levels: between 
Hanh and his family; between the mainstream Australian 
public and immigrants from 'other' cultures; and be­
tween Hanh and contemporary Viet Nam. Hanh had felt 
unable politically to return to Viet Nam until the opening 
up of the country that has occurred since the Sixth Party 
Congress o f 1986. and the liberal Doi Moi reforms that 
followed. This included, for instance, the family being 
accepted as eligible for emigration to the U.S. because of 
Dinh's detention; and the longer the sentence, the greater 
the eligibility! (Several unsuccessful applications since 
1977 for the family to migrate to Australia should chal­
lenge the myth that Australia's immigration rules are 
biased or too easy, especially for Asians.)
Hanh, on the one hand, successfully intervenes in a 
family crisis which could've threatened their departure 
plans; on the other hand, he "confesses" to his privileged 
position within the family, and offers both advice coming 
from that privilege, and continuing financial support. 
Tears are shed and pain shared as this film bravely 
Incorporates family problems that lesser films would 
evade and hide. This film reveals the depths and com­
plexities and differences between the otherwise mono­
lithic and universal image of the migrant/refugee. Hanh 
wants to challenge the way migrants are seen in Australia 
(as an anonymous, alien mass; as, for instance, either 
political or economic refugees). Hanh’s family fits neither 
simplistic stereotype. Again, while his family is not meant 
to be typical or representative—and what family is repre­
sentative. anyway?—An understanding of their story 
illustrates some of the complexities of migration. This 
film offers an alternative perspective: it illuminates why 
and how people come to emigrate. Furthermore, while 
Hanh's family may have been "torn apart" by he war, he 
turns upside-down the dominant, limited and possibly 
racist assumption that people in his position are “torn 
between two cultures." Rather, he sees his position as an 
advantage, namely the enriching and fertile experience of 
having a foot in two cultures.
Hanh is aware o f some of the destructive impacts the 
communist takeover had on his family and others. For 
example, he believes the communist government may 
regret its lack ofleniency towards anticommunist South­
erners in its policy o f reeducation camps. (Initially one 
million people were interned.) However—perhaps like his 
father—Hanh has an understanding and empathy for the 
problems Viet Nam faces and is actively involved in 
lobbying for its reconstruction. (As a member of the 
Australia-Viet Nam Society IAVS), he was recently the key
organizer of a benefit night for the Fred Hollows 
Foundation's work in Viet Nam. He is also coeditor of the 
AVS quarterly magazine. Vietnam Today.)
It is a veiy personal film, a film just about Hanh and 
his family, that allows an attentive and interested audi­
ence both a special intimacy and an opportunity to realize 
how. in what is for most o f us. an “oilier" culture, the 
personal is political. In the tradition of Michael Apted's 
Seven-Up series, and their international imitations, we 
look forward to the sequel.
Long Tan: The Survivor's Account (55 min. documen­
tary. VHS video). Produced by Media Services Unit. Univer­
sity ojSouthern Queensland, directed by Bruce Horsjield 
and Julianne Steward. Distributed by Communication 
Futures. PO Box 7. Darling Heights. 4350. Australia: 076/ 
301306
This is a fascinating documentary about the famous 
battle of Long Tan on 17-18 August 1966 in Phuoc Tuy 
province. (South) Viet Nam, where the Australian Task 
Force (ATF) was stationed. The film certainly substanti­
ates the claims that this encounter between a mere 
Company of Australian troops (six Battalion, D Com­
pany— 108 men) and two Regiments and one Battalion of 
Viet Cong (VC) troops (regular Regiments 274 and 275 
and guerrilla Battalion D445— 1500+ troops), was a 
major turning point in the war for the ATF. It was the first, 
and the last, major battle between the ATF and the VC. 
Produced by the Media Services Unit at the University of 
Southern Queensland, primarily by academics Dr. Bruce 
Horsfield and Julianne Stewart, (he film is conventional 
in its documentary style. IL uses a range of interviews with 
participants and commentators from both sides to present 
and oral, chronological account of the battle. Black-and- 
white archival footage, again from both sides, is shown to 
confirm the veracity of both the interviews and also the 
film's narrative "line" on the battle. However, it is unlikely 
that the archival visuals we see are actually the events 
being spoken about. Contemporary footage is shot in 
color. While voice-over quotations from the Australian 
and New Zealand artillery support troops are in various 
male voices, such statements by the VC are translated 
and read by a single (universal?) female voice (echoes of 
Kubrick's Full Metal Jacket).
The ATF had decided to base itself at Nui Dat. in the 
middle ofVC supply routes. VC officers acknowledge Lhat 
the Australian troops were a superior antiguerrilla force 
to U.S. troops. The Australian strategy involved trying to 
separate the local people from the guerrillas, resettling all 
villagers beyond a boundary (“line alpha") to prevent VC 
mortaring of the base, and establishing a Civic Action 
program (at this point, for instance, we see happy, 
friendly villagers). The late—and sadly missed—Alex 
Carey substantively criticized both the morality of such 
resettlement ("strategic hamlets"—as depicted for in­
stance in Kennedy-Miller's Viet Nam mini-series) and the 
effectiveness of the Civic Action program during the war. 
Phuoc Tuy reverted to being a strong VC province once 
the ATF left. Furthermore, no mention is madein this film 
of the disastrous mine line that the ATF “built" around
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itself: a considerable number of Australian troops were 
killed or wounded by their own mines, relocated by lire 
VC. Nevertheless, the Australian and New Zealand pres­
ence in Phuoc Tuy did constitute a direct challenge to the 
VC. The film claims that the VC had. in 1966, “declared 
war" on the U.S. and South Vietnamese Government as 
if the VC were the prime movers and instigators in the 
whole affair. On the other hand, the film does acknowl­
edge the lack of an official declaration of war by both the 
U.S. and Australia: remember the difficulties Australian 
Viet Nam veterans had in obtaining recognition and 
benefits as “returned soldiers" because of their involve­
ment in an alleged “police action." This level of doublespeak 
on the one hand minimized any acknowledgment of the 
likelihood and scale of lighting to be expected, and on the 
other hand, when such substantial conflict appeared 
imminent, constrained the response available. Ian McNeill, 
the Australian Official Military Historian, speculates at 
the end of the film, about the nature of the Long Tan 
encounter: was it meant to be a direct attack on the Nui 
Dat HQ base (as Brigadier Jackson, the ATF Commander, 
suggested), or an ambush, luring the Australian troops 
out into battle (as the “enemy”—who?—suggested)?
The VC describe their anti-anliguerrilla strategy—to 
“fight by holding onto the enemy’s belt.” to draw the 
Australian "mercenary" troops out into the heavily-treed 
rubber plantation by mortars, and then stick so close 
that the NZ artillery couldn’t be used. Despite some 
effective and innovative work by lower-ranking Austra­
lian intelligence officers (e.g., the tracing of VC radio 
movements and tracks, even the prediction, on 29 July, 
of an imminent VC attack) the ATF is described a being 
like the U.S. just before Pearl Harbor. The ubiquitous ex­
major Peter Young somewhat disingenuously covers for 
the military hierarchy and himself, despite admitting this 
lack of awareness and readiness was one of the biggest 
intelligence blunders of the Australian war). The elusive 
D445 is patronizingly described by the Australian troops 
as the “phantom" battalion. It is also claimed that U.S. 
intelligence kept to itself knowledge of the movements of 
Regiments 274 and 275 towards the ATF. In response to 
mortaring of Nui Dat on 17 August. B Company was sent 
out without being informed (because of “security rea­
sons") of the possible approach of Regiment 275. Later in 
the day. D Company (108 men. half of whom are newly 
arrived conscripts) replaced B Company as Little Pattie 
and Col. Joye’s concert at Nui Dat gets underway. At that 
time there was no expectation of either an attack on the 
base or of a battle. The VC are subsequently “encoun­
tered"—apparently looking like an Australian patrol! A 
monsoon sets it, ruling out U.S. air support and 11 
Platoon is quickly surrounded by D445. Initially 10 
Platoon, and then also 12 Platoon, were both sent in to 
attempt a rescue of 11 Platoon. Ammunition got low and 
helicopter from Nui Dat managed to drop extra supplies. 
Brigadier Jackson at Nui Dat sent A Company and 
armored personnel carriers (APCs) towards Long Tan: it 
looked like the whole of D company would be “lost." 
Eventually as night fell. 11 Platoon—with only twelve out 
of twenty-eight men left—retreated via a smoke decoy. 
Altogether there were three drops of extra ammunition:
the fighting was fierce and close. The NZ artillery man­
aged to hold the VC back, but the VC launched human 
wave attacks. As A Company and the APCs arrived, after 
a three-hour battle, the VC disappeared. The body count: 
D Company lost seventeen with nineteen wounded (plus 
one APC driver who died later): the VC had over five 
hundred dead (other estimates than the film's count only 
245 VC dead.) In the immediate aftermath: The VC 
claimed they wiped out not only just a Company, but the 
whole of 6 Battalion. Radios Hanoi and Peking an­
nounced victory. D Company received U.S. Presidential 
Citations, while the Australian government refused to 
allow official South Vietnamese medals to be awarded.
According to McNeill, the VC plan must have gone 
wrong. Planning a sudden, speedy ambush (a common 
and reliable strategy) D445 was ready but Regiment 275 
arrived late and met the Australian troops in encounter 
rather than ambush mode. It would have been useful to 
elaborate on the VC perspective in this film. The un­
doubted heroism of the Australian troops is stressed, but 
more balance is needed.
Long Tan is the archetypal instance of the paradigm 
of western troops winning the battle but losing the war. 
(Se for instance, the latest Soldier o f Fortune 18:1 
(January 1993) cover story: "American courage and 
firepower won the day—even when massively outnum­
bered—time and again in Vietnam.") While this film does 
attempt to include the point-of-view of the other side, its 
focus remains one-sided and militaristic, and it may 
contribute more to the regeneration of the ANZAC legend 
than to an understanding of the Second Indochina War 
(aka “the Vietnam war" or "the American war in Indo­
china."... definitions are significant in revealing points of 
view). Perhaps it should be watched in conjunction with 
reading Terry Burstall’s (of D Company) two books: The 
Soldier's Story: The Battle ofXa Long Tan (1986) and 
A  Soldier Returns (1990). The sooner the Vietnamese 
official history of the province (1945-1975) is translated, 
the better—it has been available for several years now.) 
While this documentary's filmic/narrative strategies are 
transparent and largely uncritical, it is a significant 
addition to the debates of the American/Viet Nam war.
Peter McGregor, Hunianities, University o f Western Sydney. 
PO Box 10, Kmgswood, NSW 2747, Australia.
K a r m a : V ietnamese Face o f W ar
Alan Farrell, Department o f Modem Languages, Hampden- 
Sydney College. Hampden Sydney. VA 23943.
The Vietnamese are about due their chance to tell a war 
story. Us gringos have had it our way so far. We may have 
lost the war—and there are those who say that with more 
joy than 1 do—but by God we’ve the told the tale on our 
terms up till now. And I'm thinking we’d best be prepared 
to watch big. dumb, round-eyed, fumble-footed Yankees 
snarl and pummel and leer wickedly from out behind 
those sunglasses just the way American flicks have 
offered to audiences smirking, bandy-legged, off-the-
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shelf World War II vintage Asians (Played, one suspects 
darkly, by whoever shows up first on the lot: Chinese. 
Philippine. Japanese. Korean... What's the diff?) in the 
various Vietnam War sagas burned on celluloid so far. 
Seems only fair to allow the Vietnamese the privilege of 
iconizing racial type, objectifying women, dehumanizing 
brutality, simplifying complexity, and rewriting History: 
Western filmmakers have claimed these evidently un­
alienable perquisites of what they call "creativity" long 
enough.
It is surprising, then, to stumble across a film like 
Karma (1985. Ho Quang Minh)—and you wiiiiiiiiiiiiiill 
have to stumble to find the thing—in which a pretty 
watchable cast is set before a pretty plausible stage with 
a pretty catchy tale about human weakness and human 
obsession and human endurance and suffering and 
whether sex is love. Those of us who fought the Vietnam­
ese should probably be less surprised than others to 
discover that when this dynamic and imaginative people 
turns its collective talent to filmmaking, the result is 
likely to transcend mere imitation and claim a place and 
a criticism of its own. The French were surprised to find— 
Franz Fanon has pointed this out unambiguously and 
with little management of French sensibilities—that when 
the colonial peoples to whom that gracious nation had 
lent its idiom expropriated the French language for their 
own purposes, even the staid canons of French literature 
had to make room for a new—and rich—expression: la 
Francophonie.
Karma is a plain old vanilla good yarn, and far from 
new. (hough the reanimating of an old trope seems to me 
not the least of the beauties of this obscure little film. 
Binh. a Republican soldier in the South in 1972 has just 
been repatriated after a 2 year capLivity during which his 
beautiful wife. Nga. has become a "joy girl," evidently with 
some relish if her facial contortions carry the same weight 
they would in Western culture. Unable to forgive or forget, 
he leaves the disconsolate and repentant young woman, 
wandering off—where else?—to join the Luc Luong Dac 
Biel: : the Vietnamese Special Forces. Skip ahead in time. 
We see the completely altered Binh—originally hand­
some and well-kempt—now sporting a bushy head of 
hair, beard and mustache ("Relaxed grooming stan­
dards." we call that in our Special Forces) together with 
a much-changed identity: he is subjecting candidates for 
the LLDB to a harrowing initiation with live hand gre­
nades. “There's no place for hope in the Special Forces." 
he announces with an oracular scowl. “When War ac­
cepts you. nothing else counts." Same thing my mom told 
me at the train station.
Follows an extreeeeeeeeeeeeeemely well-wrought 
combat reconnaissance mission in which terrific special 
effects and a virtually flawless attention to the detail of a 
small-unit recon operation combine to make up one of 
the most moving battle-sequences this viewer has seen in 
a long series of disappointing big-budget and purportedly 
"real" war flicks. The Vietnamese, if one dare generalize, 
dwell in a land scoured by light and have a particular gift 
for the play of light. I fear that a better informed critic 
might find what 1 think is called "composition" unsophis­
ticated in several scenes, but this film, in black and white,
makes the most extraordinary use of texture and shadow, 
especially in these scenes of jungle fighting. Somebody 
has been there, and that’s no jive. In a bit of whimsy and 
by an irony not unknown to combat men who have used 
the computer-generated combat codes, the recon team 
initiates the ambush and reports its progress using the 
vocabulary of cinema as a cipher: "spectator," “screen­
ing," "film." “camera" for “enemy," “kill zone," "ambush." 
and “detonation." Anyhow. Binh reveals an indifference 
to death on this jungle mission, startling his former 
friend. Tri, who has joined the LLDB to restore him or 
perish with him. Vive la mort!Tri contrives a meeting with 
the again-relapsed Nga. but Binh stalks off, preferring 
the company—apparently in aloof chastity—of the bargirls 
of the dancing outside his base. Tri is persistent, however, 
and manages to plant a drunken Binh in Nga's bed one 
night. Alas, as Binh leaves the next morning, though, he 
drops a sheaf of bills on the night stand. He has not 
forgiven!
The next mission Binh pursues his fate with bitter­
ness. He is wounded and horribly disfigured, his faced 
burned and scarred. In a final testament to his obstinacy 
and the depth of his mortal pain. Binh rejects Nga once 
more, consigning the young woman “back to your 
makeup"! Breaking a shard of glass from her compact, 
she slashes her face in a parting tribute to her irretriev­
ably lost love and slinks off into loneliness, darkness, 
despair. The film closes with a parenthesis opened by an 
initial dream sequence in which Nga struggles up a long 
dune to confront a bandage-swaddled soldier we now 
know to be Binh. Tri, the silent witness to this sad affair 
accompanies home the spare wooden coffin with his 
friend's body in the final scene. Long suffering villagers, 
their time-and-weather-etched faces stoic and emotion­
less. freight the hero’s corpse now across the endless 
river. Tri watches the grieving Nga. never more lovely—or 
more sterile—Lhan wiLh this livid scar slashed across her 
cheek. Did Tri have a life and love of his own? Only the 
elusive and hauntingly beautiful Hanh knows! ‘This 
circle of pleasure." she announces, waving a graceful 
hand at the joy girls about her in the dancing, “this is my 
Karma."
A moody, brilliant flick, and a coup d'essai as far as 
I can tell, but surely a coup de maitre into the bargain.
A m e r a s ia  J o v r n a V s  New D ata-Base 
B iblioqRAphy: A sIan A merican Communities 
in T ransition
From their press release:
The UCLA Asian American Studies Center announces the 
publication of its Volume 18, Number 3 issue, which 
focuses on the Asian American communities in transition 
through its annual bibliography of Asian American ma­
terials. Glenn Omatsu, associate editor of the journal, 
states in his introduction to the 1.700 entry bibliography 
that: "Our community is 'moving' from a relatively de­
fined past—a history of stereotypes and racism involving
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a small minority population, largely Chinese and Japa­
nese American—to a much more complex present marked 
by new immigration, ethnic diversity, and class differen­
tiation." This year's bibliography was done on an elec­
tronic data base format which will enable researchers to 
search all entries not only by author and subject matter, 
but also by twenty Asian Pacific ethnic groups—Cambo­
dian, Chinese, Fijian, Filipino. Guamamian, Okinawan, 
Pakistani. Samoan, Taiwanese. Thai. Tongan, Vietnam­
ese, etc. Amerasia Journal is available for $7 per issue 
plus $2 handling, or a subscription for $18 annually. 
Mailing address: Amerasia Journal, 3230 Campbell 
Hall. Asian American Studies Center, UCLA. LA. CA 
90024-1546.
THe V ietnam W ar in L iterature: A n 
A nnotatecI BibLioQRAphy o f C riticism
From a release by Salem Press. Philip K. Jason serves on 
the Viet Nam Generation advisory board.
Salem Press, Inc., announces the following addition to its 
Magill Bibliographies: PhilipK. Jason, TheVietnamWar 
in Literature: An Annotated Bibliography o f Criti­
cism (175 pages, cloth. ISBN 0-89356-679-9. $40). The 
bibliography includes an introductory essay on critical 
approaches to Vietnam war literature, a listing of special 
collections of Vietnam war material, a section on repre­
sentative Vietnam war studies from various disciplines in 
order to provide a broad context for students of the 
literature, a section on critical works that cross genre 
boundaries, a section on studies that treat particular 
genres—literary nonfiction, fiction, poetry, and drama— 
and a section of "Authors and Works” that assesses 
criticism of the most important titles. Salem Press claims 
that The Vietnam War in Literature provides biblio- 
graphically complete citations to book-length studies, 
subsections of books, essays in collections, and articles 
in popular and scholarly periodicals. Each annotation 
provides both a synopsis and assessment of the cited 
commentary. Salem Press, Inc., 580 Sylvan Ave., 
Englewood Cliffs. NJ 07632: 800/221-1592; FAX 201/ 
871-8668.
BiblioqRAphy o f V ietnam W ar FUms
From a press release by McFarland & Company:
Vietnam War Films: Over 600 Feature, Made-for-TV, 
Pilot and Short Movies, 1939-1992, from the United 
States, Vietnam, France, Belgium, Australia, Hong 
Kong, South Africa, Great Britain and Other Coun­
tries. Edited by Jean-Jacques Malo and Tony Williams. 
[480 pp: 92-56662. Ca. 150 photographs, appendices, 
bibliography, index 0-89950-781-6.] $55 library binding 
(7x10) 1993. If you waited for the McFarland handling of 
this enormous reference need, you did the right thing. 
This is the filmography. There are 137 Vietnamese films
not before noted in the literature. The French coverage is 
comprehensive. As for the U.S., for the first time the so- 
called covert Vietnam films (Soldier Blue, Little Big 
Man, etc.) that deal with the war in an indirect or 
allegorical way are covered, as are mainstream war 
movies. Each entry gives title, alternate titles, year of 
release, country, studio, credits (director, producer, 
screenplay, editor, music, cast), availability on video, 
major themes, plot synopsis, and critical commentary on 
the film and its relevance to Vietnam. The cooperation of 
the Office of the General Secretary of the Vietnamese 
Filmmakers' Association and the Vietnamese Depart­
ment of Cinema at the Ministry of Culture in Hanoi was 
obtained for the invaluable Vietnamese material. 1959- 
1989. A language consultant and instructor, Jean Jacques 
Malo lives in Chateaubriant, France, and Seattle. Tony 
Williams is an associate professor of cinema studies at 
Southern Illinois University in Carbondale. Order from 
McFarland & Col. Inc., Box 611, Jefferson. NC 28640.
OuThiNE BouNyAvoNq's FIct Ion
You should know about a book we have in the works, 
Outhine Bounyavong's collection Beloved Mother. It will 
be a joint publication with the Asia Resource, Center o f 
Washington. DC. It should be the first collection offiction 
to appear in translation in the U.S.from Laos. You should 
also know that VG, Inc. has to go to outside funders fo r  
every book project. Here is our fund-raising proposal fo r 
Bounyavong's book, to educate you about the author and 
about how our business works.
T ranslation P roject
Beloved Mother, a collection of fourteen short stories by 
Outhine Bounyavong of Vientiane, Laos, translated by 
many hands under the supervision of Bounheng Inversin 
of Silver Springs, Maryland, to be published in 1994 by 
Viet Nam Generation, Inc. (VG) of Woodbridge, Connecti­
cut and the Asia Resource Center (ARC) of Washington. 
DC.
Beloved Mother will be the only collection of Lao 
short stories available in English in U.S. There is a 
collection of English versions of folktales from Laos, 
published in Vientiane, but the production quality of the 
book is inferior, and the stories were not selected care­
fully for readers in the West.
TLie stories
Outhine Bounyavong's stories are simply told. They give 
lucid access to complicated questions of life in Laos 
today. They concern the proper relationship to nature 
and to family in changing times. The narrator is usually 
an urban office worker who is confronted with situations 
that show him how near he lives to the chain oflife, and 
how distant he can be from these essentials.
Three stories accompany this proposal:
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"Fifty Kip” shows a longing for the old ways, while 
raising the problems of rural life in Laos. The narrator 
speaks with Kamtu, a young cousin from rural village, 
about how to catch a cicada, make a hobby horse from a 
palm frond, and other ways children play in the villages. 
The narrator gives Kamtu money for a popsicle. but the 
boy saves it. He is in the big city, Vientiane, with his sick 
mother, who caught malaria in her village.
“Pair of Birds” speaks of the threat posed to the land 
and life of Laos by extractive industry. The story tells of 
an old couple who like to watch the birds from their porch 
in the evenings. The birds lly over the rice fields and nest 
in Lhe trees. As the loggers start work in h e  forest, the 
birds vanish, until just one pair remains. Then one day 
the husband notices, on his way home, that the loggers 
have shot two large birds.
“Voices From the Plain of Jars” touches on war 
and its effects upon people and the land. The narrator is 
a journalist who receives a note from an old friend who 
continues to live among the devastation made by tire 
bombing and the infantry battles on the Plain of Jars. The 
note accompanies a letter from the same writer, ad­
dressed to an American aid worker who returned to the 
U.S.. while the fighting continued, to work to change the 
policy of his government. His Lao friend writes that he is 
crippled now. but he hopes that his friend enjoys a good 
life working in the U.S. for peace. The journalist doesn't 
know what to say about the note or the letter. He just 
publishes them in his newspaper, for the world to read.
The stories in this collection use simple language 
and incidents from everyday experience to raise impor­
tant issues about modem and traditional life, city and 
village, peace and war.
The English translations were prepared by a number 
of volunteers under the supervision of Bounhenglnversin, 
a native Lao speaker residing in the U.S. lnversin's work 
was reviewed by the author, Outhine Bounyavong, over 
two working days in Seattle with project editor Dan Duffy. 
There will be an introduction to the collection by a scholar 
of Laos.
Ths a u t h o r
Outhine Bounyavong recently returned to Vientiane after 
eighteen months in Seattle. He accompanied his wife. 
Douang Deuane. a scholar of Lao textiles, for a research 
fellowship at the University ofWashington. He taught Lao 
language at the Southeast Asia Studies Summer Insti­
tute for the summers of 1992 and 1993. The first trans­
lations for this publishing project came from Outhine’s 
advanced Lao language class at SEASSI.
PROduCTION QUAliTy
We want to produce a book that contains the original Lao 
text of Outhine’s stories as well as the English transla­
tion. This feature will make the book attractive to Laotian 
students of English as well as to English-speaking stu­
dents of Lao language. We also wish to make the book 
handsome, in order both to promote its sale and to make
a strong endorsement of the value both of Outhine's work 
and of Laotian culture generally.
The book will contain fourteen short stories in both 
Lao language and English translation. When you open 
the book, the left hand page will be in Lao. and the right 
hand page will be in English. The Lao text will be scanned 
into a computer from the pages of the Lao original, then 
digitally enhanced. Supplementary matter in Lao text, 
such as table of contents, title page, etc., will be typeset 
especially for the project.
The book will be about 160 pages long, published 
perfect-bound (i.e.. with a Hat spine, a paperback the size 
of a hardcover book) with a four-color soft cover showing 
a Lao textile chosen by the author's wife, Douang Deuane. 
The back will show a photograph of the author, his wife, 
and two daughters standing in a tulip field in Washington 
State. The author-photo chosen uses a traditional fea­
ture of U.S. book design to emphasize the author's 
themes of connection with family life and the natural 
world. Graphic design elements from Lao textiles col­
lected by Douang will separate the chapters. The cover 
and the design elements will emphasize this modern 
author's connection with the traditional culture of Lao 
people. There will be a four-color page inside the book, a 
drawing of a Lao couple dressed in traditional textiles, 
dancing Western-style. This drawing, made by a Lao- 
American college student and chosen by the author, 
points up the theme of the persistence of Lao ways even 
in the West, and the connection of Lao tradition to young 
Lao-Americans.
The handsome and thoughtful design of the book is 
meant to lend authority and prestige to the project, as 
well as to elaborate the themes of Bounyavong’s work. 
People reading the book to find out about Lao culture will 
see that this culture is valued and esteemed. Lao people 
reading the book will see that the Lao cultural heritage is 
respected in the U.S.
If we fail to raise enough money for the book as 
described, we will print it as an English-language only 
translation, saddle-stitched rather than perfect-bound 
(i.e., folded and stapled, without a flat spine, like a 
manual), with the color cover and color insert page.
PRO jECT PARTNERS
Roger Rumpf. Jacqui Chagnon, and Bounheng lnversin 
of the Asia Resource Center (ARC) initiated the transla­
tion project, produced translations, and secured and 
reviewed translations by others. ARC will provide distri­
bution of 200 copies of the book as part of their regular 
work, selling by direct mail solicitation, at book tables at 
conferences and at personal appearances. By these means, 
the ARC hopes to reach Lao-American communities, 
activists, and readers in Europe. Australia, and South­
east Asia.
Viet Nam Generation. Inc. (VG) is a 501 (C)3 non­
profit literary and educational publisher. It publishes 
Viet Nam Generation: A Journal o f Recent Issues and 
Contemporary History, as well as books of fiction, 
poetry, and scholarly anthologies. Outhine’s book will be 
the first of a new VG imprint, Mekong Review, for books
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concerning the peoples of Laos and Cambodia. VG project 
editor Dan Duffy also serves as executive editor of Viet 
Nam Forum and the Lac Viet monograph series for the 
Yale University Council on Southeast Asia Studies. VG 
will distribute 500 copies of the book to its subscribers 
and to special-order buyers.
We hope to secure an academic distributor for the 
books. One has expressed interest.
Proceeds from the sale of the book will go to support 
similar publishing projects by the ARC and VG.
BudqET
Volunteer inputs
Outhine Bounyavong is contributing his work with­
out royalty or fee. The translators are contributing their 
work. Roger Rumpf and Jacqui Chagnon initiated and 
organized the project, and have gathered materials in 
Laos for the book. Bounheng Inversin's fee reflects a 
favorable rate especially available to ARC. Dan Duffy 
traveled to Seattle at his own expense to work with 
Outhine. He does not receive a salary, expenses, or fees 
for his work at Viet Nam Generation, Inc. Design and 
production costs reflect favorable rates especially avail­
able to VG.
Cash expenses 
A. $700 Editorial fee to Bounheng Inversin for collection 
and review of translations (100 hours work)
B. $300 Pre-production expenses for Lao-language type­
setting for items that cannot be scanned from 
Lao original
C. $2000 Book design and production of camera-ready
copy, barring special Lao expenses (150 hours 
work)
D. $7500 Printing (2500 copies)
E. $500 Publicity: flyers, etc.
$11,000 Total cash expense
Eco-Vet
Bob Powell used to push supplies out o f the back o f aircraft 
over Laos. It was his way o f dodging the draft. We met in 
Neverending Books. New Haven's collective bookstore, 
towards the end o f last year. / gave him the latest issue of 
Viet Nam Generation and in January 1993 he sent in the 
following report..
Puszcza Bialowieska (poosh-cha Byiawo-vyes-ka) is 
draped over the Polish-Belorussian border like a dark 
cloak. This ancient forest, last ecologically intact rem­
nant of the mLxed hardwood and evergreen system that 
covered most of post-ice age northern Europe, is regis­
tered by UNESCO as one of the planet’s unique treasures. 
It is still able (just barely and due to heroic efforts) to
support a food chain with a herd of Lowland European 
Bison consistently at or near the top for the last few tens 
of millennia. Less numerous than the exotic orchids, 
fungi, and hundreds of other species which exist nowhere 
else, these animals are considerably more imposing.
Anthropology, art, and other students will immedi­
ately recognize them from cave paintings located further 
west. As art. they are evocative of a dimly glimpsed past 
so far away as to be practically unimaginable in the 
thoroughly human-processed environments of France or 
Germany or Spain. In the flesh and on the hoof they are 
objects of awe.
These animals resemble domestic cattle as the wild 
European Boar here resemble Wilber the barnyard pig. 
It's not hard to imagine that as late in its Mediterranean 
tenure as Early Classical civilizations, this animal and its 
relatives were worshipped for their power so intensely 
that vestiges of the ceremonies exist today in the indus­
triously civilized bullfight. The thought of Neolithic bands 
actively seeking to confront a group of such animals 
suggests optimism as one of our earliest traits as a 
species.
As time and technology increased the odds in favor 
of Humans, the animals were particularly favored by 
aristocrats (Boyars, szlachla) and other wealthy people 
as feast material.
At a historical juncture crucial for the future of the 
Puzcha (forest) and the Polish nation, the bison were 
harvested along with numerous other herbivores in a 
three-year provisioning expedition, salted into wooden 
casks, and floated down the Vistula to the assembled 
armies ofJagiello of Poland and Witold of Lithuania. Thus 
fortified and reinforced by a small but militarily and 
politically significant component of Moslem Tartar light 
cavalry, they were able to defeaL Ulrich von Jungenin’s 
Teutonic Knights and their allies in the enormous battle 
at Grunwald in 1425.
This great victory freed the Baltic region from a 
dictatorial reign of terror perpetrated by international 
mercenary priests. They had manipulated religious and 
racial theories in a saga of empire building which reached 
from Jerusalem to Malbork. where their citadel stands 
today as a museum. It has been largely restored from the 
ruins to which it was reduced not after the victory at 
Grunwald of Jagiello and Witold—they left it to the 
survivors of the battle—but when it was taken by Red 
Army units from fanatical SS troops, the self-styled 
successors of the Teutonic Knights.
Impressed with the value of Forest Bialowieska as a 
strategic reserve, succeeding kinds of lire now united 
Polish-Lithuanian nation declared it off limits to develop­
ment, which then as now meant mostly clearing for 
agriculture. The next three centuries saw most of Europe 
come under the plow. Even in areas which later refor­
ested, the link was broken between the old forest and the 
new. When Poland was cynically absorbed by its neigh­
boring empires of Prussia, Austria and Russia. iL was the 
Tsar who took Bialowieza and continued probably with­
out thought the regulations governing royal hunting 
reserves. Succeeding generations supplied hunting ex­
peditions for visiting luminaries from Windsors to Herman
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Goring, with the big bison as the top trophy. Germans 
efficiently counted 757 of the animals when they took the 
region in WW1. then proceeded to lull 600 of them. By 
1926 there were about a half dozen bison surviving in the 
wild.
Newly liberated by theTreaty ofVersailles, the Polish 
nation was laboring to restore its birthright, from con­
structing a new seaport at Gdynia to saving the bison in 
Bialowieza. Breeding stock was imported from the Cau­
cuses, the species’ only other remaining stronghold, but 
these highland bison didn't adjust as well to local condi­
tions as the larger lowland animals sometimes called 
Lithuanian Bison. As a last resort, animals gleaned from 
European zoos were imported and released. Fortunately, 
these creatures seemed to immediately pick up where 
they had left off in the wild, flourishing on their own. By 
1939 the herd was rapidly expanding.
The German invasion of 1939 triggered an unparal­
leled disaster for Europe and Ihe world, with Poland at 
the epicenter. Probably no nation in history suffered 
more casualties as a proportion of population, but even 
that fact fails to convey tire full impact of the war and Nazi 
occu pation. Poland was in tended to be erased. starting at 
the top. All professionals and educated people were 
targeted first. Soon all Polish citizens, including but 
certainly not limited to Jews and Communists were 
officially declared to be "enemies of the Reich,” a category 
with increasingly serious implications over the coming 
years. The Puszcze became centers of resistance to the 
occupation, and consequently the scene of countless 
small and large-unit battles, atrocity and counter-atroc­
ity. Many sites here are marked with stones, wooden 
fences and crosses—mass graves, last resting places of 
bands or whole villages. In this place o f starvation and 
murder the bison provided a miracle of survival as yet 
unexplained—in 1946 foresters counted one more bison 
than in 1939! The herd had actually maintained a 
positive population trend when human natives were 
spectacularly unable to do so.
Today the Bialowieza herd is growing sufficiently to 
allow animals to be reintroduced in other deep-forest 
areas around Poland. More than half the herd ranges into 
the former Soviet Union. The great bison provide a 
sympathetic analogy for the new freedom of the region. 
Many people here instinctively identify with this wild and 
rugged survivor.
Famous Catholics now. people from this part of 
Poland came late to Christianity. When the aforemen­
tioned Jagiello married the Polish Queen Jadwiga in 
1386, they created by their union the Great Polish resim 
extending Christianity with its borders from the Black 
Sea to the Baltic. The Puszcza. huge in this age. held not 
only bison but followers of the Old Religions, forest 
Pagans with a cosmology similar to the Vikings or ancient 
Celts. It was stories o f these folk, and the noticeable 
presence of those Moslem Tartars in Jagiello's army, that 
allowed the Teutonic knights to recruit all over Western 
Europe for a war against Poland as a crusade against 
Heathens. Surely tire crucial experience in the lives of 
many current residents was struggling for survival against 
Hitler’s New Order, which used similar pseudoscholarship
to justify his revisiting a ’’crusade" here, and the subse­
quent counter-crusade of Soviet ideology. The people 
here, and the bison, seem to have been able to hang on 
long enough to see the dawn.
Those who wish to see and experience the tangible 
historicity here may easily travel by car to the area. Once 
at the Reserve, however, internal combustion engines 
are not allowed. Every square kilometer of the tightly 
restricted Inner Reserve has been surveyed for rare or 
unique species, of which there are thousands. Trails 
provide foot access with Forest Ranger guides. When we 
arrived it was -23 degrees centigrade (about -11 Fahren­
heit), and Rangers were out with small groups. The 
forest seemed stunned by the cold, but some animals 
were moving up to the enclosures used for breeding and 
other herd support for some supplemental hay. Visible 
this day were Jelen (largedeer). Roedeer, a moose (called 
elk here), and shaggy, primitive. Tarpan wild horses. 
The latter, throwbacks to the Ice Age like the bison, 
seemed notably unconcerned by the cold. Diesel fuel 
was another matter. At these temperatures it has the 
consistency of molasses and won’t flow sufficiently to 
start a car. We found new opportunities for learning with 
the old man who shoveled coal into the hotel furnace and 
had a Russian battery charger. Later a trucker we 
picked up hitchhiking (in loafers and regular clothes!), 
tipped us off about adding Naphtha to the fuel tank. This 
worked fine and suited me much better than the alter­
native technique of building a small fire under the 
engine, a method learned from the Russians during the 
war which sometimes produces spectacular results.
A politically as well as ecologically sensitive area, 
the border is patrolled by friendly but businesslike 
Polish troops with higher-than-average training and 
first-rale equipment. Although the Warsaw Pact is his­
tory, its design specifications for vehicles of all kinds are 
based on extensive combat experiences in the area 
(likewise for all manner of other gear), and seems reliable 
and well thought out. Personal weapons, boots and 
other such items are of Polish manufacture even if in 
some cases on Russian design, and are of a higher 
quality than most Red Army troops'. The counterpart 
units on the eastern side of the border here are a good 
deal harder to evaluate. KGB Borderguard units once 
sheltered a good deal of arms there, but little is known 
about what arrangements have been made by the newly 
independent Belarus in the wake of the failed putsch of 
1991. Some indication is provided by the persistent 
rumors about smugglers, some of whom are alleged to 
set off Geiger counters after trips through here to 
Germany. These concerns as well as fears of increased 
poaching losses would benefit from closer attention.
Leaving Bialowieza, the road through the glacial 
lake region shared by Russia, Lithuania, Belarus and 
Poland is two-lane blacktop lined with rows of century- 
plus aged hardwoods. Architectural evidence of lengthy, 
peaceful cohabitation by various religious and ethnic 
groups is found in churches (Protestant, Orthodox and 
Roman Catholic), mosques, synagogues, surviving pub­
lic buildings, and the big farming estates built by 
generations of various groups oflanded aristocrats and
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their peasants. It is a reminder that for most of the time 
people have preferred to live in peace with various neigh­
bors, but when communal violence is unleashed by 
unscrupulous political leaders as here fifty years ago and 
Bosnia today, the results can be catastrophic.
By Gdansk, the moderating influence of the Baltic 
makes travel more routine. The Three Cities of Gdansk. 
Sopot and Gdynia are linked by train, tram, road and 
ferry, but also by an enormous area of forested hills full 
of trails. Wild boar roam unmolested, sometimes showing 
up in someone’s backyard or garden in small foraging 
groups. Deer and other small animals abound, and the 
forest is linked with others stretching north to the ever- 
sunny Hel peninsula (a name with great silliness poten­
tial to non-German speakers). Ferries to Sweden, Ger­
many and Finland, as well as ships to virtually anywhere 
else have allowed more access to the world for this region 
even during the darkest days of state control. Conse­
quently it has traditionally been the most cosmopolitan 
(and prosperous) region in Poland. It sits now with 
enormous potential as a gateway to the region, and the 
feeling of forward motion there again is intoxicating.
Bob Powell. 332 Forbes Ave.. New Haven. CT 06511; 
(2031 467-3450.
A  BacI Year For A nqeLs
A. Carey Zesiger
Angels have not been kindly treated by the 20th Century. 
Technology, science and philosophy have largely over­
taken them. Even in the realm of theology times seem to 
have passed them by. The idea of angels seems somehow 
too close to spirits, ghosts and other occult beings for the 
pragmatic modern thinker. How many angels can dance 
on the head of a pin. theologians used to ponder. Now we 
wonder why they bothered.
But this year, call it coincidence or providence, there 
are rumblings in the roosts of the angels, perhaps some­
one is trying to tell us something? This year, only half 
over, has seen two revolutions (or should I say revela­
tions) in Cities of Angels, worlds apart and yet perhaps 
they hold some clue, some portent or prophesy that we 
can discern.
First came the conflict in Los Angeles, resulting from 
a surprising court verdict and a host of other factors: part 
racial, social and economic. It is not that the residents of 
Los Angeles expect their lives to be angelic, far from it. but 
this decision, handed down by the court and its jury 
seemed to go too far. It violated a testimony that millions 
of people had seen with their own eyes. It touched some 
nerve so deep the politicians are still groping to put their 
finger on exactly what it was and how it may influence 
upcoming elections.
Elections were also intimately involved in the other 
angelic happening this year. Bangkok, also named City of 
Angels, recently erupted in election-related violence when 
the unelected, military-supported Prime Minister faced 
down crowds of angry democracy protesters. The mili­
tary. as most of the world has seen, callously opened fire. 
Disparate though they may be. there may be something 
underlying both these incidents that goes deeper than 
the mere coincidence of names.
Underpinning both events seems to be a profound 
disillusion that gripped both societies, a sense of outrage 
at the disparity between what should be and what is. In 
Bangkok, the Thais, not normally known for their politi­
cal activism, stood up to a military machine that had 
ruled them both overtly and covertly for the better part of 
sixty years. They stood up to say that the votes they had 
cast and the frail democracy they represented were not to 
be so easily trampled upon. The military failed to recog­
nize the ground swell of disenchantment for what it was, 
a movement that ran beyond a few student radicals to 
encompass a good portion of Bangkok's rising middle 
class. Now as videotapes of the killings circulate through­
out the city taped from the foreign news media, again 
there is a sense of betrayal over the lies and the censor­
ship that blanketed media coverage of the events as they 
happened.
In Los Angeles, it was not the middle class that was 
out looting, but the sense of outrage at the verdict was felt 
on all levels. In fact the President himself, whatever his 
political motives, professed to a certain amount of dismay 
and disbelief at the decision. Everyone who had seen the 
video was faced with an emotional conundrum, how to 
place trust in a justice system Lhat could hand down such 
a seemingly incongruous decision. Perhaps as the jurors 
maintained there was more to the tape than the segments 
shown on TV. but in the eyes of many, those segments 
seemed damning enough. A verdict that went so strongly 
against the testimony of popular perception could not 
help but stir controversy and in the moment it was 
handed down the very ideal of justice in America took a 
beating, a beating that was not helped by the ineffective­
ness of the LAPD in the crisis. The gap between the real 
and the ideal in this case had grown too large to be 
bridged, provoking an outcry. An abyss was revealed 
between the ideal of justice as something pure and 
impartial and the flawed and earthbound verdict that lay 
before the public.
Perhaps most telling of how far the situation had 
deviated from the ideal and the angelic were the re­
sponses of the government handlers charged with the job 
of putting the proper "spin" on the events. It was disturb­
ing to watch as the respective governments reached 
reflexively for old. pat answers that had no bearing on the 
crisis at hand. In Thailand, apparently unaware that the 
Cold War was over, tire Prime Minister attempted to label 
the protesters as communist insurgents and anarchists 
in the hire of some insidious but unnamed power. 
Strange communists, these, some dressed in business 
suits! In the U.S.. the Bush administration in the a 
remarkable feat of partisan gym nasties tried to blame the 
events on the deleterious effects of Democratic New Deal 
programs. Both these ill-conceived and cynical attempts 
at popular manipulation were ridiculed by the public and 
the press, as well they should have been, but beneath the 
laughter was the frightening revelation of how terribly out
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of touch with the times the respective governments really 
were.
Perhaps the moral of the story is that angels and 
elections do not mix. Some principle of the angelic which 
demands truth, sincerity, and purity of motive is sadly 
out of step with current political reality. The only angelic 
tiring about the electoral process these days seems to be 
the death-defying manner in which campaign promises 
defy gravity, rising like helium balloons to the thin 
reaches of the now ozoneless upper atmosphere, there to 
burst with their own self-importance. Of course one may 
say it is naive to expect otherwise. Perhaps, though, with 
the end of the Cold War and the dawn of the New World 
Order that we have all heard so much about, people have 
grown to expect just a little bit more. Perhaps we have 
been naive enough to believe some of the hyperbole that 
has been sent our way. only to be disillusioned once again 
by the backslide into dirty reality.
Candidates and politicians take heed, perhaps you 
should dust off your haloes and rise above the mudsling- 
ing. Try a little dose of tire truth for a change, we all might 
find it refreshing. This campaign trail of cynical politick­
ing and partisan manipulation ill suits both you and the 
times.
Beware. If the portents of angels are to be believed, 
a failure to mend your ways might entail more than just 
a fall from grace with the opinion polls.
A. Carey Zesiger. c/o Judy Zesiger. 936 Fifth. NY NY 
10021. 212-737-9040
C uLturaI ThERApy
Last year I borrowed the phrase "Cultural Therapy" from  
a David DeRose essay in Viet Nam Generation to name 
a conference. David had taken the term from  Kali Tal's 
article “On Tlie C over o f  Rolling Stone: Toward a Theory 
o f Cultural Therapy" (Viet Nam Generation 1:1). Kali, 
seems to have coined it fo r  her work on trauma and 
literature. The point is that a lot o f people I know are doing 
one kind o f cultwal work or another with some psycho­
therapeutic model in mind. I thought it would be a good 
idea if a number o f  us were to get together. The first 
Cultural Therapy conference, on Columbus Day weekend 
in 1992, was a big success. I was too busy feeding thirty 
people really to know what happened, but everyone seemed 
excited and happy. This fa ll we had a Cultural Therapy 
dinner party, with eight participants o f the 1992 event, 
and two newcomers, to find  out what happened last year. 
It seems that the strength o f thefirst gathering lay in many 
individual meetings between people with common inter­
ests. all conducted in a framework that helped them 
identify themselves to the group and to mteract on the 
basis o f a common interest in pain, health and art. A 
principal weakness was that the gathering was not cultur­
ally diverse. Give a call if  you are interested in participat­
ing in the 1994 event, planned fo r  Columbus Day week­
end. For now, here are the documents from the 1992 
Cultural Therapy Weekend.
ThE 1992 ANNOUNCEMENT
September 1, 1992
Dear Brothers and Sisters.
Next month, on Columbus Day weekend, 9-11 Octo­
ber 1992 (Friday evening through Sunday afternoon). 
EliseThoron and 1 will be hosting our first Conference on 
Cultural Therapy. We're inviting a mixed crew of actors, 
historians, critics, artists, and clinicians to discuss tire 
place of trauma in art. and the role of art in a healthy life. 
We feel that there is potential for an annual conference on 
this topic. We are starting off with a private gathering of 
interested friends. The weekend will use a new play of a 
contemporary playwright to provide a common basis of 
conversation.
What is Cultural Therapy?
I don’t know. Something to do with using art to help 
the troubled individual, making art to improve the com­
mon life, or interpreting art in light of therapeutic ideas.
Say what?
I propose an annual conference to bring together 
artists and academics and clinicians whose work empha­
sizes the power of art to heal the individual, the power of 
critical thinking to limit the influence of bad art upon the 
common life, and the mutual interest of artists and critics 
in affirming the relation of private study to the life of the 
culture. The initiative grows out of a recognition that 
many of the smart and passionate young critics, play­
wrights, historians, and fiction writers are investigating 
rape, child abuse, the wars and Holocaust and terror in 
Europe, the wars in Asia and the Pacific, the troubles in 
Ireland and South Africa and Israel and the Arab lands, 
or employing imagery from these disasters. Most of these 
authors recognize that their attraction to scenes of great 
pain reflects personal distress. Many have turned to 
therapeutic models to understand both their subjects 
and their own situation. 1 think it would be a good idea if 
they all got in touch. I don't want a dough-head New Age 
love feast, and I promise that no one will be obliged to 
weep and announce that he or she is healed.
The program
We’ll gather for dinner at 18 CenLer Road, where 
Elise and I live in Woodbridge, CT, on Friday night. 
Dinner at 7 PM. arrive any time after 5 PM. Bring what 
you drink. We'll have a good time.
The bulk of the program will be on Saturday. The 
company will divide into two groups in the morning, and 
rejoin at the end of the day.
One group will rehearse a reading of David Hozak's 
play Giggle and Scream, under EliseThoron's direction. 
The group will mix actors with those who have never been 
on stage. After morning and afternoon rehearsals or work 
on the script in the sitting room of Penny and Bernard 
Snow’s house on St. Ronan's Street in New Haven, the 
cast will give the reading to a small invited audience in the 
same space.
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While Giggle and Scream is in rehearsal, the rest of the 
conference group will meet at 18 Center Road for two 
seminars. In the morning at 1 Oam, Helen Link. MD. will 
present her work on narratives by childhood survivors of 
the Holocaust. In the afternoon at 2 pm , Mitchell Clark. 
F.R.A.S. will present his “Wound Display Among the 
Temple Orangutans of Kuala Lumpur." Not really. I 
haven’t filled this slot yet, but there will be someone 
interesting and well-prepared. The purpose of the two 
formed presentations is to spark general discussion of a 
great many specifics by a well-informed group. Many of 
those present will have worked a great deal on the issues 
of trauma and art. Pain and insight are issues in the life 
and work of all who will attend. See the list of those 
invited, later in this letter.
At 5 pm . the seminar group will go to New Haven to see 
the rehearsal group present Giggle and Scream at 
Penny and Bernard Snow’s house at the corner of St. 
Ronan's Street and Canner Street at 6 p m . The audience 
will include several invited guests. If you can't spend the 
whole day with us on Saturday, you might consider just 
coming to this evening event. After the reading, there will 
be discussion, led by the director and two participants 
from the seminars. Then we all go back to 18 Center Road 
to eat a big dinner and have a good time.
On Sunday we will gather for breakfast and lunch at 
10 or 11am . At noon, Kali Tal. president of Viet Nam 
Generation. Inc. and a consultant at the National Mu­
seum of the Holocaust in Washington. DC, will lead a 
general discussion on what we all think Cultural Therapy 
might be. Tal is a sexual abuse survivor and scholar who 
works with Holocaust survivors, sexual abuse survivors, 
and U.S. veterans of combat in Laos. Cambodia and the 
Republic of Viet Nam. She proposes a systematic analysis 
which traces the way groups stigmatize and traumatize 
individuals, who then pass their interpretation of their 
wound on to the society at large in everyday story-telling 
and role-playing and in formal narrative and drama. She 
is the author of a forthcoming Cambridge University 
Press book on the literature of trauma. Tal has a large 
grasp of the issues concerned in trauma and art. and 
experience at leading discussion among clinicians, crit­
ics, and artists. We hope that the shared experiences of 
Saturday will allow discussion on Sunday of what com­
mon goals we all share, what our differences are. and 
what projects we might undertake together.
Who is David Hozak and what is Giggle and Scream?
David Hozak is a Manhattan playwright who has 
attracted serious attention in downtown theater for about 
ten years. His plays are peopled by characters who 
struggle with severe personal problems stemming from 
their family life, as well as difficulties inflicted upon them 
by the greater world. Giggle and Scream follows a 
woman in New Jersey in the 1970s. She survived the 
Europe of Stalin and Hitler by the most desperate strata­
gems, and now roams in the junk heap of her memory, in 
the wasteland of the industrial world. Hozak and his play 
are emblematic of the concern I see shared by a wide 
range of artists and intellectuals, for finding meaning in 
the devastating hurts of public and private history.
David’s play isn't about the Holocaust, and neither is the 
weekend. Both are about what's happening at the mo­
ment, in the U.S., in the minds of the participants.
What is a reading?
A “reading” is a common practice among theater 
professionals, intended to bring out basic issues in a 
playscript by preparing an informal performance on 
short notice. Readings are typically staged to help the 
playwright make revisions, or to attract a potential 
producer, but every reading is an act of live theater and 
must include an audience. The readers sit in chairs and 
hold scripts.
A general point
Both 18 Center Road in Woodbridge and the Snows’ 
on St. Ronan’s Street are large houses in beautiful 
locations, with surrounding grounds and park area for 
walks. Barring rain, Columbus Day weekend is a lovely 
turn of the season in Connecticut, the traditional height 
of New England fall. The schedule of the weekend is 
planned to allow a great deal of time for informal discus­
sion between those who have something to say to one 
another in relaxed surroundings. However, we want you 
to plan to participate in the whole of Saturday's events. 
If it is at all convenient, we want you to come for the 
dinner on Friday and stay for the brunch on Sunday. If 
you want to attend just one event in the program, we 
would value you as 2m audience member at the Saturday 
night reading of Giggle and Scream.
Cost
The weekend is endorsed by Viet Nam Generation, 
Inc. and Temenos. Viet Nam Generation. Inc. is an 
academic and literary press. Temenos is an intercullural 
theater project. That is. both are producers of nonprofit 
programs, not funding agencies. These groups are not 
sponsoring the conference, except in the form of supply­
ing my work and Elise's work in organizing and leading 
events. I have not sought other funding for this first 
Cultural Therapy conference. I have not had the time. 1 
have felt a certain urgency to do something, anything 
towards having a Cultural Therapy Conference this year. 
After the weekend, if we think we should do it again, we'll 
seek funding for following years.
If you want to come, you have to find your own 
transportation to New Haven, and housing. A conference 
fee of $30 covers dinner Friday night, all meals on 
Saturday, and brunch on Sunday. We will be happy to 
provide documentation to help you arrange reimburse­
ment from your own institution, ifyou have such a thing. 
If the fee is a problem, let us know and we'll work 
something out. If housing is a problem, let me know. 
There are a certain number of beds available with friends 
and neighbors. Call if you need day care.
Who else has been invited?
Ashley Thompson encouraged Khmer people to 
write English poetry at Site Two on the Thai border for two 
years. She studies Khmer literature in Paris. Alan Farrell 
is a Yankee who teaches French to Virginians. He writes
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essays about his present life in light of his military service 
in Viet Nam. Carol Kaplan is a South African playwright 
resident in this country. Carolyn Haynes counsels South­
east Asian refugees in Philadelphia. Katherine Kinney 
writes about Afro-American literature and novels from 
the U.S. war in Viet Nam. Charlie Hunter promotes and 
manages songwriters. Chris Amott is New Haven's 
cultural journalist. Christine Burgin sells paintings. 
Cynthia Fuchs writes film reviews for one scholarly 
journal and three newspapers. C. John Herington reads 
old Greek plays. He has a strong sense of how meaning 
can move through a community. Daniel Egger is an 
attorney with an interest in the prehistoric origins and 
ancient collapse of justice. David DeRose writes about 
drama and U.S. veterans of the war in Viet Nam. David 
Luebke authenticates photographs for the National Ho­
locaust Museum. David Hozak wrote the play we'll be 
working with. David Weber, an authority on the litera­
ture of civil disobedience, develops curriculum in all 
subjects fora secondary school. Donald Faulkner, trained 
in philosophy, accomplished in poetry, created the litera­
ture program at the New Haven Hospice. Donald Jones 
has a big heart. He reads anthropology. Elise Thoron 
translates Russian plays for production the U.S. and the 
other way around. Ernest Spencer wrote Welcome to 
Vietnam Macho Man, one of the intelligent books from 
that stupid war. after his first PTSD breakdown, when his 
psychiatrist goaded him to writing by saying that it 
probably hadn't been such a bad tiling for Ernie to watch 
a family tortured together at his command. Framji 
Minwalla writes about contemporary British drama. 
Fred Gardner defected from the New Left almost imme­
diately and did not join the New Right. He is regular 
columnist for the only U.S. newspaper that always prints 
any strong opinion, the Anderson Valley Advertiser. 
Gabrielle Cody, an authority on the work of Marguerite 
Duras. teaches drama at Vassar. Helen Link wrote her 
thesis in medical school on personal narratives by child­
hood survivors of the Holocaust. Holly Allen writes about 
the socialization of U.S. men in the 1930s and 40s. 
Huynh Sanh Thong came to this country as a political 
lobbyist in 1948. He despaired of peace in 1966 and 
translated the core of his people's national poetry into 
English. Since 1970 he has been elaborating his theory 
that "thought, language and culture derive from one 
symbol: the mother/snake." Jane Womer is a child 
psychologist. Jacques Lezra is a real, live, no-foolin', 
deconstructionist. Jerry Gold, novelist, publisher, was 
wounded and has a lot to say about that. Until he moved 
to San Francisco. Joel Schechter wrote a weekly column 
of political satire. "Immodest Proposals," in the New 
Haven Advocate. He also edited Theater magazine, and 
still writes about clowns. John Bennett was the consci­
entious objector in Queens to tire U.S. war in Viet Nam. 
John Gearty sells good books. John Iannuzzl works 
with toxic chemicals. John LaPorta left college in 1970 
to raise money for the Black Panthers. He returned a 
decade later to prepare himself for the computer indus­
try. Joslp Novakovich is glad he can’t say he's from 
Yugoslavia anymore. His new novel has been forthcoming 
from Paris Review Press for three years now. Julie
Sheehan, actor, attributes her toleration of Manhattan’s 
inequities to her childhood in a small town in Iowa. Kali 
Tal is a scholar who works with Holocaust survivors, 
sexual abuse survivors, and U.S. veterans of the war in 
Viet Nam. She founded Viet Nam Generation. Inc. Her 
book on literature of trauma is forthcoming from a major 
university press. Kathy Caruth edited two issues of 
Imago, the psychoanalytic journal, on literature of 
trauma. Kay Hill administrates bilingual education in 
New Haven. She publishes widely on children's' songs 
and games. Lady Borton ran a Red Crescent camp for 
Vietnamese refugees in Malaysia, as told in Sensing the 
Enemy. Before that she ran a similar camp near Sai 
Gon. Lately she works in the paddies planting rice. Her 
After Sorrow Comes Joy is forthcoming. Larson Powell 
is a grace to any cultural gathering. He is a musician. 
Larry Hunter is a biologist and cognitive scientist at the 
National Institutes for Health. Leo Connellan, author of 
The Clear Blue Lobster Water Country, a man who 
has achieved a durable reputation for his poetry without 
the benefit of university training, speaks often on poetry 
to substance abusers. Martin Boroson is a Jungian 
therapist. Mary Bly is smart. She studies the Renais­
sance in England. Melvyn Hill, a New York psycho­
therapist, studied political philosophy with Hannah 
Arendt. Michele Lowrie reads short Latin love poems 
very carefully. Nancy Seybold teaches people to ride 
horses. She reads medieval documents from Christendom 
and Islam. Penny Snow runs a lively household for her 
children, their neighbors and their teachers. Peter 
Greer teaches reading and writing in secondaiy school. 
Phillipe Hunt is a Belgian literary theorist with a strong 
interest in Cambodia. Plot Karasinki, physicist, banker, 
is a naturalized American from Poland. Renny Christo­
pher writes about literature from the U.S. war in Viet 
Nam. Rick Farrell is a grown-up. Robert Jackson 
reads Chekhov. Robert Peters’ meteoric career as an 
English professor was interrupted by the sudden death 
of his young son. He became a poet, and has settled on 
book length works in the voice of such figures from the 
past as a Transylvanian countess who bathed regularly 
in the blood of virgins. Skip Delano, of the Vietnam 
Veterans Against the War and the G.I. Movement, is 
preparing a collection of commentary on war crimes. 
Stephan Schwanauer. computer scientist, martial art­
ist, musician, banker, listens well. Steve Schwartz 
paints damaged human figures on skateboards. Steve 
Kent writes public relations for environmental causes. 
Thomas Enders saves failing hospitals. Tim Hunter 
paints. Tom Handler is a physician. Troup and Ann 
Matthews teach in the tradition of F. Matthias Alexander. 
Vicki Heame writes essays about her efforts to make 
humans and animals aware that they speak to one 
another. W.D. Ehrhart. author most recently of In the 
Shadow ofVietnam, Essays 1977-1991, occasionally 
overcomes his embarrassment at being a decorated 
combat veteran long enough to try to talk the young out 
of military service.
Almost none of these people have read and endorsed this 
proposal. This is not a board of advisers or list of
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sponsors. These are innocent people who are going to find 
this document in their mailbox. I simply went through my 
Rolodex pulling out people who use their hearts and their 
heads. I’m throwing their names around before a small 
public because I am accustomed to doing just that in my 
publications and I want you to get a sense of the various 
crew I have in mind. If you have a friend who should see 
the proposal, tell me. Attendees will certainly include a 
scattering of participants in the century’s more gaudy 
disasters. 11 is a safe guess that there will be plenty of rape 
and incest survivors on hand, too, without any special 
effort made. There will be no jerks of any description.
Helen Link and Daniel Egger and Kali Tal and Larry 
Hunter and David Hozak and Melvyn Hill and Elise 
Thoron and Dan Duffy and Framji Minwalla and Cathy 
Caruth have committed as of the date of this letter. I'll be 
happy with ten more for the full event, and fifteen others 
to watch the performance.
Get In touch
I hope to see you at the weekend. If you plan to 
attend, please fill out the enclosed form and return it to 
me by 1 October, 1992. The other enclosure in this 
mailing is a statement by David DeRose of his view of 
Cultural Therapy. Ifyou have a friend who should receive 
this letter, please let me know.
The 1992 schedule
First Cultural Therapy Weekend, 9-11 Oct 92 
Comment
Elise Thoron and 1 have planned the weekend as best 
we could in limited time. We are confident of achieving 
two goals. One is to give David Hozak’s play Giggle and 
Scream a good reading to an appropriate audience. The 
other is to bring together a varied group of critics, 
clinicians, and artists interested in art and trauma.
Beyond those two goals, we may not meet all your 
expectations. Relax and enjoy the people. The holes in the 
schedule are important. Try to attend the final discussion 
at noon on Sunday, to start planning our next event.
Sites:
Woodbridge: 18 Center Road Woodbridge, CT06525. 
near junction of Route 63 (Whalley Ave./Amity Road) and 
Route 114 (Center Road). Tel. 387-6882. 397-5422. The 
site offers many rooms and extensive grounds for private 
informal conversations during the large gaps in the loose 
schedule.
New Haven: 352 St. Ronan’s St., New Haven. CT 
06511. home of Penny and Bernard Snow, on the uphill, 
uptown corner of St. Ronan's and Canner Streets. Tel. 
776-5469. The site offers a gracious and welcoming 
rehearsal and performance space, in its large formal 
sitting room.
Friday
Dinner at Woodbridge. Arrive any time after 5 PM. 
Iasagna and eggplant parmigiana dinner starts at 7 PM. 
continues late into the night Bring your own beverage.
Saturday
Bagels and coffee at Woodbridge starting at 8 AM. 
Motivate at 10 AM.
The rehearsal group departs with Elise Thoron to 
New Haven to rehearse a reading of David Hozak’s 
playscript Giggle and Scream. The group remains at 352 
St. Ronan's St. all day.
In Woodbridge. Helen Link presents her work on 
narratives by adults who survived the Holocaust as 
children. Discussion follows.
After formal discussion, we break up to chat.
Lunch of cold cuts for sandwiches will be put out at noon 
at Woodbridge. In New Haven, Penny Snow serves soup 
and bread and goodies.
At 2 PM in Woodbridge Daniel Egger will present his work 
on justice and the soul in ancient Egypt. Discussion 
follows.
Then we break for more chat.
At 5 PM, we embark from Woodbridge to New Haven. The 
rehearsal group will present David Hozak’s Giggle and 
Scream at 6 PM at 352 St. Ronan's (776-5469). The play 
runs for about one hour and fifteen minutes. Discussion 
follows, led by Elise Thoron. director, and Cathy Caruth. 
representative of those who stayed in Woodbridge.
We go back to Woodbridge for dinner (more Italian: 
one meat and one vegetarian dish) about 8 PM.
Sunday
From about 9 AM, I will be making French toast and 
other breakfast. All welcome.
At noon, Kali Tal will lead the assembled group in formal 
discussion. She will present or elicit some synthesis of 
what we have discussed over the day before. She will 
bring out our shared concerns and real differences, so 
that we may plan for the future.
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News fROM tMe Net
qforum@moose.uvm.edu" carried this announcement on 
20 July. 1992:
POLITICAL PRISONER ALAN BERKMAN 
IS FREE AT LAST!
We are pleased to announce that on Friday July 10, 
political prisoner Alan Berkman was finally released from 
prison. Alan had been in jail since 1985. serving a prison 
term relating to a series of armed political actions against 
US military installations and corporations which support 
imperialist world policies. These actions were carried out 
in the early 80s and included actions by the Red Guerrilla 
Resistance and the 1983 bombing of the US Capitol 
building in protest of the US invasion of Grenada; this 
action was claimed by (lie Armed Resistance Unit.
While in prison, the US government opened another 
case against Alan and 6 other comrades (one of who was 
and still is underground). This case was known as the 
Resistance Conspiracy Case (RCC). During the RCC trial, 
Alan was seriously ill with Hodgkins Disease, a form of 
cancer. At the end of 1990, Alan nearly died from the 
adverse effects of chemotherapy. In response to this, 
Alan's comrades entered into a plea bargain under which 
Linda Evans, Laura Whitehom. and Marilyn Buck pleaded 
guilty to charges related to the Capitol bombing, in return 
for which all conspiracy charges against Tim Blunk, 
Susan Rosenberg, and Alan Berkman were dropped. This 
was a very difficult decision for the RCC defendants to 
make, but because of Lhis decision, Alan was able to be 
released in 1992 and is now alive and well. Otherwise, he 
would surely have died in prison from the ill effects of his 
cancer, coupled with the stress of the RCC trial which was 
the State was determined not to lose.
Alan Berkman was born in 1945 and has been active 
in the resistance movement both as an activist and as an 
accomplished physician. Alan helped treat wounded 
prisoners after the Attica Rebellion in 1971. and he 
served as part o f the medical team that aided native 
Americans at Wounded Knee in 1973. He also helped 
treat and defend several Puerto Rican independistas and 
Black Liberation Army (BLA) militants. In 1982, he 
served 7 months in prison as a grand jury resister for 
refusing to talk with police about the treatment he gave 
to Solomon Brown, a BLA member. Alan was indicted for 
his medical treatment in a wide-ranging federal con­
spiracy case shortly after his release. Knowing he would 
never receive fair treatment at the hands of the State. 
Alan went underground until he was captured by the FBI 
in 1985 and charged with the possession of weapons and 
false ID and aiding and abetting known felons.
At a reception with friends and comrades on the 
weekend of his release. Alan looked fit and healthy and he 
reaffirmed his commitment to the struggle for freedom.
from: autonome Jorum: aJorum@moose.uvm.edu 
“solidarity is a weapon!"
P erspectives on MaIco I im X
Horace Coleman, 6551 Warner Avenue, #35, Huntington 
Beach. CA 92647.
Malcolm was intelligent, logical and eloquent. He experi­
enced racism and was aware of it. Prejudice, racism and 
discrimination hurt him. His reactions to his experience 
changed his outlook and his behavior. These things 
changed his life. And his life changed us.
When he was a gangster he was a capitalist, a literal 
robber baron. When he was a prisoner he was a philoso­
pher and a student. When he was a Black Muslim he was 
a racist. He was also an effective community organizer 
and a charismatic, soul-saving religious leader. When he 
became a Moslem he was a humanist, an ambassador 
without portfolio, and a statesman without a country. He 
was an internationalist when he died, obsolete without 
having been fulfilled. He is not, however, a failure.
Malcolm had the often unintended "revolutionary" 
effect of frightening both the establishment and the 
oppressed. He spoke of self-defense and whites heard 
racial violence. He—and the Black Panthers before their 
FBI-aided self-destruction—legitimized the concept of 
physical self-preservation. Both the youthful and flam­
boyant Panthers and the older, wiser Malcolm stopped 
short of asking the next logical question. If it is inherently 
moral to defend myself against my enemy, is it not also 
correct and necessary to attack my attacker? Most of us 
are still not ready to answer this question.
Yet, historically, how else do people acquire territory 
or change their economic and political status? Industry, 
invention, commerce, cash and philosophy alter the now. 
Force makes most things possible and sustainable. “Ne­
groes are scared of revolution,” Malcolm said. Then he 
told us exactly what it was we feared. By frightening and 
antagonizing Caucasians, he frightened and threatened 
the white and black power elites. He was the left hook, 
right upper cut combination to Martin Luther King Jr.'s 
right cross. As events and research have shown us, 
“street nigger" Malcolm was as saintly as “bourgeoisie" 
Dr. King. Do not be mistaken—both men were valuable 
and heroic. But where King followed a trend, Malcolm set 
one. Is this Malcolm’s legacy?
• An international perspective and place for Afro-
Americans.
• The practice of a nonwestern, nonChristian philoso­
phy and religion.
• Critical self-appraisal and denunciation of the cur­
rent slave mentality and integrationist fantasies.
• The courage to search, know, and speak your mind.
Although we have been given these gifts before, 
Malcolm's street theology spoke clearly to the black 
masses. He reached those of us not of the mythical middle 
class. He touched the ones unable to find comfort in the 
traditional black religion and outlook and the promise of 
soon, sometime, in heaven. His words shook the souls of 
the mindless middle class and the professional civil 
rights groups. The power and appeal of both King and
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Malcolm ultimately came from their philosophy and their 
ferocious raps.
King spoke of the long laboring dreams of integra­
tion. brotherhood, and acceptance by America. His ulti­
mate public beliefs were in God’s justice and American 
good will (faint hope there). Malcolm told a tale of inde­
pendence, self-respect and resistance to the self-defined 
and self-identified enemy. They both were very correct 
and profoundly wrong.
The "white man” is not a devil—he’s not that power­
ful—and even your brother will do you wrong. However. 
“Negroes" are afraid of revolution. Slaves and the slavery- 
scarred Eire extremely conservative, overly cautious. 
They’re afraid of rattling the cage and finding that the 
bars are loose and freedom—and responsibility—is pos­
sible and close. And we fear the idea of having to 
physically confronL and defeat what appears to be "the 
greatest nation on earth," militarily powerful and eco­
nomically strong.
We all know that all empires die—some of old age. 
some from disease, suicide, debauchery, and some from 
the wounds of wars won and lost. What's needed are ways 
to speed the process and avoid the falling debris. Things 
as they are. the Constitution, the Congress, “the Law," 
the lawyers, love of our fellow man and woman don’t 
mean diddley for large segments of this population. What 
have truth, justice and the American way done for Native 
Americans?
Styles o f dealing with ethnic groups and race rela­
tions change but little quantitative difference exists. For 
Indians the chain has gone from defeated foe, to concen­
tration camp resident, to endangered species. For blacks 
the progress has been from chains to pseudo-slavery 
(sharecropping) towage slavery. Slight variations tell the 
tale for Latinos. Asians, and other nonCaucasians. 
Euroamerican ethnic groups have progressed as they 
have been assimilated but Anglo and Americans of North­
ern European extraction still steer the ship. But the 
voyage has just begun.
Malcolm and Martin's strength lay in their ability to 
use the traditional tool of religion to attract an audience, 
build a following and guide it. They gave us the word from 
on high. Malcolm’s rap was the stronger because it is 
rooted in known reality and called for help from those 
here and now to affect the here and now. Moaning “Free 
at last!" on your death bed is a victory statement only 
when your last enemy has just preceded you to your 
grave. The nature of Afro-Americans seems to make us 
call on God for solutions and help. This is so even though 
we know, in the biblical way, that we and “Ethiopia” have 
stretched forth our hands and drawn back stumps.
“Mainstream" Afro-American people use Christian­
ity as their religion and philosophy. The "marginal" 
people, those whose conditions or outlooks put them in 
circumstances too tough for regular Jesus to handle, use 
stronger industrial strength charismatic (storefront) re­
ligion. A small number of us are following nonwestern 
religion. Even some "intellectuals” do this. Why not? Just 
as one person cannot serve two gods, can one god serve 
people who are essentially and fundamentally opposed to 
each other?
The need for and use of religion is not going to 
disappear. The nature of the human beast is not about to 
change. We need to change the type and form of religion 
we have. If King had a "kick-ass Jesus,” or if Black 
Muslim Malcolm had followed one who had made and 
could accept, if not forgive or love Caucasians, we would 
have a different history. People of color must destroy 
Caucasian hegemony. We cannot do this while worship­
ping Caucasians, even in the form of a surrogate deity. 
Hegemony is an “in" word with certain people. All it really 
means is "preponderant influence or authority; espe­
cially of one nation over another one.” The white folks can 
stay but that shit has to go. Then the people of color can 
fight among themselves, to victory, chaos, coalition or 
oblivion, and take the next step in the human voyage 
through time. That move may indeed be sideways or 
backwards but it will be our steps and our direction. 
What more can you aspire to?
We—all people of color—are in a war we are not 
winning but cannot afford to lose. In our neighbor­
hoods—called ghettos—our warrior youth, weary of a 
long and seemingly lost struggle, kill themselves and 
each oilier in a foolish but understandable frenzy as they 
try to flee the battlefield of a forlorn life while creating 
lightly lamented deaths in an unlamented war. They do 
not know, and their elders refuse to believe or tell them, 
that we are in serious combat. We are all engaged in a 
struggle fought on many levels for Lhings as different but 
necessary as prestige, meaningful existence, the elusive 
quality called happiness, sex. Sex for pleasure and for the 
ability to procreate successfully, and to bring another 
generation to adulthood to attempt to complete the cycle 
more successfully.
Hatred is not involved in this. Just our nature and 
human nature. All the tools of warfare have, are. and will 
be used against us—genocide, physical force, intern­
ment, occupation, economic sanctions, propaganda, 
subversion and sabotage and coalitions of convenience 
with our traitors and our weak allies. The quality of the 
struggle is the measure of the individual. No one loves a 
sore loser-oreven a humble one. Just get yours, using the 
ethics you have developed and the tactics that win and 
work for you. Remembering all the while that justice is 
just a slippery definition of an abstraction and equality 
has never existed. Remember what you learned about 
tricknology?
We are stranded on enemy territory, folks. We must 
survive here, thrive here. The only options are:
• accommodate/cooperate
• migrate
• emigrate
• assimilate
0 operate
• dominate
If the question is: “rule, share power, or be ruled.” what 
is your choice? Malcolm almost had the answer. And. in 
the long run, it was a better one than King’s.
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To  M aIc o Im  X Fr o m  Horace K.
I
Death is just a figment of your fiesh.
A bad dream burying a bad day.
Most men’s glory fades faster 
than they rot.
And now you are detached.
Like the hanged man. cut down, 
who no longer depends 
on rope or hope 
or love
to link him to any thing or any one.
You are free.
II
You knew that once you wore that uniform 
you could never take it off.
Even if worms and lime were chewing it. 
The death’s head hung over your head 
and all you had was hair for a helmet. 
Knowing that if you sow ashes 
you raise coals.
So you left us your orders: 
live free 
die free
pass the truth to the children
SoldiERS iN tNe Holy LancI: A  MemoIr
Dennis Bartel. 1314 S. Charles St.. Baltimore. MD 21230. 
Dear Mary,
You know how travel can loosen your tongue. When 
you’re far away in a foreign country you'll talk about 
things that at home would get choked back down the 
moment they came up. But traveling—well, that's differ­
ent. especially when your travels bring you into the arms 
of one so attentive as you, my sweet. So way out here in 
Ute Land of Milk and Honey your kind touch and gentle 
prodding has set my tongue wagging about the ordeal 
that long ago slammed the lid on my youth and that has 
since silently contorted me like one of the gnarled olive 
trees we've sat under on these rocky Galilee hillsides.
To speak plainly (for really at heart 1 am plain), I'm 
talking about going to prison after refusing to be drafted. 
I don’t mean to sound hifalulin or self-righteous. I'll 
admit. I’ve washed myself of guilt in the private waters of 
self-righteousness a time or two. or two-thousand, but I 
wouldn't want to subject you, dear one, to that embar­
rassing display. The facts are simple. It happened in 
1970, and at the time I didn't feel very righteous about it.
At the end of high school I won the lottery. My 
birthday was drawn third. Back then you were probably 
too young to have paid much attention to somber matters 
like America hand-picking her infantry, or to have felt the
silent ripple of fear that ran through the hearts of Majority 
families like mine. But I paid attention, I felt it, because 
for someone like me number three in the lottery meant 
only one thing: I was going to Vietnam.
It was nothing less than expected of me. My father, 
a man of few words and strong opinions, had been a 
Marine in The War and fought the Japanese on three 
islands in the East China Sea, Okinawa included. My 
brother and only sibling Andy had already served a tour 
in Nam—a name he uses readily to this day but blanches 
when I use it. So you might say, and Dad did say it, that 
our family had a history of doing its duty in defense of our 
country.
Nevertheless, the first thing I did was begin looking 
into the usual legal options of evasion and compromise. 
I found out fast that they were not much open to me. Ours 
was a working class home, and even if we’d had a mind 
to, there was no way we could have mustered the influ­
ence (a la the Honorables Quayle and Clinton) to keep me 
beyond the long arm of the Selective Service. The ques­
tion of a college deferment was moot. Except for my 
straight A's in baseball I had not been a good student and 
therefore was not headed for no Stanford or USC. or even 
to any of the L.A. commuter schools that, I was told, were 
little more than amusements along the freeway where the 
education you got was no more enriching than what 
could be had at other off-ramp amusertaents, say. 
Disneyland off the Santa Ana or Winchell's Donuts off the 
San Diego or Golf N'Stuff off the 605. Not that I. who had 
struggled for a 1.8 GPA. was in a position to condescend 
to any form of higher education. But I was afraid that 
these colleges were just extensions of high school, and 
besides (this was the real point), the people I knew who 
had enrolled at Cerritos Jr. College or L.A. City College, 
etc.. hoping to win a precious deferment were yanked into 
the Army quicker than you could say Ho Chi Minh. 
Finally. I considered the National Guard, but at the time 
Lhat domestic branch of the U.S. Armed Forces was being 
deployed on campuses across the land, and only two 
months earlier had marched into one in Ohio and fired 
into a crowd of protesters. Four Dead. I would have none 
of that.
Instead, when I said No it had to be no completely. 
By swift elimination my options were made clear. Either 
I left the country with familial scorn upon my head and 
without hope that my government would ever allow me to 
return, or I went to prison—besides of course the option 
I would not choose.
So now, my adorable, sympathetic sunshine, you’ve 
caught me with my defenses down and asked why I chose 
as I did. And you deserve an answer. It’s just that 1 doubt 
1 can give you one that will satisfy your wide-eyed 
Catholic convictions of right and wrong. Was 1 filled with 
moral outrage at Nixon’s War, at Kent State, at the secret 
bombing of Cambodia and the blanket bombing of Hanoi, 
at my government's wrongful extension of Manifest Des­
tiny into Southeast Asia? Was there any moral outrage in 
me at all? No. Despite (or because of) Andy's near-death 
experiences, Vietnam meant nothing to me except pos­
sible death. I never protested. 1 viewed protesters as 
privileged college kids with nothing at stake, who, if not
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exactly getting  w h a t they deserved, were fools to place 
them selves in front of so ld iers w ith loaded w eapons and  
sh o u t obscenities. I w as no t afforded, nor would I have 
accepted , the  m oniker given to my fellow draft refusen iks 
w ho wore their h a ir  long an d  shou ted  slogans from the 
w indow s of occupied college buildings, th a t of C onscien­
tious O bjector. W here m atte rs  of V ietnam  were con ­
cerned , I h ad  no conscience. I h ad  only the in stin c t to 
survive, an d  th a t, in the  eyes of my governm ent, w as not 
enough.
So a fte r a b lu rred  su m m er of th re a ts  and  cu rses  
sh o u ted  in my face by my father w hose voice grew so 
hoarse  he finally gave way to silence an d  to slapping  me, 
an d  the  sm oldering  con tem pt of my bro ther, and  Mom’s 
u n a ssu a g a b le  weeping, and  not one b u t two visits to our 
s u b u rb a n  living room by good P asto r B ryant, with his 
large forehead an d  pelt of gray hair, w ho accepted cup  
a fte r cu p  of coffee from my haggard  m other and  led the 
family (even Dad) in good B ap tis t prayers, and  after a  visit 
from my high school counselor, an  old m an with wet 
m elancholy (rummy) eyes in w hose o u ter office I had 
sp en t m any a n  afternoon  w aiting to be disciplined with 
yet a n o th e r  term  of deten tion  for my la te s t indiscretion 
ag a in s t the  behavioral codes of my school (our little dog 
sn arled  a t  him  an d  had  to be carried  ou t of the room by 
Mom), an d  afte r a  trip  of inquiry  to the  draft board w here 
a  pair of eyeball-to-eyeball officials gave m e their Tales of 
Grim Prison Reality, aw kw ardly sm oking c igarettes and  
never ra ising  the ir voices above a  m enacing w hisper, my 
refusa l rem ained  s tead fast, an d  a t  a  p rearranged  tim e I 
w as a rre s ted  by Federal M arshals a t  my hom e in the 
p resence  of my sto ic fa ther an d  my weepy m other, 
shack led  an d  escorted  to a local deten tion  center, strip - 
searched  a n d  issu ed  a n  olive d rab  uniform  (the so rt I 
im agined they  wore a t  boot cam p), found guilty of a  felony 
eight days la te r  (the system  moved quicker in those balm y 
Nixonian days), herded  w ith twelve o th er p risoners into 
a  b u s  w ith b a rs  on the  w indow s and  an  ancien t u rinous 
s ten ch  rising  from the  floor boards, and  tran spo rted  for 
six h o u rs  to s ta te  prison. The Big House, w here w ith my 
governm ent’s seal of approval I w as deposited in an 
eleven by e igh t-and -one-ha lf high-ceilinged cinder block 
cell, in w hich to rem ain  for two years.
Mary, p e rh a p s  y o u r generous n a tu re  leads you to 
envision scen es  of m e living a  m artyred  im prisonm ent, 
w riting  le tte rs  from jail in defense of civil disobedience or 
som e su ch  crap . The tru th  is. I w as not a  p risoner of 
conscience an d  I did not behave like one. Nor w as I 
trea ted  like one. I w as trea ted  like every o ther inm ate, 
th a t is, a s  a  s tu p id , petty  crim inal, a s  if I had  stolen a 
p ira te-pa tched  Im pala an d  cru ised  u p  and  down the 
Pacific C oast Highway un til I ran  a  red light and  h it a 
bicyclist, paralyzing him  from the w aist down; or B&Eed 
four hom es in the  sam e rich La Jo lla  neighborhood until 
I w ent for a  fifth an d  h it one w ith an  a larm  system  linked 
to the  police; o r held u p  the sam e S ou th  G ate Rockview 
drive-in dairy  w here I’d regularly  bough t groceries for 
eight m on ths; or raped  a neighborhood girl w hose q u e s­
tionable rep u ta tio n  m ade h e r ap p ear to me an  available 
object on w hich to ven t som e frustra tion ; or in a  jea lous 
rage s tab b ed  a  m an  repeated ly  in the  groin w ith a  pocket
knife after he’d stolen my girl friend . T hese w ere all crim es 
of my fellow inm ates, told to me by them . My crim e w as 
refusal. I w as not in the ir league, and  u n d e r prison  code 
(which believe me, sw eet thing, is s tr ic te r  even th a n  penal 
code) I w as a nonentity , a  p risoner w ithou t a  pedigree. 
Mostly I w as left alone. Lord know s I w as never raped . I 
w as bea ten  up  only once, and  th a t w as ju s t  a  sh o rt round  
of fisticuffs s tarted  on the  packed-d irt exercise yard  by a 
beetle-brow ed a rso n is t w ith  a  beard  so th in  h is  chin 
show ed through. It’s  not th a t he had  a  fight to pick with 
m e in particu lar. I doub t he even knew  my nam e. He ju s t  
needed to fight. It w as b roken  u p  by a  sw arm  of g u a rd s  
after they let him  spend  som e h ea t on me.
For a  long tim e I s a t  in my cell w earing a  cloak of 
boredom , picking my nose obsessively. B ut in fact prison 
w as not a  com plete w aste  of tim e. For one th ing, I w as p u t 
to work in the  laund ry  room. Back hom e, aside  from 
tossing  my dirty c lo thes in the  w icker h am p er in the 
service porch for Mom to deal w ith. I had  never com e ne a r  
laundry . Now I becam e versed in the  hum bling  trin ity  of 
washing-drying-folding.
W hen th e  T M ers c am e  to  th e  p r iso n  a t  my 
governm ent’s  instigation I w ent th rough  the ir goofy daisy- 
strew n cerem ony, accepted my own personal secre t 
m an tra  (eine), and  learned  to m editate . I m edita ted  in my 
cell for two m onths un til th e  inm ate  ac ro ss  from me took 
um brage an d  began loudly h a ra ss in g  m e every tim e he 
spo tted  me sitting  on my folding m etal ch a ir  w ith my eyes 
closed. I sw itched to doing s it-u p s  on the concrete  floor 
and  got a s  high a s  550  in two sets.
Moreover, 1 learned  to m ake the b es t u se  of a  sm all 
space. I learned how to redirect my sexual energy, and  
how to discretely spill it in sem iprivate q u a rte rs . And I 
began to read books, som eth ing  I obviously had  not done 
in high school. T hereafter I rem ained  in a s ta te  of 
delighted aston ishm en t. The tim e passed . I w as released.
B ut I’m afraid I’ve strayed  like a  lost dog, haven ’t I, 
Mary? B ecause it doesn ’t really m atte r  w hat happened  to 
me in prison. At least it doesn ’t m atte r  ton igh t a s  I try to 
explain why I chose to be se n t there  in the  first place.
The reasons were c lear to o th ers  a t  the  tim e. I would 
not accept the responsibility  th a t com es w ith adu lthood .
1 would not do my d u ty  by my country . I w as selfish. I w as 
a  coward. All these were true . B ut in  the  y ears  since 
em erging from prison on a gray and  green overcast 
Sunday  m orning in Septem ber (greeted by my p aren ts  
who looked a t once grim  an d  thankful). I have added  one 
m ore reason  to the  list.
In high school there  w as a  guy in the  grade ah ead  of 
me. W ayne, a friend of m ine, so rt of. He w as on the 
baseball team ; played first base. Like the  prototypical 
first b asem an  he lacked m obility in the  field b u t could 
som etim es h it for power. The Dick S tu a r t  of the  Norwalk- 
La M irada School D istrict. He w as gangly an d  u n su re  of 
h im self physically. A boy in a m an ’s body. He loved the 
gam e.
I sensed  th a t W ayne, like me, w as a s  yet only a partly  
formed h u m an  crea tu re . The nex t s tep  in life m ight be the 
one th a t formed h is  ad u lt ch a rac te r. W ayne w as no t old 
enough or wise enough to take  the in s tru m e n ts  of self- 
determ ination  in h an d  an d  form h is  own ch a rac te r. Like
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most high school kids, he was simply wondering what 
would happen next, and willing to get on with the 
business of life, whatever that was.
Wayne was drafted. He went through basic training 
at Fort Ord, and before being shipped overseas returned 
home for a week. Instead of keeping to himself and his 
family, Wayne, always a self-effacing boy with a bowl 
haircut who kept to the fringe of any circle of friends that 
happened to let him in. telephoned all his old high school 
chums and invited them to a good-bye party that he was 
throwing for himself. I remember it was the first time I'd 
even spoken to him on the phone, and when I first heard 
his excited voice I had to think for a few seconds who it 
could be.
The party took place in his parents' home. It couldn't 
have been more unlike the socially-debilitated Wayne I 
had known, the Wayne who’d been not just cheery but 
afraid—yes afraid—to even talk with girls. At the front 
door he greeted everyone (girls included) with a wide- 
open face, a military buzz cut and a handshake. He made 
sure you had a drink in your hand inside of a minute. His 
parents never made an appearance and after a few hours 
things got pretty soggy and free-spirited. I remember 
seeing a guy in his underwear using the living room couch 
as a trampoline. The music—Stones, Beatles. Cream— 
pounded out rockin' evasions louder and louder as the 
night wore on. There were makeout clinches in the dark 
hall outside the bathroom. Mary my sweet, had we been 
there together that night reveling in our teenage glory 1 
too would have taken you by the hand and gone looking 
for a dark comer.
On the kitchen ceiling was the oddest tiling: a 
sloppily rigged-up fluorescent light. It gave the room the 
feel of a school cafeteria. Sometime after midnight a guy 
vomited on the floor. The mess, glistening in the flores­
cence, stayed there several minutes before Wayne, amaz­
ingly. got the poor sick bastard by the ear and stuck his 
nose in it until he agreed to clean it up. There was no fight. 
Wayne was firm but good-natured about it. I tell you, 
Mary, that night Wayne was not the same shy kid I had 
slung baseballs to from deep in the hole at short. At times 
his PFC voice could be heard booming above the music. 
I saw him dancing with several girls, and giving each of 
them a long smooch.
Near sunrise, just before the parly broke up, I found 
myself standing with Wayne on the back porch, both of us 
loaded on Sloe Gin and Coors (a lethal combination). He 
was propped flush against the wall, his back rigid. His 
chin was a coarse mix of pinkish acne and sandpaper 
stubble. I was trying to talk with him about our days out 
on the diamond, of his long stretch off the bag that saved 
many an out. of his towering shots to left. But Wayne 
didn't want to talk baseball. There was a look of inflamed 
confidence in his drunken eyes, of having found his true 
nature, or. as i suspected even then, o f having been 
issued his true nature. He looked out at the ripening 
moon that hung above the garage in the dawn's gathering 
gray and spoke passionately, if a little slurred, of "greas- 
inggooks." He thrusthis beer bottle forward and squinted 
down the long shaft of his arm as if it were a rifle. Peering 
into the sights he scanned the backyard for VC. He was
looking forward to it. He was sure of himself. “Pow pow 
pow." He had put away childish things, like baseball, and 
become a man. (1 never heard from him again and to this 
day don’t know if he came back alive.)
So now I've gone and tried to get fancy again, tossing 
around biblical paraphrases, no less. But the point is, 
Mary, I believed the same would happen to me. My self- 
will was no greater. I believed that I would not be so strong 
of spine as to keep from bending in the stiff wind of 
military discipline. Beyond my few idiosyncratic twitches, 
I would have become die same kind of man, for the Army 
demands it.
Of course I figured all this out long ago, simple as it 
is. but since coming to Israel my simple conclusions have 
resurfaced with renewed clarity. And why? Because of all 
the IDF soldiers we see. My God, they're thick as locusts. 
They’ve overrun the Holy Land. They're in cities, towns 
and settlements. They're on buses and beaches. They're 
along roadsides hitching rides and in markets muscling 
their way to the front of the line.
You said it best, dear one, even with rifles on their 
shoulders, many of them look like children. I also happen 
to think that many others look like insolent teenagers 
who have been forbidden by their parents to talk back. 
That is what they are after all, teenagers, drafted right 
after high school, men and women, everyone but tine most 
devout. The men get three years compulsory, the women 
get two. They sling their weapons around amongst the 
citizenry like they've never heard the words “accidental 
homicide.” But you're right, just as many of them look like 
children, many of them are children. I’ve seen a young 
woman licking a soft ice cream, with lavishly fussed-over 
hair in tight ringlets, mid a pink and gray stuffed elephant 
pinned to the pants pocket of her olive drab uniform. I’ve 
seen a young man who has yet to start shaving wearing 
paratrooper wings over his breast pocket and a Bart 
Simpson key chain attached to his bell. Their faces, 
despite the military makeover, are those of innocents. 
Maiy. in your tender way, you are appalled by them, 
“toting their guns."
Of course among the horde there are also many true 
soldiers—hardass grunts standing straight and silent as 
cypress trees. They are slightly older, twenty, twenty-one. 
and not to be messed with. They’ve had their maturity 
hastened and become what the others—the children, the 
insolent teenagers—will become to one measure or an­
other, for the Israel Defense Force demands it.
If it must be said. I’ll say it: Israel, surrounded on 
three sides by enemies and on the fourth by the sea, 
would not be here today were it not for her soldiers. And 
yet. I believe that something has been taken from these 
young men and women, that they will emerge from their 
years of service inevitably changed in ways that they may 
or may not have chosen, if given a choice.
Something was taken from me too, my angelic child, 
as I sat in my cell serving the penalty for my crime. But 
it wasn’t this.
Yours in confession....
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Best V iet Nam  CataIoque Ever
Books on Southeast A sia  and the Indochina Wars,
two volumes. September 1993, from Dailey Book Service, 
90 Kimball Lane. Christiansburg, VA 24073, 703-382- 
8949. Contents: Viet Nam Non-fiction 1012 titles. Viet 
Nam Fiction 332 titles, 46 Cambodia titles. 165 Laos 
titles, 68 Thailand titles, 280 Southeast Asia: History and 
Political titles, 22 OSS, CIA. and Intelligence titles, 33 
Guerrilla Warfare titles. Get it. read it. order from it.
You should buy books from specialty dealers. They know 
the literature better than you can ever hope to. I don't care 
if you're David Marr, Ben Kiernan, and George Herring. 
Scholars frequently make their reputations by introduc­
ing into the academy things that booksellers have known 
about for years. Tire hurdle is to find a good one. a dealer 
with your interests who doesn't charge an arm and a leg 
and will share information in a collegial way. Mr. Dailey 
is a good one. Prices are consistently less than what you 
would pay for a new book, that is. a third to a fifth what 
you would pay Ken Lopez for same old book. Dailey is a 
merchant and a democrat, as well as a valuable intellec­
tual in our field. He actually explains the terms of art 
(chipped, foxing, wraps, etc.) of the o.p. book market on 
the inside covers of his catalogue, making transparent 
one of the book-trade's clubby barriers that exclude folks 
who didn’t grow up on the right street corner.
An announcement from the inside back cover of the 
catalogue:
1 am most interested in obtaining copies of any papers, 
documents, or studies on the Indochina Wars with my 
particular interest being Laos as 1 served there from 
1962-1967 with AID. My purpose is not only to build up 
a personal collecUon but also to be a source for making 
copies available at reasonable cost to people doing 
research. As some of you may know, there is a firm that 
reproduces copies of monographs and studies by the 
prices for such reproductions are prohibitive and Lhe 
quality of the reproductions is not very good to say the 
least. Also, some government agencies charge at least 
$1.00 to photocopy documents that are no longer 
available through the GPO. It seems that they utilize 
persons at a GS-17 grade level to make copies rather 
than attempting to train unemployed youth to perform 
tasks of this sort.
in making copies available to customers. I would 
charge $.10 a page and add 15% to cover other 
expenses. If you have anything that you feel other 
people would be interested in to aid their research or to 
become part of their personal collection, please feel free 
to contact me 1 would more than glad to pay for you 
copying cost and any other expenses that you may 
have in getting a copy to me. On this, 1 would like to 
point out that I have sold over 35 copies of some 
photocopied items so there does exist a real interest in 
material of this type.
A Note fROM tHe voodoo  chilE
anyone familiar with the small volume of poetry pul out 
in the early 80’s called The Worst PTSD Poetry You've 
Elver Seen? i think it was edited by f. telford astine. but 
i could be mistaken, anyway, a small taste to whet your 
appetite:
i'm all fucked up
scratchin' my nuts on a 
funny tree 
blood drippin' 
down
all over me. 
yeah.
i'm all fucked up.
va said take these 
son
i said yo! gonna have 
some fun.
yellow ones, blue ones and a red one 
too.
but now
i'm all fucked up.
kilt me a dog last night and the fleas is all over me. 
chewin' them up, dryin' them out, add'm to my herbal tea.
uh huh. oh yeah, i'm all fucked up.
—by itchy "wild man" catten. 1977.
just thought i'd brighten up your miserable little lives 
with a blast from the past, vets helping vets. v/c. 12 
Lounsbury Court. Kingston, NY 12401.
LifE iMiTATES RAMbo?
Kali picked this up on VWAR-L the electronic bulletin 
board. I don’t do VWAR-L— I gossip in a boxing gym. with 
teenage Jighters and guys my age who want to be cops. 
Anyway. Would someone tell me please where Dundee. 
Yates County. Rochester and Penn Yan are. how people 
there can identify spoken Vietnamese, whether Rambo 
wore a rope around his chest, and what the 18th Recon­
naissance Unit was? I have an ethnologist brother who 
worked on the African Coast o f the Indian Oceanfor years, 
but could never bring himself to visit India, because he 
read the Calcutta papers and they were always reporting 
ghosts eating people and so on. Tim didn't think you’d 
actually have to worry about ghosts in Calcutta, but you 
would danm sure have to worry about people who will 
accept that kind o f explanation fo r a body found in the 
street. I don’t know where Roslin is. but I'll tell my brother 
to stay away from wherever it is they publish Newsday.
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From Newsday. Wednesday. June 24. 1992:
Dundee.—A former Marine captain who survived two 
years in the jungles of Vietnam was shot to death by 
police after a blow to the head induced hallucinations 
that he was back among the enemy. Dennis Bastin, 
described by relatives as a "gentle. loving man," was killed 
Saturday by a gunshot to his chest after firing a single 
load of buckshot at state troopers, police said.
Bastin. who served during the Vietnam War with the 
18th Reconnaissance Unit, was plunged back into war­
time last Wednesday when he was hit by a rock in the 
forehead and knocked unconscious while mowing his 
lawn, police said. He woke up speaking Vietnamese and 
attacked ambulance attendants and medical personnel 
trying to help him. said Yates County Undersheriff Rich­
ard Ackerman.
"It took eight of us to get him in the ambulance and 
then we had to tie him down," said an ambulance worker 
who asked not to be identified. Bastin. a registered nurse 
and licensed physician's assistant, was restrained and 
then received stitches and medicine at Soldiers and 
Sailors Memorial Hospital in Penn Yan.
By late Thursday, he appeared to have overcome the 
episode: he had no memory of being hit by the rock or of 
his violent behavior, according to his wife, Robin. But 24 
hours later, the ex-Marine became aggressive again.
Early Saturday. Ackerman said Bastin covered him­
self in camouflage paint and clothing, wrapped a ban­
danna around his head and a rope around his chest, and 
began speaking Vietnamese.
Armed with a 16-gauge shotgun, a 9mm pistol, a 
machete and a supply of ammunition, he went to the 
wooded area 55 miles south of Rochester, where he was 
later killed during a standoff with state police.
"He was a perfect picture of Rambo. right down to the 
rope around his body." said coroner Gary Boardman.
JohN W ayne Must DiE
Robert Flynn. 101 CliJJside Drive. San Antonio. TX 78231: 
512/492-1127
When I was young, 1 saw a lot of John Wayne. I watched 
him kill a lot of people. All o f them bad, most of them 
Indians. He was also pretty good at killing Japanese, but 
not so good at killing Germans. Not as good as his 
simpering sidekick, praise the war and make a Buck 
Reagan. Buck Reagan not only killed battalions of Ger­
mans. he also freed concentration camps.
John Wayne didn't die. Heroes never die. Not in the 
movies.
When 1 was in Marine boot camp they showed us 
John Wayne movies. In Marine boot camp you couldn't 
leave the base, you couldn't go to the PX. you couldn't buy 
soft drinks, ice cream or candy. You couldn't have 
cigarettes, beer, or women. Instead, we had John Wayne. 
Usually, he wore a Marine uniform and killed a lot of 
Japanese.
A seventeen-year-old Marine boot is one of the 
dumbest things on earth. Almost as dumb as Wayne's fey 
sidekick. Where's the rest of me Reagan. Even bools knew 
that catsup wasn't a vegetable. Catsup was an hors 
d’oeuvre. As a seventeen-year-old boot I didn't under­
stand why we had to use the atomic bomb when we had 
John Wayne. He could kill as many Japanese as anyone 
could enjoy seeing die. And he didn’t cost much more 
than the research and development of the atomic bomb. 
Not if you threw in the research and development of the 
B-29.
And John Wayne didn't die.
John Wayne didn't do much in Korea. John and his 
inane sidekick. Joe McCarthy is a Lefty Reagan, were 
missing in action. Lefty Reagan knew that killing Koreans 
didn't pay much. Killing Indians paid better. Wayne killed 
them on the big screen in flesh tones. Reagan killed them 
on the little screen in black and white makeup.
And John Wayne didn't die.
After Korea. John Wayne and 1 went our separate 
ways. I was busy going to school, getting married, start­
ing a career. I didn't have time to see him anymore, but 
I knew John would be all right. John and his sappy 
sidekick, G.E. for dim bulbs Reagan. John Wayne didn’t 
die. I didn’t see The Alamo. 1 don’t know how he got out 
of that one.
John Wayne had his own problems in Vietnam. He 
killed a lot of Viet Cong but no one enjoyed it. Oh. at the 
drive-in a few people cheered, but they were blowing 
grass and thought he was killing Indians. The Viet Cong 
had a Benevolent and Protective Society in Berkeley and 
other one horse rodeos. The Japanese didn't have a 
Benevolent and Protective Society but they had Toyotas. 
And yen for Wayne’s rising sidekick, Joe Isuzu Reagan. 
So John went back to killing Indians. Nobody cared about 
Indians.
John Wayne didn’t die.
John also killed some bad men. They were so bad 
that watching them curl up and croak was almost as 
pleasurable as watching the Japanese fry or seeing 
gutshot Indians run over by their own horses before being 
scalped by ChrisUans. But bad men weren't massacred. 
They died one by one, like men. There was a Benevolent 
and Protective Society for Bad men, headed up by John's 
simple sidekick, commit a crime and pass the Buck 
Reagan. Bad men who were bad enough to escape John’s 
blazing six-gun were assured a place in Buck Reagan’s 
Cabinet.
John Wayne didn't kill women. No need to. Some 
Lhings were lower than Indians. John Wayne didn't marry 
them either. He wasn’t afraid of bad women, although 
good women gave him a scare or two. Nothing scarier 
than a good woman when she was breathy and in heat. 
John Wayne put women in their place. A little higher than 
a prairie dog. A little lower than a dead horse.
But John Wayne didn't die.
John Wayne became the hero of America, replacing 
such impostors as Lindbergh. Clarence Darrow, Albert 
Einstein. Audie Murphy. William Faulkner. He became 
the icon of the west, replacing such impostors as Sam
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Houston, Chief Joseph, Teddy Roosevelt. Bill Haywood, 
Will Rogers.
John Wayne was spit and image of the American 
hero. He was tougher than a longhorn steak until real 
bullets flew. He was meaner than a side-winder if some­
one sat on his hat. beat his woman or was discourteous 
to a horse. But only on film. He stood tall, walked proud, 
and pretended the deeds that sent Nazis to the hanging 
tree and his addled sidekick, freeze a vet for HUD Reagan, 
to the White House.
John Wayne was charmingly inarticulate. He had 
only twelve words in his vocabulary other than Winches­
ter, six-shooter, kill, shoot, maim, horse, dog and pilgrim. 
Six of the remaining words were conjugations of "Wal." 
Don Quixote might have been addled but he wasn't 
incoherent. In the theater, even heroes have to speak. In 
novels, even stupid men have to be able to think. Starve 
a kid and make a Buck Reagan wasn't inarticulate, he 
was just dumb. It took movies to give us "yep" heroes. 
Movies started out silent anyway. They remained dumb, 
they just added sound.
John Wayne didn't need nobody. He didn’t ask 
favors. He didn't take handouts. He pulled himself up by 
his own six-shooters.
John Wayne had no self-doubts. His opinion was 
right and you were welcome to your own as long as it 
agreed with his. He was on the right road, headed in the 
right direction and if you didn’t get out of his way he’d lull 
you. Or maybe just maim you if you had made an honest 
mistake. Although he sometimes let women and children 
live. Unlike his inept sidekick, don't give a Hoot Reagan.
And John Wayne didn't die.
John Wayne never broke a sweat for daily bread, 
toiled at a repetitive and humbling job for minimum 
wage, or was gainfully employed, except at killing people. 
His only skill was violence, but it was the skill most 
honored and most envied by his countrymen.
And John Wayne didn't die.
John Wayne loved freedom. The freedom to go wher­
ever he wanted logo, to whatever he wan ted to do,and kill 
anyone who wanted the same. He was the quickest to 
violence. Always. Leaving slower men dead in the street.
Wayne had values. Good horses. Good dogs. Good 
whiskey. Good violence. He hated bad violence and killed 
bad-violent men. He was more violent them anyone, but 
for a good cause. He only killed those he though needed 
killing. He had a code that permitted no extenuating 
circumstances and no exceptions. Except himself. And 
his fatuous sidekick. Save the Rich Reagan.
John Wayne was innocent. No matter how many 
people he killed, or how much pleasure or satisfaction he 
got out of it, he maintained a boyish innocence about the 
whole bloody business. Well, sure, some good men died 
too. And some women caught in the crossfire. And some 
babies. Some babies always die. But when you look up 
there and see old glory waving in the breeze, high up 
there, on top of the Savings and Loan Building, it makes 
you wish the taxpayers weren't so gol darned cheap and 
had given you a few more bullets to waste.
John Wayne didn’t lose. Right means might so John 
Wayne couldn't lose. John Wayne wasn’t at Wake Island 
or Corregidor. Because John Wayne didn't lose. He left
Vietnam early. I didn't see the Alamo. I don't know how 
he got out of that.
John Wayne didn’t lose and John Wayne didn't die. 
They had to bring in an Australian to bravely and 
defiantly kill Indians in a gallant last stand. Custer died. 
John Wayne didn't die. I've been in the Alamo. And I know 
that John Wayne is in there somewhere. And he's alive.
Okay. Some red-eyed insomniac with sixteen VCRs 
is going to say John Wayne died in Vietnam. I've been out 
of boot camp a long time. I'm a college professor now and 
no one is smarter than a college professor. Except John’s 
lambent sidekick, cut and run in Lebanon. Duck Reagan, 
who couldn't remember who was president while he was 
in the White House, whether or not he sold arms to 
Iranian terrorists, or what use was made of trees. "Well.
I know when I was president they caused pollution. It was 
called trickle-down smog."
John Wayne didn't die. His spirit transcended him. 
passed into the souls of Americans everywhere. The story 
Lhat St. John bodily ascended into heaven while his back- 
shooting sidekick, praise a vet and make a Buck Reagan 
went to hell is probably not true. That's an exaggeration 
combined with an understatement. No. John Wayne 
passed into the spirit of American who died in Beirut. 
Grenada. Nicaragua, Libya, Panama, Iran. Iraq. John 
Wayne didn’t die.
A few years ago I interviewed some Kickapoos who 
clung to their tribal ways, resisting if not denying the 
twentieth century. How do you learn what it means to be 
a Kickapoo? 1 asked them. How do you learn what it 
means to be a Kickapoo man. or woman? How do you 
know what is expected of you as one of these people?
From the stories, they said.
What stories?
The stories the grandmothers and grandfathers told 
us, they said.
I asked them to tell me the stories but they wouldn’t. 
If I knew the stories, I would be Kickapoo, too.
What are the stories that tell us how to be human? 
That tell us what is good, what is true, what is beautiful?
The Kickapoos never heard of Shelley, but I think 
they would have agreed that you become what you 
behold. What are the stories that tell Americans how to be 
men when women and children don’t measure up to your 
standards for them? When other men don't get out of the 
way of your ambition? When teachers, parents or peers 
try to fence in your ego? When inferiors like Libyans, 
Panamanians. Nicaraguans pretend they have the same 
rights as you have?
St. John had the answer. St. John taught us. big and 
powerful is good. Small and weak is bad and must be 
killed. Or at least exploited.
St. John told us that a man should take everything 
he can get, and the quickest way to get it is with a gun.
St. John taught us lhat the first to use violence is the 
winner, the fastest to the trigger is the hero.
John Wayne didn't die. John Wayne lives in the souls 
of those who believe bullets speak louder than words, 
who believe a gun. a quick draw and a steady aim are the 
only Bill of Rights we’ll ever need.
John Wayne must die.
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So Iacium P ayments: More From  tHe Net
Jim Lynch. RD 3. Box 127B. Howard. PA 16841: email: 
JFL1 @PS UADMIN. BITNET.
The single incident which probably had the biggest 
impact on me while I was in RVN—and one of only two 
times I was actually personally scared (1 was mostly too 
busy for fright)—had to do with making a SoIacium 
Payment.
(As I remember it) a SoIacium Payment was made to 
the next of kin of a local when they died accidentally in an 
incident in which the U.S. Army was clearly involved. It 
was made clear that the payment was not intended to 
convey any sense of culpability on the part of Uncle Sam, 
but simply a sense of regret at the family's loss and any 
involvement we had in it. (As you might guess, a long- 
haul trucking outfit like ours made a lot of SoIacium 
Payments.) The payment had to be made by a commis­
sioned officer and witnessed by another commissioned 
officer; all of this to lay about $35 worth of piasters (as I 
remember it) on a family whose feelings under the 
circumstances are probably pretty predictable. ! cannot 
express what an asshole this made me feel like, except to 
say that I drew Burial Officer once back at Ft. Lee, VA. 
This was worse.
We had this big "cattle car" (an enclosed trailer with 
four rows of benches running front to back) that was used 
to haul all of the local hooch maids, etc. back into Saigon 
every afternoon. In one of the weirdest accidents I'll ever 
witness, the driver was knocked unconscious when his 
west coast mirror tangled with the mirror on the truck 
going the other way. and the cattle car went over an 
embankment, rolled and burned. Naturally, it was grossly 
overloaded—there were something like seventy-five people 
inside. I can’t recall all the particulars, but about twenty 
or so died, including the driver.
Just about every officer in the battalion drew at least 
one SoIacium Payment as a result of this beauty. Mine 
happened to be for a 17-year-old young woman who lived 
in Cholon. I knew her.
At this time I'm the CO of a two-and-a-half ton outfit 
that's being deactivated—we’re doing bunker guard and 
other REMF crap. I have a Vietnamese (ethnic Chinese) 
secretary named Kim, who the Group Sgt. Major asked 
me to take in for awhile; apparently she'd been the 
designated squeeze of some M.l. Major he knew and they 
didn't know what to do with her when he rotated back to 
the world. Beautiful 19-year-old woman, miniskirts, 
great sense of humor (still got the pictures and she still 
looks good).... Kim volunteered to go down to Cholon and 
help us find this place because we didn't stand a prayer.
So, we tool on down to Cholon: Kim. me, my driver 
and a butterbar I borrow from the outfit next door to be 
the witness. We go and we go. with Kim asking directions 
frequently, and finally we pull over on the side of a small, 
very crowded street—with no military vehicles, White 
Mice or anything else reassuring in sight. I figure, let's get 
in and get outta' here ASAP. So I ask Kim, where's the
house we're looking for? She says to come with her down 
this alley.
So, we leave a very unhappy driver clutching his M- 
16 in the jeep and the three of us head on down this 
alley—we've got two.45s and one M-16 between us. No 
extra magazines. (Officially, we're over-armed.) Within 
ten yards of entering lire alley, sunlight has disappeared 
for good. What we got here is this winding alley between 
tall buildings out of the backs of which are extending 
lean-to like dwellings. There's a small path between all of 
this, and it’s full of people, garbage, people, puddles, 
people, crates, and people. A lot of these people are young 
men, more them I'm accustomed to seeing out of uniform. 
Nobody is looking real happy to see us; many seem to be 
incredulous. If you look up, you can see the sky, but on 
the ground several stories below, it's twilight.
We move along as Kim asks questions once in 
awhile. We go a long, twisting, turning way. Occasionally, 
another smaller alley intersects the one we're on like a 
tributary. There are whispers and shouts and murmurs 
as we pass, but I don't notice what's behind us until I turn 
around to see we’re being trailed by a growing crowd. The 
crowd is very quiet, but individual people exclaim as we 
go by and one or two people from each little hovel seem 
to join the group. They are mostly young (under thirty, I 
guess) men and women; some of the guys look like 
Cowboys.
I notice that Kim has stopped addressing us at all, 
and her inquiries sound concerned. 1 start thinking that 
this kid (I think of her as a kid because I'm a 22-year-old 
Man of the World 0-3), who lives in a nice modern 
apartment building and whose Dad works for an Ameri­
can firm, is not on her own turf and is really in over her 
head. Now I'm getting very, very nervous. Butterbar is 
soaking wet and practically hyperventilating, and his 
eyes seem real big as he seeks reassurance. Maintaining 
my Command Presence (tryin' hard, anyway) I keep 
telling him this is all routine. He’s got the only M-16 and 
I wonder if he is any good at all with it, then I realize that 
everything is so dense that even I couldn't miss with 
the.45. It dawns on me that we are right smack in the 
bowels of Cholon—legendary for belonging to no one but 
Charlie and local warlords.
It never crossed my mind to go back—got these 
orders, you know. It never crossed my mind that Kim may 
have brought us here on purpose.
We keep going for what seems like many miles (even 
today I think it must have been close to a mile—surreal). 
Kim stops in front of one of these lean-to's—you can see 
right in to tire "living area" and there's a blanket or 
curtain separating off what must be a small sleeping area 
in the back. Avery uncertain man of about forty comes to 
the entrance and he and Kim talk. She tells me we have 
the right place, that this is the young woman’s (forgot her 
name, too—what's new?) father. I ask her to tell him my 
canned speech about why we're here, but—impetu­
ously—I add that I knew his daughter and am here also 
to pay my respects. I wonder why in the hell I really am 
there.
The father insists that we come in and he puts his 
hands in front of him in a prayer gesture and bows as l
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enter. I don't know from left field about customs at that 
time, but my reflexes have me bowing back. He goes to a
little Styrofoam cooler and pulls out two lukewarm
bottles of what's now Classic Coke—that’s all he has. but
he insists that Butterbarand I have them. He gives us the
only two chairs at a little table and he pulls up a crate or 
something. Kim stays standing by my shoulder. There are 
two other women and a little girl in the hooch. We are 
introduced to the moUier—his wife—and Uie Grand­
mother: they stay over in the shadows, but are attenUve. 
The mob is outside, very quiet except for an occasional 
murmur, just staring. The family doesn't seem to notice 
and I find myself forgetting about them.
We talk for quite awhile. I tell him that his daughter 
was a hooch maid in my company and that she had a 
wonderful sense of humor and beautiful smile (didn't 
have to lie). After we talk a little more, his eyes light up 
and he says that 1 must be the handsome Dai Uy who 
always spoke to the women and would joke with them 
when they were doing laundry. He excitedly calls his wife 
over to tell her of the connection and seems to be 
introducing me all over again. We talk some more.
We finish the Coke and I realize it’s time to get to 
business. How? First he lakes us over to a dresser on one 
end of the hooch. I hadn't really focused on it before, but 
they've set up a little shrine on it. There's a couple of 
candles, a small framed picture of the dead girl, a couple 
of other mementos including a letter or card of some kind 
and. incongruously, a watch. The grief in that hooch had 
been evident all along, now it was very strong: my feelings 
of sharing responsibility helped it along. Don’t anyone 
ever lay that bullshit about "they don't care about death 
the way we do" on me.
I don't know if others have had the same reaction, 
but except for Vietnam I never saw anything like that little 
shrine until 1 first went to the Wall. The Wall is covered 
with lots of little Vietnamese shrines; some of us have 
helped to create them. Ironic, ain’t it?
I seriously consider just getting the hell out of there 
without doing that stupid, insulting payment. 1 consider 
giving them some money out of my own pocket—if Kim 
said it’d be O.K.—and going back and saying we couldn't 
find the place. I want to do anything but offer this family 
a lousy $35 and ask them to sign for it (as I recall, they 
had to sign) while Butterbar and I sign a form and give 
them a copy confirming that Uncle Sam has bought them 
off. In the end. intimidated by the presence of the 
Butterbar and Kim (or maybe because l still believed 
there was a good reason for me to be told to do this shit, 
even if I couldn't understand it at my level). I do the deed. 
Can't say how 1 felt when I was going through it—I was 
numb.
As we start to leave I realize that the crowd is still 
there. I just know that we’ve come this far without any 
grief because they wanted to know what we were up to. I 
honestly believe that they are going to kill us on the way 
back. Or maybe we'll just be captured? Naw. they'll kill 
us. I'm completely fatalistic about it. (O.K.. you knew this 
might happen, right?)
Nothing happened. As we retrace our steps, the 
crowd dwindles: each person peeling off when they get to
their own hooch. By the time we get back to the blinding 
sunlight in the street, there are just a couple of people 
standing at the entrance to the alley. Not one person has 
asked for a cigarette, tried to change money or offered a 
blow-job—on the way in or on the way back.
Hernandez, my driver, is one tense dude. He's sitting 
with his butt on the back of the driver's seat so as to have 
a clear shot—his knuckles are white from gripping the M- 
16 so hard. About ten Cowboys are scattered in a rough 
perimeter, like wolves waiting for the moose to bleed to 
death or let down its guard. He's happy to see us, but 
really pissed off.
Kim was called to another M.l. unit to perform 
pressing duties the next week. I never had much more 
contact with tire Butterbar, so I don’t know if he saw and 
felt what I did. 1 am sure that he tells a version of this story 
from time to time, but it’s really not much of a war story.
I still don'L know exactly what I felt—or feel today— 
but I think about it a lot.
P eter BrusIi  on tKe KHe SanN Veterans 
ReunIon
In July. 1993. the Khe Sanh Veterans Association held a 
reunion in Washington. DC, to commemorate the 25th 
anniversary of the 1968 battle at Khe Sanh. I had never 
been to a veterans reunion before. Over the years I had 
become more curious, not less, about Khe Sanh. In 
January, 1993. I had Lhe opportunity' to return to Viet­
nam, and to the site of the combat base. Now came my 
chance to get together with the people who served there. 
That chance was loo much to pass up.
About 300 Khe Sanh veterans from all the military 
services, plus their supporting personnel, overran the 
Holiday Inn in Georgetown in an operation that com­
menced on 30 June 1993. The reunion chairman. Ken 
Penn, did an outstanding job. thanks in no small manner 
to the large-caliber backup of Bernice Penn. Bernice 
manifested the organizational manner (as well as the 
voice) of a regimental sergeant major.
Ken had served in Mortar Battery, 1st Battalion.
13th Marines, my old unit, and 1 found it disquieting that 
I could not remember him. could not place him at Khe 
Sanh. This confusion ended when I heard someone refer 
to Ken as "Lieutenant Penn." All! Light bulb! The Lieuten­
ant! I think it was that fine handlebar mustache that 
threw me. Ken turned out to be the baby-faced fire 
direction officer who looked like a college freshman 
vaguely lost on campus, always searching for the respect 
second lieutenants found so elusive. I never thought of 
him as “Ken" and wanted to call him "Lieutenant” through­
out the reunion in the interest of continuity.
The Marine Corps was heavily involved in the Khe 
Sanh Veterans’ reunion, and their support was impres­
sive. On 1 July the Marine Corps provided buses and 
drivers to take our group to the Marine Corps Combat 
Development Command located at Quantico, Virginia.
We spent most of the morning touring a series of 
museums containing exhibits depicting Marine Corps
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air-ground operations from 1900 to the end of the Korean 
War. The collections were all first-class and profession­
ally arranged. The only disturbing tiling about the Marine 
Corps museums at Quantico is that there is nothing 
devoted to the Vietnam War. The official reason is lack of 
building space. It is hard to believe that in its multi­
billion dollar budgets the Marine Corps cannot manage to 
provide another dilapidated steel building to illustrate its 
participation in Vietnam, the longest and biggest war in 
Marine Corps history.
After the museums we toured the facilities of the 
Marine Corps Association, publishers of quasi-official 
Marine Corps magazines such as Leatherneck (which all 
recruits “volunteer" to receive while in bool camp) and 
Marine Corps Gazette, the professional journal of Ma­
rine Corps officers. The Association maintains a excellent 
book store of military titles ranging from Clausewitz to 
the Gulf War.
The Khe Sanh vets were treated to a fine lunch in the 
Officer's Club, hosted by a brigadier general. The general 
gave a very emotional speech, informing us how grateful 
the Marine Corps was for our sacrifices at Khe Sanh. The 
general’s version of our sacrifices included the relating of 
such events as searching through the dump for uneaten 
c-rations to ward off hunger and sucking the morning 
dew off sandbags when water in its more conventional 
form was unavailable. Once back on the busses one vet 
announced that there would be a special unit reunion for 
all the Marines that were involved in this sandbag dew­
sucking. I don't know how many showed up.
In the afternoon we were allowed to visit Quantico 
town, a small Virginia ville on the outskirts of the base. 
Here was a fine opportunity to replace the military 
clothing we had outgrown since our enlistments expired. 
After visiting Quantico town’s uniform clothing stores, 
which seems to be all Quantico has in lieu of fleshpots 
and bars, we were bussed to The Basics School, where all 
Marine officers receive their final infantry training. A 
lecture on training goals was followed by an exhibition of 
weapons that are organic to today's Marine infantry 
battalions.
Most of tlie weapons I recognized. One exception was 
a slick Belgian-made light machine gun to replace the 
BAR. The M-79 grenade launcher was gone (known as a 
“blooper" in Vietnam) but this loss was more than com­
pensated for by a grenade launcher machine gun that 
fired the same 40 mm round, but at a firing rate of several 
hundred rounds per minute. 60 mm and 81 mm mortars 
were on display, but not the 4.2" mortars with which my 
battery had been armed. The only 4.2" mortar I saw at 
Quantico had been relegated to h e  Korean War era 
museum. The active duty young Marines at Quantico 
seemed to view h e  Khe Sanh vets as museum pieces as 
well.
On h e  h ird  day o f h e  reunion h e  Khe Sanh vets 
traveled by bus to the Arlington National Cemetery. 
There, in a warm and steady rain, children of Khe Sanh 
veterans participated in a wreath laying ceremony at h e  
Khe Sanh Veterans Memorial. Indicative of h e  official 
support was h e  presence of Marine General Carl E.
Munday. Jr.. Commandant of the Marine Corps, as the 
featured speaker.
In the evening h e  rain further dampened h e  plans 
of h e  Khe Sanh vets. On h e  schedule was h e  Marine 
Corps Evening Parade, held at Marine Barracks. 8th & I 
Streets, in Washington, DC. This is h e  oldest post in h e  
Corps, occupied since 1801 on a site approved by Presi­
dent Thomas Jefferson. After sitting on Marine Corps 
buses for over an hour, h e  Marine Corps decided to take 
a chance on h e  weather and proceed with h e  parade. 
Although it had rained most of h e  day h e  clouds 
disappeared as we arrived at h e  Marine Barracks. A First 
Sergeant magnificently attired in dress blues assured us 
h a t the weaher would cooperate for the duration of h e  
program. W ihin minutes the moon was visible.
The Evening Parade is an extremely impressive 
ceremony. The Khe Sanh vets, as guests of honor, were 
given reserved seating. First up was a concert by h e  
Marine Corps Band. ‘The President's Own." Second was 
the appearance of the Marine Corps Drum and Bugle 
Corps. Near h e  end. with the sun fully set and h e  parade 
ground illuminated by floodlight, was the Silent Drill 
Platoon Rifle Inspection. These men are truly dazzling, 
and do hings with fixed-bayoneted M -ls h a t  I would 
have not thought possible. At the end of h e  ceremony h e  
grounds were plunged into darkness. Breaking h e  still­
ness of h e  moment, a lone Marine appeared bahed in 
spotlight on h e  roof of the barracks. The magical notes 
of 'Taps" lent solemnity and dignity to the end of h e  
ceremony. It was impossible not to be proud of being an 
ex- Marine.
On the evening of July 3 here was a banquet at h e  
hotel. The invocation and benediction were given by Ray 
Stubbe, who was h e  base chaplain at h e  combat base 
during h e  siege, as well as coauhor of h e  best history 
of h e  battle at Khe Sanh. The special presentation guest 
speaker was Nguyen Tuong Anh. Regional Director of h e  
Vietnamese Nationalist Peoples Party. Anh hanked h e  
Khe Sanh vets for their sacrifices. Anh ended his talk with 
h e  presentation to the veterans of his party's flag: red 
stripes on a yellow field (a la the Republic of Vietnam 
Service medal which we were all entitled to wear).
Following h e  banquet was a memorial service at h e  
Vietnam Veterans Memorial at h e  Mall. This was the first 
visit to the Wall for many of h e  Khe Sanh vets. And given 
their history, h ey  were certain to find many familiar 
names. No vet walks away from the Wall unaffected.
Some Khe Sanh vets began to trickle home on h e  4th 
of July. Most stayed. No formal activities were scheduled 
by the reunion committee but here is always plenty to do 
in Washington in h e  summer. In h e  evening 450,000 
people were at the Mall for a spectacular fireworks display 
above the Washington monument. This was the best 
fireworks display I have ever seen. But a vet standing next 
to me was overwhelmed by it. especially when numerous 
rockets would go off at the simultaneously. Fireworks 
don't particularly remind me ofVietnam, but this vet was 
forced to turn away, ears plugged, eyes closed tightly, and 
fear evident on the face h a t pressed into my shoulder.
A good number of h e  vets 1 met were involved with 
police work. The best t-shirt read:
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HOMICIDE 
Chicago Police
"Our Day Begins When Yours Ends”
One of tlie most satisfying things about this reunion 
for me was my ability to appreciate the stories I heard. 
Often when I talk with vets the places and events are 
foreign to me. But not at the KheSanh vets reunion. Most 
in attendance were Marines and most had spent their 
tours of duty in I Corps in the late 1960s. If I hadn't been 
to the places they described at least I had read about 
them, and could find them on a map.
Life at Khe Sanh had been difficult. Often there was 
insufficient rations. It was impossible to keep clean, and 
most of our gear had been destroyed by incoming. 
Hundreds died. I left Vietnam shortly after leaving Khe 
Sanh, certain that my unit and the others that had 
experienced the siege would be in for easier times. This 
was not the case. Virtually everyone I spoke with ran into 
greater difficulties after departing Khe Sanh.
One former corpsman, recently retired from the 
Navy, told me over breakfast of his experiences at a place 
named LZ Margo. Afler two days of battle only two men in 
his platoon of 58 remained unscratched. A entire squad­
ron of medium helicopters was required to evacuate the 
casualties.
One individual I knew well in Vietnam receives a 
100% disability for PTSD—something I never heard of 
before. When his unit got overrun by VC sappers on the 
Cao Doi peninsula, killing nine Marines and wounding 
18, this Marine, a clerk, wound up beating an enemy 
soldier in the face with his rifle butt. But the M-16 is not 
as robust as the M-14 we used for hand-to-hand combat 
training, and it was necessary to use a bayonet to finish 
off the VC sapper. The VC threw a satchel charge into one 
bunker, killing all the inhabitants except one. The bodies 
were badly burned and had to be identified by dental 
records. The lone survivor was at the reunion.
Some of the best times at the reunion were at the 
hotel bar. I met a music teacher from upstate New York 
and a South African journalist who were completely 
mystified by this strange collection of people. Neither had 
even heard of Khe Sanh before wandering into the bar. 
Several vets brought slides from Khe Sanh and projected 
them onto the wall. It was interesting for me to hear them 
argue about what these slides were depicting. They 
couldn't agree on much, each sure of his own authority 
because, you see, each had been at Khe Sanh.
"What do you mean, that isn't Hill 861! Right there 
is where John got hit!"
"Hill 861 is where /got hit! That's not a picture of Hill 
861, goddamn it! 1 oughta know Hill 861 when I see it! I 
lived there for months." And on and on.
I never visited any of the hill positions during the 
siege. We felt that at some point the NVA would attempt 
to overrun the base, and that the hill positions would be 
attacked first. Life on these hilltops seemed to be particu­
larly bleak. They were more exposed to enemy fire and 
clearly at the end of the supply line. I expressed these 
sentiments to a Marine who spent the siege on Hill 881
South, explaining how badly I felt that they had to spend 
the siege there.
“We felt badly for you guys on the base!" he replied 
with a huge smile. "We could hear the rockets and 
arLillery pass overhead on its way to your position, and 
see every round impact into the base. We were glad to be 
in the hills!"
One vet from the 3d Recon Battalion told me of 
sending home a M-79 grenade launcher, a M-14 capable 
of firing fully automatic, plus several fragmentation 
grenades in a sea bag. His mother followed instructions 
and did not open the bag when it arrived home. The thrill 
of possessing such firepower diminished over the years, 
and he eventually threw the fragmentation grenades into 
Great South Bay off Long Island, inadvertently killing a 
sea turtle. The M-79 rounds were placed in concrete 
when he built an addition onto his house. I jokingly 
suggested he might want to sell the M-14 to a drug dealer. 
He mentioned that he had been offered four ounces of 
cocaine for tire rifle. We discussed my acquiring the M-79 
grenade launcher but nothing came of it.
This vet also related a stoiy whereby he acquired a 
knapsack from a dead NVA soldier. The pack contained 
some clothing items, letters from home, some photo­
graphs, two balls of rice and a quantity of marijuana. My 
experience with marijuana in Vietnam was that it was 
very strong stuff. My battalion alone fired tens of thou­
sands of artillery rounds into the NVA positions and the 
airstrikes were continuous. It must have been quite a 
sensation to be caught in a napalm strike while stoned on 
industrial- strength marijuana. Especially with nothing 
to munch on except rice balls.
Many of the anecdotes involved Marines helping 
each other. One infantryman told me of being medevaced 
after being sprayed with shrapnel. He was terrified of 
riding in a helicopter and quickly became cold as the 
chopper gained alLitude. Recognizing his fear and dis­
comfort. the door gunner covered the injured Marine with 
his coat and stuck a lit cigarette in his mouth.
Maybe it is the memory of such little things that 
made these people want to get together again. Men are 
notorious for their inability to show affection, especially 
to men. I don't know why that doesn't seem to be the case 
in war.
In terms of camaraderie, these men lost none in the 
Lwenty- five years since leaving Khe Sanh. Former battal­
ion commanders huddled and talked with former pri­
vates. Best of friends who had not seen each other since 
Lheir Vietnam days spent hours together in the bar, 
bringing each other up to date. Men who still had physical 
problems from their war experience were helped by men 
who went home unscathed. The sense of “family" was 
overwhelming, and very satisfying.
At Khe Sanh we mostly lived in bunkers and trenches. 
I had no occasion to meet people from other units. The 
Marines occupying the hill positions I never even saw. On 
the combat base we were forbidden to be above ground 
unless we had a need. Whatever we did at Khe Sanh in 
1968 we mostly did in isolation from one another.
1 am grateful for the opportunity to meet these 
people.
55
ViET Nam G eneration
At breakfast one vet greeted a friend from his unit. 
"Hey. dude, how you doing?”
The reply was. “I’m doingjust fine. I haven't slept this 
good in years."
Peter Brush, 8 Morrison Avenue, Plattsburgh, NY 12901
AsiAN-AMERiCAN VETS
/ have been trying to meet withAsian-American artists and 
activists, since it is in my interest, as a publisher o f people 
from mainland Southeast Asia, fo r  "Asian-American" to 
come to mean something besides Japanese and Chinese 
people. A lot o f  different kinds o f Americans have an 
interest in identifying themselves as Asians, and a lot o f 
them have no choice but to be identified as Asians by 
everyone else here, and o f course certain elements in the 
two biggest language groups have an interest in control­
ling whatever benefits there are to being "Asian” in America. 
Joyce Brabner tells me that Andre Schiffrin's New Press 
turned down our Cambodian-American comic book project 
because that publisher's Asian-American advisors don't 
think that Khmer people have anything interesting to say. 
So I was on the phone making friends with Tamina Davar, 
an engaging and energetic Asian-American activist from  
Brooklyn who isn’t any more Chinese or Japanese than l 
am. Davar mentioned that she was interested in the cause 
o f Asian-American veterans getting proper recognition fo r  
service in Viet Nam. I told her about Korean-American 
Ernie Spencer's Welcome to Viet Nam Macho Man. The 
next day I sent her a few  books with this letter. I
I have some problems with the project of getting recogni­
tion for Asian-American Viet Nam vets, that is, Asians 
from the U.S. who served in the U.S. Armed Forces during 
the American war in Viet Nam. There is a prehistory to 
any such project, in the creation of the in-group "veteran” 
status. The nature of the prehistory explains why I don't 
support with any vigor the extension of this status to 
outgroups.
The best place to start is in the wars on the Native 
Americans (started by Civil War crazies), then the wars in 
the Philippines (staffed by Indian Wars crazies), then the 
war for the Pacific and the war in China, then Korea. 
These are where men (like for instance a Jew named 
Duffy) got be white, which is what we're talking about 
when we talk about who is a veteran. But a good place to 
start is at home in 1975. At that time, there were two 
dominant images of the U.S. man who had served in 
mainland SE Asia. One was that of the baby-killing, 
village-burning infantryman. This image was the cre­
ation of tlie Viet Nam Veterans Against the War and other 
antiwar vets. Through activism, principally war crimes 
hearings and leaks to reporters (My Lai), these men made 
it clear to Americans that the vets thought of themselves 
as people who had participated in unconscionable slaugh­
ter. As the W A W  faded from public view after 1975. this 
image transmogrified into the "crazy vet," the man driven 
to acts of homicide in the U.S. by his stressful times 
overseas. This image was in turn rehabilitated by the
Rambo movement, accompanied in the academy by a 
revisionist movement towards writing about the war as a 
noble cause betrayed. The crazy vet became the honor­
able man who was stabbed in the back by his government 
and by the press while he was a soldier, and spat upon by 
peace activists upon his return, now deserving of a 
“welcome home."
As this has become a desirable image, other groups 
have tried to gain some of the glory. Women have come 
forward, and now apparently Asian-Americans as well. 
This is a crock of shit, which is one reason the conference 
at Howard was so bad. There is nothing to be proud about 
in having served in Viet Nam. Laos, Cambodia, Thailand, 
or the Philippines with the U.S. military unless you were 
in mutiny. Would you be proud of having served with the 
U.S. Army in the Indian Wars? A person can be proud of 
his or her personal conduct and the character of his or 
her relations with his fellows, but that is different from 
taking pride in association with the grand enterprise of 
the war. There is the legitimate issue of demanding that 
the U.S. government pay the costs of the damage which 
service did to the lives of those who served, but that’s all, 
and that's not the way the professional vets present the 
matter. They want to be heroes for having participated in 
empire and mass murder. There are plenty of Viet Nam 
vets I am proud of. but they are the ones who have 
remained true to the reality of their experiences, who 
speak about war as it is, and take action accordingly. 
These people have been shut out of the national press 
since they threw their medals back at the steps of 
Congress in 1971, startling the country into the process 
of revision i have described to you.
The other image of the Viet Nam veteran dominant at 
the end of tire American war is that of the POW. The image 
has not transmogrified so much as it has simply grown to 
the point where the POW/MIA myth (it is without any 
question a myth: see Bruce Franklin 's M.I.A.: 
Mythmaking in America) has become a folk religion 
among many of those white Americans hardest hit by the 
war. This is weird, because the POWs were those least 
hurt by the war: they were pilots, well-paid, educated, 
professional white men who returned to full employment 
in the U.S.. with no damage even to their self-image or 
world-view. The MLAs are confused with POWs and used 
as an icon by those who cannot afford to admit that the 
real POWs are the homeless vets, the imprisoned vets, the 
vets dead by suicide/drugs/cigarettes/booze/guns/cars. 
the vets warehoused in V.A. hospitals.
The only vets in America I can Lhink of who really 
need recognition as veterans, rather than as human 
beings who were used badly and deserve proper treat­
ment. are the Vietnamese Americans who served with the 
Army of the Republic of Viet Nam. They did the vast bulk 
of the fighting over there, without medevac helicopters or 
American medicine, often without pay and under dire 
compulsion, not for twelve months but for the duration of 
the war. They were our allies and many of them now live 
in our country without access to the benefits that their 
comrades among the veterans of the U.S. armed services 
enjoy. There are also the Viets, ITmong, Lao people.
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Khmers and others who worked for the Army or State 
Department as irregular soldiers.
The Asian-American group whose service in the war 
is truly neglected are the whores, the women who served 
the sexual and emotional needs of the U.S. weir machines 
in the Philippines, in Japan, in Korea. Thailand. Laos, 
and Viet Nam and who eventually made their way here. 
Start agitating for pensions and V.A. benefits for them 
and I'll work for you.
I should tell you I even have mixed feelings about the 
Wall. I think it is about as humane as a militarist war 
memorial by a Yale graduate is going to get. But soldiers, 
especially U.S. soldiers who died in the theater of war. are 
about the last group of dead from that war whom Ameri­
cans need to have brought to their attention.
Ethnic solidarity and vet's issues mix together into 
bullshit unless you have a lot of facts and draw a lot of 
distinctions. There's a lot to be proud of in the G.l. 
movement against the war. led in Viet Nam by black 
power activists in the military. 1 wish I knew more about 
Native American attitudes—1 think of the Plains men as 
bikers who like to light, but I’m sure it's more complicated 
than that. The common Chicano attitude that the war 
was just another shitty job poor people had to do for the 
rich has lot of worth. In Asia, this is the general attitude 
towards military service, and I hate to hear of Asian 
Americans trying Lo make out like they were heroes—that 
is to say, white men with big chests—in Viet Nam.
P eter BrusH on O tto  LrliRAck's Mo ShiNiNQ  
A r m o r :  T U e  M a r in e s  a t  W a r  in  V i e t n a m . A n  
O r a I  H i s t o r y .
(Lawrence. KS: University Press of Kansas, 1992.)
Peter Brush. 8 Morrison Avenue. Plattsburgh. NY 12901
Otto J. Lehrack offers a different approach in his attempt 
to tell "what it was like to be a grunt in Vietnam" (xvii). No 
Shining Armor is an oral history of the 3d Battalion. 3d 
Marine Regiment (3/3) from its arrival in Vietnam in 1965 
until the unit embarked for the United States in 1969. 
This chronological approach nicely illustrates the chang­
ing character of the war over time.
Every person who served with 3/3 and could be 
contacted was invited to contributed to this project, and 
this solicitation yielded more raw material than could be 
used. Lehrack assures the reader that he maintained 
throughout the editing process the objective of present­
ing "a coherent and accurate account of what the infantry 
experience was really like in the eyes of the men who lived 
it" (xviii). 3/3 was chosen because it was an ideal unit to 
represent the Marine experience, having served in all 
areas of 1 Corps. Further, Lehrack had been attached to 
3/3 in Vietnam and felt this intimate relationship would 
incline the participants in the oral history project Lo trust 
him to properly represent their experiences.
It seems obvious to me that Marines would have to 
learn combat tactics that were particular to the Vietnam
War. Less obvious is that the Marine Corps as an institu­
tion also had a learning process to undergo in order to 
function effectively in Vietnam. The first mission of 3/3 
was to guard the airfield at Chu Lai. These Marines had 
heavy uniforms and combat boots that would not dry out. 
sandbags that leaked sand, no hot food, no post office, no 
free mail, no showers, no beer, and no combat pay [the 
law authorizing combat pay had yet to be passed by 
Congress). One sergeant relates an incident that illus­
trates this adaptation process: The policy of polishing 
boots was done away with, as highly polished boots 
would not breathe. Black saddle soap replaced boot 
polish, "... [and] we didn't have any camouflage grease 
paint. I had these men rub this saddle soap on their face. 
They looked good. 1 inspected them. I was in my bunker 
and over the phone Corporal Davis says. 'We need some 
help." I said. 'What's the matter?’ And he said, 'We can't 
see.’ I says. 'Why?' He says. 'Our eyes are burning from 
the sweat and that saddle soap.' And they were all 
temporarily blinded... I thought 1 was doing the right 
tiling and as it turned out I almost got my troops killed" 
(23-24). If combat is indeed ninety percent boredom and 
ten percent terror, then 3/3's experience was highly 
unusual. The bulk of No Shining Armor deals with 
firelights, ambushes, airstrikes, medevacs. incoming 
and outgoing artillery, killing and being killed, capturing 
prisoners and being captured, as 3/3 traverses the I 
Corps Tactical Zone.
Poignant scenes are rare; the best is by a lance 
corporal who says of Con Thien. “I really loved that place" 
and continues with a description of a meal where rain 
water to boil spaghetti was collected by helmet from a rut 
left by tank in a minefield. The smell of the tomato sauce 
was “outstanding." a reminder of home, and the meal 
gave "a family type of feeling." The bunker was secure. 
Lhere was mail, an electric light to read by and opportu­
nities to socialize with other guys in the squad. (311- 
312).
Lehrack mentions the erosion of discipline in his 
chapter introduction on that subject, but doesn't give 
drug use. racism, or fragging much attention. He sees 
these things not as symptoms of the structural shortcom­
ings of the military in the context of a changing society, 
but rather as problems themselves: "Many Marines be­
lieved that their toughest enemy was not the NVA but 
rather these societal changes that seemed to assault the 
very foundations of the Corps" (324). For better or worse, 
the turbulent 1960s. would drag a kicking and screaming 
Marine Corps along with it. "Concerning the drugs over 
Lhere. There really wasn't very much of it that I saw....” 
(304). “There wasn't very much racial tension at all. If 
there was... it didn’t last very long... it kind of defused 
itself.” (254). Only one fragging incident is mentioned. 
The narrator, who was a sailor, implies that it was a 
racially motivated attack by Marines upon sailors at­
tached to the unit (326).
Lehrack is convinced his narration "attempts to give 
the reader a sense of how it felt to serve with the Corps in 
Vietnam" but I remain skeptical about the depth of his 
picture. Perhaps veterans of 3/3 who were traumatized 
by their experience chose not to participate in this oral
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history. Perhaps the general sense of satisfaction that is 
portrayed by their experience is due to Lehrack's editing 
process.
I think No Shining Armor would especially appeal 
to veterans ofVietnam. It contains beaucoup militaryspeak 
and the physical descriptions ofVietnam are very good. 
But it reads like it had the official stamp of approval of the 
Marine Corps, and is not a critical examination. Lehrack’s 
Marines seemed unconcerned with the impact their 
presence made upon Vietnamese society. Their regrets 
center around the notion that they could have won the 
war. but were not allowed to do so. They were too many 
rules that forced them to fight with one hand tied behind 
their back. It was a good war. but could have been even 
better. "War certainly wasn't pleasant... but... it was one 
of the most satisfying times I've ever experienced" (355). 
"We had a good time and we had some bad times, but all 
in all, 1 wouldn’t trade that experience" (356). I'm better 
for it now" (356). “I'm eternally grateful I didn't miss 
Vietnam" (362). "I have no regrets and I wouldn't trade a 
day of it" (362).
Can war be this good for so many? Where are the 
dissenting opinions among the former Marines of 3d 
Battalion. 3d Marines?
I W ant A  MecIa I
The follow ing is excerpted from  the “Articles and News" 
column o f Lesbian Connection: For, By 6t About 
Lesbians, Volume 16, Issue 1 (July/August 1993), 
Helen Diner Memorial Women’s Center, Ambitious 
Amazons, PO Box 811. East Lansing. MI 48826. I
I want a medal. I deserve one. I have Post Traumatic 
Stress Disorder, but I never went to Vietnam. I survived 
child sexual assault. I'm going through everything veter­
ans with PTSDexperience: nightmares, flashbacks, head­
aches, severe depression, extreme nervousness, etc. I've 
been through a war.
War veterans are decorated for their injuries: the}' 
get a Purple Heart. I’m wounded and disabled. I’ve been 
fighting for my dignity, personal power, safety and free­
dom since infancy. I’ve survived thirty-nine years of war 
and I deserve an award—the highest one— for my hero­
ism. I propose a Black Heart of Valor.
While I’m at it, 1 think I ought to be recognized for all 
my campaign battles; I want to be honored for all the 
sexual assaults I’ve endured. Instead of living in fear and 
harboring my secrets, I want to be able to point to 
campaign ribbons and say. "I survived being raped by my 
grandfather and molested by my grandmother, father 
and both brothers. These are for the three times strange 
men have exposed themselves to me. the two obscene 
phone callers, the time I was goosed by an employer." I 
could use a cluster of stars to stand for the time my 
brother and his friends got drunk and assaulted me when 
I was eleven. I could explain that the five silver bars on my 
chest indicate the times when I was attacked and man­
aged to talk, scream or fight my way out of being raped.
And I’d have oak leaves (three of them) for each time I can 
remember when my brother tried to kill me.
I’m tired of being a faceless statistic. I’m not alone. 
I want Lo be believed. I can’t take all my perpetrators to 
court, but I want to formally indict each and every one of 
them. I want to be acknowledged for my bravery. I want 
others like me to find the courage to step forward and 
break the silence that keeps us hidden, makes us feel so 
alone and isolated. I want a ceremony, too. I want all of 
us. women and children and men. to heal from the shame 
and devastation of our battles, fought, lost and endured. 
Through honestly displaying our valor, we can honor 
ourselves and our dead.
I'm a war veteran and I want to be decorated for it. 
I wish this system of medals and ribbons could be 
available on a national level. What a unique way to gather 
data on just how pervasive this problem is. How healing 
this all might be.
I’m a war veteran and I want to be decorated for it.
—Artemis, Seattle, WA
FORQiVE ANd FORQET-ANd ThEN MOVE O n
Ed Henry (Armed Services Vacations. Inc., 201 North 
Union St., Suite 350. Alexandria. VA 22314) gives every 
vet who goes back to Viet Nam with him a copy o f the 
following essay. He makes them read it before they get on 
the plane. He says he wrote this piece after reading “a 
bunch o f stuff about the 25 th Anniversary o f the Tet and 
Khe Sanh battles." What people need to understand, he 
writes, is that "we lost the war."
Twenty five years after the U.S. and the former Republic 
ofVietnam went through one of the most pivotal periods 
of the war with North Vietnam, tire United States still 
suffers from what has been labeled as the "Vietnam 
Syndrome." We question again and again the final legacy 
of America's longest, and certainly most complicated, 
war. Academicians and armchair strategists engage in 
their parlor games of who won and who lost, who suffered 
and who didn’t. Speculation and talk is cheap—points 
are made without a true point of reference. The reality of 
the national psychic cost is better understood when you 
consider that government statistics show that some 43 
million Americans are connected (family-related) to the 
58.000 names on the Vietnam Veterans Memorial in 
Washington. DC. Statistically, we still have a huge sec­
tion of our American population that needs lo come to 
closure over the losses suffered in the Vietnam war.
The whole of the U.S.. and especially its families were 
traumatized by a great loss of its sons and daughters in 
a war that lasted too long. Years after the fact, a huge 
segment of our population still questions the meaning of 
the loss. The truth is, no matter how many military 
“victories" we've seen since the end of the Vietnam war. 
or no matter how many presidential speeches have 
decreed that Vietnam is over with, we Americans seem 
reluctant to let go of this tiring called the Vietnam Era.
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Library book shelves continue to gather more and more 
tomes extolling someone's new and final analysis of the 
Vietnam war and its aftermath. Psycho-babblers and 
media people scan the cracks of America to find the most 
weirded-out vets for Memorial Day and Veteran's Day 
interviews. All of it continues to perpetuate the myth that 
anyone who came back to America from the war in 
Vietnam is a screwball—and the psycho-babblers and 
second-year psychology students love every minute of it.
Speaking as a veteran, 1 served as a Navy Corpsman 
with the Marine Corps for six years. 1 know what the 
brutality of modern warfare can do to human beings. My 
family lost a cousin in the Vietnam war and so did my 
wife’s family. Both of our families have a sacred and 
eternal connection to the Wall in Washington, and I can 
empathize with those families who paid the ultimate cost 
in the life of a son or daughter. I neuer though of the cost 
to the other side until I made my first trip back to Vietnam 
in 1988.
The Summer of 19881 found myself in a village called 
Co Loa on the outskirts of Hanoi with two American vet 
friends. The trip up to that point had been a wonderful 
lark—just another great adventure. I had no idea I was in 
for a moment of insight, a life-change.
We were going through a very beautiful and very 
ancient temple complex with a young man who was well- 
spoken, yet by the sight of him, extremely poor. As he 
talked softly and we all walked through the village 
together, he did a strange thing: he turned suddenly and 
faced us, and said. "Your bombs killed my whole family 
in 1970!" He blurted the words out with an amount of 
controlled agitation. We were shocked and quiet and you 
could have cut the air with a knife. All of us sat beneath 
a tree. The young man poured some tea and we talked. 
I've never been the same since that day of discussion.
Many strange things have happened to me and in my 
life since my participation in the Vietnam war. Not all of 
them have been wonderful. It’s almost as if an unknown 
force had driven me to that point in Co Loa twenty years 
and 30,000 miles later, through time and space. I was 
forced to begin considering the losses of the other side, 
and how much more these people had suffered than us. 
Four-hundred-thousand killed in combat. One-and-a- 
half million civilian casualties. Three- to four-hundred- 
thousand missing in action and never accounted for: all 
of these figures being estimates that I've heard or read in 
various American and Vietnamese reports.
I offer no apologies for us or them. For the rest of that 
trip my traveling partner Paul Lieberman and me talked 
about reconciliation—how we had to reconcile ourselves 
first and then our Vietnam veteran brothers and sisters, 
and then just maybe the rest of the world. As an upstand­
ing and practicing Catholic, lam supposed to understand 
the full implications of reconciliation. I don't think ever 
truly understood it until that day in Co Loa. deep in the 
heartland of what wc used to call the enemy. I learned on 
that trip to Vietnam and on subsequent trips, that the 
Vietnamese people had already reconciled themselves 
with the idea that America could not. or would not, 
forever be thought of as the enemy. In both of our 
countries a whole new generation of Americans and
Vietnamese have grown to maturity who have no recollec­
tion of tlie waryears. Only our older generations have any 
memories of it.
On a return trip in 1990.1 spoke with a party official 
high in the ranks of the bureaucracy in Saigon. He was 
of my generation and as 1 spoke of the war years he 
interrupted me with, "When you American veterans are 
able to admit to yourselves that America lost the war. 
then true reconciliation will happen." I couldn't disagree 
with him and he knew it. I must have spent the next six 
months thinking about his comments.
The truth is, when you travel back to Vietnam you 
realize after a while that the older generation of Vietnam­
ese have put the war behind them. The same sense of 
Vietnamese will that caused America's defeat is now 
focused on solving Vietnam's emotional woes. They have 
a national sense of “getting on with it," moving past the 
past. This national thinking is very much tied to their 
histoiy which happens to be a couple thousand years 
older than ours. Why dwell on a minute time period in 
that unfolding history?
We will not be healed of the Vietnam syndrome until 
every American is willing to reconcile himself or herself 
with all that occurred during a dark time in America's 
history. Except for the U.S. Civil War, no other war was 
more divisive for the American public. And lest we forget 
the Vietnamese side, millions bled and died in the name 
of the national will. Buried ordnance, more than was 
dumped on all of Europe during World War II, continues 
to kill and maim and we may never know the destructive 
extent of the millions of gallons of herbicides we spread 
over the landscape of Vietnam.
Reconciliation will also have to take place among the 
millions of Vietnamese who have fled Vietnam during and 
after the war, as all of us. veterans, Vietnamese, Ameri­
can, and Vietnamese refugees, try to untangle our way 
toward normalization. The first and most important step 
is with us, the veterans. We have to release ourselves 
from our anger and bitterness and we have to release 
ourselves from past situations over which we had no 
control. We have to face our racism and we have to 
understand what drives it. so we can rid it from our belief 
systems.
Each of us has to give up—and forgive—and then 
move forward. The major step is to forgive ourselves, so 
the self-punishment and national punishment over the 
Vietnam war will cease.
In town to help me with the New Haven/Hue Sister City 
Committee. Ed Henry told me that he and his Memorial 
Day Poets are collecting poems fo r an anthology on the 
wall.
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TH e  Ca t  ANd t He  H a t  as V iet Nam  W ar Text
Whenever Dan and I go see a new movie or read a new 
book, we’re always sure that, one way or another, it 
relates to the Viet Nam war. We thought we were hung up 
on this until we heard from  Tim Driscoll, whose analysis o f 
Dr. Seuss' The Cat In The Hat as Viet Nam war text so 
fa r exceeded our wildest imagination that we were forced 
to tip our hats in tribute to tire greatest interpretive stretch 
we'd yet come across. —Kali
I never heard of the good Doctor Seuss until my later 
years. When we got a kid, my wife got the Dr. Seuss books.
The Cat in the Hat starts out with two kids in a house 
on a monsoon day. (Tire kids represent the American 
People.) And the kids were in the house by themselves, 
and they were full of boredom because of all the rain. (This 
represents the American People during the Ike years.) 
And also there is this goldfish in a fish bowl. (The goldfish 
represents the collective conscience of America.) And in 
pops this cat with a hat. The cat is very adventuresome. 
(Now we are moving into the 1960s—the cat is actually 
the American Government.) Well the cat (Government) is 
trying to talk the kids (the American People) into playing 
some games which will mess up the house. But the 
goldfish (conscience) is yelling, telling the kids to get the 
damn cat out of the house before they get in trouble. (It's 
right about here that tire conscience basically turns into 
the War Protester.) So the cat does start playing all these 
games and the house does gel very messed up. (That's the 
Viet Nam war). And the goldfish gets all beat up (just like 
the hippie peace lovers). And then there is this part where 
the cat is yelling for everyone to look at him because he 
can hold all these things at once—cup. milk, cake, books, 
rake, goldfish, toy ship, toy man. red fan—and bounce 
the ball at the same Lime. (Toy ship, toy man. red fan, get 
it?) But then the cat fell and everything fell all over and 
made a big mess. (That was the Tet Offensive of 1968.) 
And the goldfish said. "Do I like this? Oh. no! I do not. This 
is not a good game." (See. the goldfish turns into Cronkite 
at this point.) The rest of the book is pretty anticlimactic 
and predictable: the house gets more messed up and the 
tricks continue, a couple of new characters are intro­
duced—Thing One and Thing Two. (They represent the 
post-Viet Nam era American Presidents.) But then Lhe 
goldfish starts yelling that the mother is on her way in. 
(Mother is actually the Kuwaitian Adventure.) So the cat 
cleans up Lhe house and everything ends OK. (Everything 
ends okay except for the fucking kids. They get fucking 
PTSD.) Actually, the book was published in 1975. so you 
can see what a visionary Dr. Seuss was.
And Sally and 1 did not know what to say. Should we 
tell her the things that went on there that day? Should 
we tell her about it? Now what should we do? Well... 
what would you do if your mother asked you?
Tim Driscoll, email: fdrisco@apg-9.apg.army.mil
CREATiVE FiNANCE fROM STEVE CoTTReU
A manager of AM-SOUTH's Bayou La BaLre branch once 
asked me how he could attract more Vietnamese custom­
ers to make loans—"We really do want to loan you 
money." he said. I suggested that he not charge interest 
and he would have as many Vietnamese customers as he 
could handle. That certainly was not the answer he 
wanted to hear, but it is the truth.
The Vietnamese have their own financing system 
called Hui. Cambodians have a similar one called Liang 
Tong Tien. Korean-Americans call it Keh. An enterprising 
individual, often a woman, with good business sense will 
organize a Hui association. Certain families who are 
known to be relatively affluent are invited to contribute a 
fixed sum of money every month to a financial pool. The 
leader collects her agreed upon percentage and manages 
a lottery plan which distributes the remainder to a 
different person each month. There is some flexibility 
built into the rotation system. If. for instance, a par­
ticipating family needs the lump payout before its turn, 
that family, if it can afford it. can usually buy a place 
closer to the top of the list. Once each member receives a 
payout, the Hui dissolves. All in all, it’s a handy mecha­
nism for those who have no capital and no credit, little or 
no familiarity with tire American banking system, and 
almost no English.
In my town, families use the Hui to finance busi­
nesses. purchase or repair shrimp boats and equipment, 
and, sometimes, to provide for marriage prices. Since 
mutual trust and loyalty are essential, the practice of Hui 
is closed to all but the invited. It's also closed to the IRS. 
to the hated tax collector. In Lhe countries of origin, the 
tax collector took money and gave it to regimes hated by 
the people. In Lire Louisiana Bayou, taxation is appreci­
ated as much as a mosquito in the air on a hot summer's 
eve. But Lhe real key to the success of the Hui is mutual 
trust. However, in tire United States the Hui does not 
always work as it did in the old country. It depends on a 
delicately balanced societal infrastructure which does 
not take root easily in American soil. Sometimes unscru­
pulous organizers abscond with lire bank, and in the U.S. 
refugees are much more distrustful of their refugee 
neighbors. Families from North, Central, and South 
Vietnam and throughout Cambodia all find themselves 
living in the same neighborhoods. Political, religious 
[Catholic, Buddhist. Cao Dai. Hoa Hao. Baptist, etc.), 
linguistic, and social class differences all contribute to 
the suspicions found in these communities.
Nonetheless, the Hui system is alive and working 
fairly well in Bayou La Batre. It is a transitional mecha­
nism which allows members of these cultures to achieve 
rapidly levels o f opportunity Lhal all immigrants to this 
country seek. In due time, my banker friend will get his 
wish. Of course, if he were really smart he would create 
a way to integrate the Hui system into the standard 
system.
Excerpted from  a column in The Harbinger, by Stephen 
Cottrell, Coordinator, Office o f  International Services. Uni­
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versity o f South Florida, Mobile, AL 36688-0002. Cottrell 
worked fo r ten years in refugee resettlement. Five o f those 
years were under the auspices o f the Archdiocese of 
Mobile in Bayou La Batre where he still resides with his 
Cambodian wife and three children.
SisTER CiTy
A group of us in New Haven (including VG authors Ben 
Kiernan and Nicole Vecchi) have been meeting for more 
than a year to establish a Sister City relationship with 
Hue. We have had representatives meet with municipal 
officials in Hue. to explain our interest and to solicit their 
reactions. It seems like the Sister City relationship will 
lead to some educational exchange. The officials in Hue 
are especially interested in gaining training in urban 
planning, library science, and special education. Raising 
funds for this kind of tiling hinges on our meeting all the 
requirements for gaining official Sister City status. One 
requirement is official approval from our New Haven city 
government.
There are Sister City projects In the works in Los 
Angeles, Seattle, Honolulu and Baltimore. But New Ha­
ven is the first so far to win endorsement from both the 
Vietnamese and the U.S. municipal partners. We got a 
letter from Hue’s People’s Committee this summer, and 
we succeeded this fall in gaining a resolution from the 
New Haven Board of Alderman endorsing our project. 
After the fact, white POW/MLA activists from the subur­
ban towns have convinced the Board of Aldermen to vote 
to consider rescinding their endorsement. The political 
opposition is fierce, organized principally by the fat guys 
in cammies and red berets. One day these POW/MLA 
freaks will be like the Flat Earth Society and that lying, 
evil black flag will be an embarrassment to every fire 
house and post office in the country, but right now the 
paramilitary martyr cult can still intimidate politicians.
There will be a hearing on 17 November 93, Wednes­
day. in the evening, at 200 Orange Street in New Haven, 
to allow ail sides to express their views to the Human 
Resources Sub-Committee of the Board of Aldermen. 
Since the local paper has treated our opposition as the 
side of veterans and of patriotism, we have been soliciting 
sober, responsible people to come and make clear that 
most veterans and most informed Americans, including 
overseas Vietnamese, do not object to our project. Travel 
agent Ed Henry and former W A  membership executive 
Wayne Smith are coming from the Washington. DC. Ben 
Chitty is bringing a car full of brothers from the Clarence 
Fitch Chapter of the Viet Nam Veterans Against the War. 
John McAuliffe is coming from the United States-Indochina 
Reconciliation Project. Kevin Bowen and friends are 
coming from the William Joiner Center, and John Wheeler 
of Beyond the Wall has already spent a lot of time lobbying 
on our behalf. The hearing will feature local veterans and 
Vietnamese as well. It will be a circus. 1 am going to ask 
Kali to come and write up the proceedings for the next 
issue.
Update as we go to press—Kali couldn't make it to the 
meeting. I sure wish she could have, because I was loo 
busy to count heads and lake names. Here is a quick report 
l made fo r Hank Poli at Indochina Digest. Hank was 
anxious to gel the word out about our difficulties, since 
they are typical o f many nuisances that American friends 
o f Viet Nam have faced lately. For example, the Treasury 
Department just froze the assets o f a small NCO that 
works to improve ocular surgery in Viet Nam. because they 
bought some equipment in India from  an Indian concern 
that transacted some o f the business in New York. See 
Bruce Franklin's interview in Lies o f Our Times, Decem­
ber 1993. pages 10-13, fo r a perspective which explains 
why normalization may not be as near and as inevitable 
as many think. Powerful business interests, led in lobby­
ing by Nixon and Kissinger, favor a strong relationship 
with China and none with Viet Nam, over a strong commit­
ment to the Southeast Asia region, including Viet Nam. as 
a counter to China. So we may have to live with the hateful, 
ignorant POW/MIA jerks and their funny hats and pirate 
fa g s  fo r a while longer.
New Haven. CT—On Wednesday. November 17. the 
Sub-Committee on Human Resources o f the New 
Haven Board of Aldermen met in a public hearing for 
all those concerned with the resolution before the 
Board to rescind the Board's September Resolution 
declaring New Haven a Sister City with Hue in Viet 
Nam. The hearing lasted 5 1/2  hours, from 6 p m  to 
1 1 :30 pm . All speakers were limited to three minutes. 
Speaking against recension (in favor of the Sister City 
declaration) were members of the New Haven Committee 
to Form a Sister City with Hue. local supporters, and out- 
of-town advocates. Committee members included Hubert 
Woodard. Committee Chair. Howie Chernikoff of the New 
Vietnam Veterans Memorial. Nicole Vecchi. M.D.. of the 
Yale-Viet Nam Education Fund. Thuy Dinh of the East 
Haven Veterans Administration Hospital. Dan Duffy of 
Viet Nam Forum and Viet Nam Generation, Inc., Kathy 
Schas of The Obor Foundation, Jim Spencer of Yale’s 
Forestry School and three members of the Yale Vietnam­
ese Student Association. Local supporters included Louis 
DeBennedetti of the Viet Nam Veterans Against the War 
and Hugh Manke. chairman of the board of the Interna­
tional Voluntary Service. Out of town supporters in­
cluded John McAuliffe of the US-Indochina Reconcilia­
tion Project, Ed Henry of Friends of the Viet Nam Veterans 
Memorial. John Wheeler of Beyond the Wall. Ben Chitty 
of the Clarence Fitch Chapter of the Viet Nam Veterans 
Against the War. and Helen Muller. Speakers for the 
opposition (in favor of rescinding the Sister City resolu­
tion) included members of W A  chapters and POW/MIA 
clubs from East Haven and other suburban towns, a 
number of recent Vietnamese ex-convict immigrants 
from Bridgeport, and Linda Schwartz of W A ’s National 
Board of Directors. Four members of the Human Re­
sources Sub-Committee were present for Lhe full hearing, 
and several other alderman, including the chairman of 
the full Board, stopped in for an hour or so. The atmo­
sphere in the hearing room was threatening and unre­
strained by civil order. John Wheeler was threatened
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during his testimony by cries of “Lock and load" from fat 
bearded men in fake military uniforms. The Vietnamese 
young people, especially the women, were threatened in 
Vietnamese by Vietnamese nationalists holding long 
pointed poles with the red and yellow banner of a defunct 
nation hanging from them. The subcommittee's vote in 
favor of rescinding the Sister City resolution was a 
foregone conclusion. The committee chair consistently 
cut off Sister City supporters at the time limit, while 
allowing those speaking against the Sister City resolu lion 
to maunder on. The chair, aged Italian-American ma­
chine Democrat mother of our progressive Congressional 
Representative, Rosa DeLauro, questioned the creden­
tials of almost every speaker from our side, while letting 
every “vet” from the other side claim authority without 
question. 1 didn’t see any DD-214s. The committee didn't 
question my credentials, because at our last hearing, I 
told them about my cousin David sending home an ear, 
and everyone turned green. At the end, the only vote in 
favor of maintaining the Sister City resolution came from 
the only black alder on the committee, a woman who cited 
her church’s position in favor of forgiveness and recon­
ciliation. The Lord bless and keep her. The Sub-Commit­
tee will reporL its vote to the full Board of Alderman next 
week. On December 20. tire full Board will vote on 
whether to rescind the Sister City resolution or not. The 
Sister City Committee now counts 13 votes in its favor, 
out of a total 30 aldermen. Contact the Sister City 
Committee via Secretary Dan Duffy. 203-387-6882, or 
Chair Hubert Woodard. 203-776-7856.
Tam  GiAO ViET Nam
/ get to work a lot with the Yale Vietnamese Students 
Association, (ViSA). The group organized a successful 
conference on Tam Giao Viet Nam/Revisiting Viet Nam 
this fa ll at the Yale Law School. About sixty Vietncimese- 
American students from  Northeastern colleges attended, 
and about twenty random assorted people. ViSA's dy­
namic leadership—Mai Lam, Uyen Le, Hien Tran, and 
Dung Nguyen— brought white national figures John 
McAuliJfe o f United States Indochina Reconciliation Project. 
Earl Martin o f Mennonite Central Committee, and Ben 
Kieman o f the Yale History Department, as well as Tom 
Hensleigh from Save the Children and Larry Ritterfrom the 
Pearl Buck Foundation, to speak alongside Vinh Nguyen o f 
l-Iarvard, Nicole Vecchi. M.D. o f  the Yale Viet Nam Educa­
tion Fund, and Toan Phan, a Ha Noi lawyer and bureau­
crat. Mary Hsu, one o f the Yale College Deans, welcomed 
the participants to the university. There were no national­
ist protesters. Toan Phan was questioned closely on his 
position that foreign investors who expect the Vietnamese 
government to change before they invest will wait a long 
time, and some students wondered why Vinh Nguyen had 
to begin his discussion o f contemporary Vietnamese litera­
ture with the literary debates o f 1862. but there were no 
harsh words. The whole event was marvelously sane and 
healthy. Afterwards, there was dinner, then a dance. Here 
is the text o f  the ViSA conference brochure, and then a
memo on infomiation resources I preparedfor participants 
at the students' request.
ViSA was formed in 1987 in response to the troubling 
practice of repatriation. The Vietnamese Students Asso­
ciation of Yale has since evolved to foster friendship and 
cultivate self-identity.
Tam Giao Viet Nam is ViSA's first conference in four 
years. As the presence of Vietnamese in America ap­
proaches twenty years, and as Viet Nam advances to­
wards a new era of political, economic, and technological 
development. Vietnamese-Americans need to define their 
role in the future of Viet Nam.
Most Vietnamese-American college students have 
spent the majority of their lives in the United States. Is it 
possible for them to define their role in the future of Viet 
Nam when their knowledge and understanding of Viet 
Nam are limited by what they hear but not validate by 
what they can see or feel?
This conference does not address this issue, but 
hopes to facilitate Vietnamese-Americans in their search 
for their role in the future of Viet Nam by presenting a 
little history, a little modern politics, and a little culture 
(and a little fun!).
Thank you for coming! Signed: Hung Dang, Hanh 
Do. Tran Do. Dung Lee, Linda Lee, Diep Nguyen. Michelle 
Nguyen. Bao Thuy Paham. Margaret Thompson, San 
Tran, To Lan Dang. Liem Do, Mai Lam, Uyen Le, Bang 
Nguyen, Dung Nguyen, Thuy Nguyen, Anh Phan, Hien 
Tran, and Carolyn Trin.
Memo to Vietnamese-American stucIents at 
tNe YaLe ViSA Conference 16 Oct 9? Sat
From: Dan Duffy. Executive Editor. Viet Nam Forum/ 
Lac Viet, Yale University Council on Southeast Asia 
Studies, Box 13A New Haven. CT 06520. 203-432-3432, 
FAX 5963, home 203-387-6882.
Subject: Yale ViSA asked me to prepare a list of resources 
for people who wish to find work in Viet Nam, and for 
people interested in Vietnamese literary culture. Here is 
the best I could do in a couple of hours at home before the 
conference. Please feel free to call me if you want any 
further information. I would prefer a phone call to a FAX 
or a letter. If you want to speak with meat the conference:
! am six feet tall, blond, weigh two hundred and twenty 
pounds, and wear a dark suit.
P art  O ne: Jobs
To Get to Viet Nam to Work
Trained professionals and experienced executives 
have a very hard time finding work in Viet Nam from the 
U.S. The ultimate conclusion of every person I know who 
has tried has been to go to Viet Nam at his or her own 
expense and look for a position from there. Think of the 
expense as an investment, probably a pretty good one. If 
you're bright and energetic and you can deal with the 
cultural problems involved, Viet Nam and the interna­
tional community needs you: you’ll find something to do.
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You might think about acquiring some valuable skill 
before you go. though. Formal training in language 
instruction is easily acquired in evening classes here, and 
is a valued skill overseas. If you decide to go prospect for 
work, one of the best ways to go to Viet Nam and meet 
people who can help you is to go as a student, sponsored 
by a U.S. group or a Vietnamese agency who understands 
your objectives.
Language Study
The Hanoi Foreign Language College (Thanh Xu an, 
Dong Da, Ha Noi, Viet Nam. Tel and Fax 84.4.262468) 
offers individual instruction, room and board for about 
$300/month (price quoted in September 1992). They will 
also arrange your visa, sponsor you in Viet Nam, and 
send you on guided trips with other students. It is the 
language program I recommend when people ask, but 
there are a million ways to study language there. You can 
just go on a tourist visa, stay with relatives, and hire a 
tutor or enroll at the local university, but there is some 
value to being affiliated wiLh a program geared Lo your 
needs. Two U.S.-based language programs in Viet Nam 
are offered by the School for International Training 
(KiplingRoad. Brattleboro. V T05301,802-257-7751, ext 
2110) and the Council for International Educational 
Exchange (205 East 42nd Street. NY NY 10017. 212- 
661-1414, ext. 1486). They are pretty expensive. A good 
way to get started on Vietnamese language and make lots 
of contacts to help you study on your own in Viet Nam is 
to attend the 8-week Southeast Asian Studies Summer 
Institute (SEASSI), which will be at the University of 
Michigan at Ann Arbor this next summer, and start 
Vietnamese language there. Contact: SEASSI. Southeast 
Asian Studies Office, 4115 Helen C. White Hall. 600 
North Park Street, Madison, Wisconsin, tel. 608-263- 
1755, FAX 608-263-7125; email: seasian@macc.wisc.edu.
Teaching
If you want to teach English overseas, get some 
official training in teaching English to Speakers of other 
Languages (ESL). Most people who apply for these jobs do 
not have this training: you will stand out.
A good place to start looking is Volunteers in Asia. 
Theiraddress is PO Box4543, Stanford, CA. 94309, 415- 
723-3228. FAX 725-1805.
Humanitarian
The single best way to find a job working with a 
humanitarian agency concerned with Viet Nam is to 
attend two meetings that happen in June. The bigger one 
is the NGO Forum. All the white (and many of the Viet 
Kieu) Non Governmental Organizations which work in 
Viet Nam. Laos, or Cambodia go there each year to do 
their business, including to look for personnel. The date 
and place for Lhis year are not yet set, but it will be late 
in June in NY or Washington, DC. Call the USIRP office 
at 212-764-3925 and ask to be included in the next 
mailing. Also ask the USIRP office if you can buy a copy 
of their Directory of U.S. NGOs Viet Nam Programs 
(1992—five or ten dollars). This directory was compiled 
by the awesome Dao Spencer, of PACT (Private Agencies
Collaborating Together, 1901 Pennsylvania Ave, NW, 
Suite 1501, Washington. DC 20006. 202-466-5666). 
Last year Dao Spencer organized a conference for over­
seas Vietnamese who work in humanitarian aid to Viet 
Nam. I presume she will do it again. You can contact her 
at 212-697-6222. Don’t waste her time.
Work
As I said, it's hard to get work there from here even 
with degrees and experience. Go over and hustle or stay 
here and prepare yourself. One tiring to consider is that 
if you want to work in business related to Viet Nam, it 
would be well to know something about tire East Asian 
region or the Southeast Asia region or just to have some 
third language besides English and Vietnamese: Chi­
nese, Japanese, French, German, Thai. The biggest 
investments in Viet Nam in years to come will be in 
infrastructure: roads, electric lines, etc., so some basic 
civil engineering couldn't hurt, if you want to get involved 
in real productive economic activity, not just buying and 
selling. Indochina Digest carries weekly listings of for­
eign business involvement in Viet Nam. Two other sources 
of information:
U.S./Viet Nam Trade Council, Virginia B. Foote, Direc­
tor, U.S.- Vietnam Trade Council. A Project of the 
International Center. 731 Eight Street SE. Washing­
ton, DC 20003: 202-547-3800.
Thi Truong To Do (Free Market), Mai Thanh Tung. 
Publisher. 255 North Market Street. Suite 110, San 
Jose. CA 95110. 408-977-0586.
Job Listings
Indochina Interchange, published by the U.S.- 
Indochina Reconciliation Project, 220 West 42nd St., 
Suite 1801, NY, NY 10036-7202. 212-764-3925. FAX 
3896, is the best single source for listings of jobs that 
might take you to Viet Nam. Subscription is $2/year.
Information
Indochina Digest, a weekly two-sided 8 1/2 by 14 inch 
sheet of paper with the hardest news available on Viet 
Nam, Laos and Cambodia. Published by the Indochina 
Project of the Viet Nam Veterans of America Founda­
tion. Suite 740, 200 S Street NW, Washington. DC 
20009. tel. 202-483-9222. FAX 9312, $40/year. 
Indochina Chronology (Institute of East Asian Studies, 
University of California, Berkeley. CA 94720. 510- 
643-7958. FAX 9930). a wide-ranging list of things 
going on in Viet Nam. appears quarterly or so. The 
editor, retired civil servant Douglas Pike, has strong 
ties to Vietnamese-Americans find responds help­
fully to individual requests for information.
Viet Nam: Economic Commentary and Analysis: a bi­
annual appraisal o f the Vietnamese Economy 
(Adam Forde, ADUKI Pty. Ltd.. 32 Drevermann St., 
Farrer, Canberra ACT 2607, Australia). The only 
person I know who does not think this is the out­
standing information source on its topic is a busi­
nessman who is starting a competing publication. All 
the academics love VECA. An extremely thorough
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biannual economic essay, written by a British econo­
mist using reports from individuals in the Vietnam­
ese government whose judgment he respects. The 
first year's subscription went for $600. but there is 
talk of bringing the price down. Find it in a library?
Visa Problem
The people at Viet Nam's Mission to the United 
Nations are helpful. The office is United Nations Room 
319,212-963-7616. Write to them at their residence: 10 
Waterside Plaza, Apt. 7A. NY NY 10010, tel 212-689- 
1153, FAX 213-0652.
If you go
Viet Nam is a poor country. Don't act like a jerk. On 
the other hand, don't let anyone give you a hard time for 
not knowing exactly how to behave like an adult who grew 
up in Viet Nam. You're born with epicanthic folds, but you 
have to learn culture. There are aspects of culture in Viet 
Nam that you don't want to learn, especially if you are a 
young woman. Be veiy open about your plans and 
activities. If you do this, people will help you. if you try to 
sneak around and do things you haven't said you wanted 
to do, the cops will notice you. Vietnamese cops aren't 
any more fun to spend time with than American ones are.
P art Tw o : V ietnamese C uIture iN P rInt
Books
There is a lot available in English. These are all books 
any helpful bookseller can get for you.
Tale ofKieu. by Nguyen Du, translated by Huynh 
Sanh Thong, Yale University Press, 1983. 208 pp. A long 
poem built by a bureaucrat out of peasant proverbs, first 
written in Vietnamese language in Chinese characters, 
based on tale from a Chinese novel. Plays the role of 
Dante’s Divine Comedy, in establishing Vietnamese, 
instead of Chinese, as the literary language of the Viet­
namese people (as Dante used Italian and not Latin), and 
plays the role the Roman Aeneid and Hellenic Iliad play 
in general European culture: a big long work of art 
Vietnamese people can point at to show that they are 
civilized. All that aside, a wonderful tiling to read, with 
the driving plot of Perils o f Pauline and the composed 
wit and endless sorrow of Racine's plays. This edition 
presents the modem-script version of the Vietnamese 
text on the left hand page, and a lively verse translation 
on the right.
The best collection for Vietnamese poetry is out 
print: The Heritage o f Vietnamese Poetry, edited and 
translated by Huynh Sanh Thong, Yale University Press. 
Find it in the library for now: a revised edition will appear 
in the next couple of years. Ifyou want to buy a collection 
of translations, try Of Quiet Courage: Poems From Viet 
Nam. compiled and edited by Jacqui Chagnon and Don 
Luce (Indochina Mobile Education Project, 1974). It is 
available directly from The Asia Resource Center. P.O. 
15275. Washington. DC 20003, 202-547-1114).
Paradise o f the Blind, by Duong Thu Huong, translated 
by Nina McPherson and Phan Huy Duong. William 
Morrow and Co., New York, 1993. First novel from 
Viet Nam to appear in English in the United States. 
The author is well-known in Viet Nam and overseas, 
perhaps chiefly because her criticism of the Vietnam­
ese government can be interpreted as anticommu­
nism. A sad tale of an export worker in Leningrad, 
who must spend her scarce energy caring for her 
uncle, a Parly member and black marketeer in 
Moscow. While she travels she dreams of her child­
hood in the streets of Ha Noi and in the countryside. 
Incredible food.
The General Retires and Other Stories, by Nguyen 
Huy Thiep, translated by Greg Lockhart, Oxford in 
Asia Paperbacks, Oxford University Press, New York, 
1992. Short stories by a fiction writer widely adored 
and discussed in Viet Nam and elsewhere. Very 
realistic, very fanciful, very liberating ifyou have had 
any form of Vietnamese nationalism foisted upon 
you. very informative if you haven't.
Vietnamese Short Stories, edited with translation by 
James Banerian. Sphinx Publishing, 4234 East Uni­
versity, Phoenix. Arizona. 85034, 602-437-0207. 
Contact Uie publisher directly. If you want some 
pleasant reading a quick background in Vietnamese 
short fiction, here's a start. The editor and translator 
is an Armenian-American who has made an impres­
sive sublimation of the energies of his own ethnic and 
historical predicament (tire Armenians in California 
are the remnant of culture that was savaged but not 
destroyed by the Turks early in this century) to 
become a figure in Vietnamese-American literature. 
Get used to that kind of thing from Westerners who 
know about Viet Nam: we’ve all made some similar 
transference. Anyway. Banerian makes a reasonable 
selection of the writers you should know about ifyou 
want to know about what your country has tried to 
do with fiction in modern times.
When Heaven and Earth Changed Places: A Vietnam­
ese Woman's Journey from  War to Peace. 
(Doubleday. New York. 1989). tire first o f several 
books by the peasant/Viet Cong/ GI wife/ founder of 
the East Meets West Foundation head Le Ly Hayslip, 
will appear as an Oliver Stone movie soon. Other 
accounts:
Fallen Leaves, by Nguyen Thi Thu-Lam (Lac Viet, Box 
13A Yale Station, New Haven CT 06520, 1989), an 
account by another Southern woman of her time in 
Saigon during the war and after leaving Viet Nam.
South Wind Changing: A  Memoir, by Jade Ngoc Quang 
Huynh, (Graywolf Press. Minnesota, 1994), soon to 
be published to fanfare, is by a 36 year old Vietnam­
ese man who went to university in Saigon, did time 
in a reeducation camp, came to this country and 
became a writer.
The Far East Comes Near: Autobiographical Ac­
counts o f Southeast Asian Students in America,
edited by Lucy Nguyen-Hong-Nhiem and Joel Martin 
Halpern, the University of Massachusetts Press, 
1989. About a dozen essays each by American stu­
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dents from Viet Nam, Laos, and Cambodia. Lucy 
Nguyen-Hong-Nhiem, who was a professional educa­
tor in Viet Nam and is now a college professor in 
Massachusetts, is writing her own memoirs for pub­
lication in 1994 or 1995.
Ifyou know how to find a dissertation: TheVietNam 
War/The American War: Images and Representa­
tions in Euro-American and Vietnamese Exile Narra­
tives, by Rcnny Christopher, for the Literature Board, 
University of California, Santa Cruz, Ph.D. 1993. is the 
best sustained piece of literary criticism so far on Viet- 
namese-American literature in English.
Revolution in the Village: Tradition and Trans­
formation in North Viet Nam, 1925-1988. by Hy V. 
Luong. University of Hawaii Press, 1992. One tiling the 
Communists got right is that knowing history helps to 
understand literature. Or you could say that history is a 
literary art that helps you understand the world. If you’ve 
got a stomach for facts, this fine recent study by a 
relentlessly professional young scholar, who will cer­
tainly be one of the Vietnamese-Americans to achieve 
power in the American academy, will feed you a strong 
thesis and a lot of facts about what's been going on as the 
most traditional part of Viet Nam, the Northern country­
side, has taken steps toward the wonderful world the rest 
of us live in.
To step back into the dim past, read Cornell profes­
sor Keith Taylor's The Birth o f Viet Nam. University of 
California Press, 1983. A massive and dense work of 
professional history, by one of the world's kindest men. 
For the twentieth century, go to the library and find the 
books of David Marr and Hue Tam I Io-Tai (Ho Hue Tam).
I don’t have the books in my office right now and all my 
friends are asleep. Marr and Taylor are U.S. veterans of 
the American war, and represent the first generation of 
Western scholars who don't patronize Vietnamese people 
and don't defer to them, either. Ho-Tai is a Harvard 
professor. Her Radicalism and The Origins o f the 
Vietnamese Revolution (Harvard University Press, 1992) 
combines literary criticism, archival research, and family 
history into the most accessible and authoritative source 
you could ask for on this subject. Ask a librarian or call 
me.
Ifyou read French: Des Femmes, in Paris, publishes 
more Vietnamese fiction in a Western language than any 
other commercial press I'm aware of. If you want an 
overview and references to scholarly work in Western 
languages, and translations, see Studies on Vietnam­
ese Language and Literature: A  Preliminary Bibliog­
raphy. by Nguyen Dinh Tham, 1992, from Southeast 
Asia Publications, Southeast Asia Program, 120 Uris 
Hall. Cornell University, Ithaca, NY 14853.
Cultural Magazines
Van Hoc. the established literary magazine of the 
overseas Vietnamese in the U.S. Vietnamese language. I 
read about three sentences an hour, I'm no judge, but 
certainly a place to look for something you might like. Van 
Hoc. PO Box 3192, Tustin, CA 92680.
Hop Luu, a Vietnamese language literary magazine 
that split from Van Hoc over the issue of printing the 
work of writers from Viet Nam today. These are the true 
American publishers of Viet Nam’s most exciting au­
thors. A good way to learn to read Vietnamese, by reading 
the best new literature: P.O. Box 277, Garden Grove, CA 
92642, tel 714-537-2468.
Journal o f Vietnamese Studies, published by the 
Australian Association of Vietnamese Studies, G.P.O. 
Box 2918DD, Melbourne, Australia, 3001, Australia, a 
literary and academic journal with a strong social science 
bent.
Horizons: o f Vietnamese Thought and Culture,
Huy Thanh Cao editor, 415, S. Park Victoria, Suite 350, 
Milpitas, CA 95035. Subscription $14/year. The best 
single magazine for Vietnamese-American young people 
(age 18-35), as far as I can tell.
Face to Face: The Voice o f Vietnamese Lesbians 
and Gays (PO Box 730305, San Jose. CA 95173. 408- 
956-9160) a fine new cultural magazine in English and 
Vietnamese, with lots of photographs. The editors are 
brave and honest, which means they may have good 
taste.
Dien Dan. which means Forum, is the name of oh 
about 50 zillion Vietnamese publications. This one is in 
Prague in the Czech Republic, where they publish in 
English and have just started publishing books in Viet­
namese for possible export to Viet Nam. Contact: Tran 
Hong Ha. editor in chief, c/o Camille Sweeny. Center for 
Independent Journalism, Vodickova 36. 2nd Floor. 110 
00 Praha 1.
Across the Sea is an outstanding biannual pub­
lished by undergraduate and graduate students in Ber­
keley, California. Contact: Vietnamese American Stu­
dent Publications, 700 Eshleman Hall. UC Berkeley. 
Berkeley, CA 94720, 510-841-6837.
The journal Viet Nam Forum and the Lac Viet 
monograph series are published by the Yale Council on 
Soutlieast Asia Studies. Box 13A Yale Station, New 
Haven. CT 06520. Issues of both series appear about 
once a year, and cost $10 or $15. The English-language 
literary and academic journal of Vietnamese culture and 
history. Huynh Sanh Thong started it in 1983, I edit it 
now. We just published The End o f the Vietnamese 
Monarchy, by Bruce Lockhart, and will publish a Forum 
issue focusing on contemporary Vietnamese literature 
this year.
Amerasia Journal. Invaluable essays and indexes 
on Asian-American, Vietnamese-American. and even plain 
Vietnamese topics. Editors Russell Leong and Glenn 
Omatsu bend over backwards to make their enterprise 
one of the very few ''Asian-American” organizations that 
isn’t a Sino-Nipponese front. Contact: Amerasia Jour­
nal, Asian American studies Center, 3232 Campbell 
Hall, University of California. Los Angeles, CA 90024.
Crossroads: An Interdisciplinary Journal of 
Southeast Asian Studies, Grant A. Olson, editor. Cen­
ter for Southeast Asian Studies, NorLhern Illinois Univer­
sity, DeKalb. IL 60115. Volume 7, Number 2. 1992 
focuses on “Vietnamese Poetry and History." four articles 
collected and introduced by Keith Taylor.
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Viet Nam Generation: A  Journal o f Recent His­
tory and Contemporary Issues, publishes a great deal 
of work from and about Viet Nam and Vietnamese- 
Americans. Contact: 18 Center Road. Woodbridge, CT 
06520. 203-387-6882. I edit this one. too.
Vietnamese Studies, an English-language publica­
tion of the Foreign Languages Publishing House, now 
called the World Publishing House, in Ha Noi. has been 
appearing at intervals since 1960. You can buy them 
through someone in New York and someone in Australia, 
but I don't have either address just now. Call me and I'll 
track one down. Most large research university libraries 
have some copies.
Individuals
I am not going to give out names and addresses here, 
because 1 don't know where this list will end up. As you 
know, there are Vietnamese people who harass other 
Vietnamese people who are friendly to Viet Nam or to 
Western scholars who aren't right-wingers. But it is very 
important that you know that there are not just one or two 
but dozens of Vietnamese overseas intellectuals of sub­
stantial accomplishment. These people will be delighted 
to communicate with you if you have real curiosity and 
something of your own to say. Call me at 203-387-6882 
or 203-432-3432 for contact information.
Older people (40s and 50s): Huynh Sanh Thong, 
translator o f Vietnamese literature, theorist of the origin 
of human culture: Ngo Vinh Long, historian of Viet Nam; 
Lucy Nguyen, expert on Vietnamese literature, especially 
women’s narratives. Middle aged people (30s and 40s): 
Truong Vu. expert on contemporary Vietnamese litera­
ture: Linh Dinh. English-language poet and translator: 
Hue Tam Ho-Tal (Ho Hue Tam), the John Fairbank 
Professor of Sino-Vietnamese History at Harvard: Tiana 
Alexandra, film-maker who of course is not middle-aged 
in any American sense, and Quan Nguyen, anthropolo­
gist and documentary film-maker. Young people (20s): 
Vinh Nguyen, omniscient literatus and Internet maven: 
Andrew Lam. newspaper columnist: Do Trl Dung, news­
paper columnist: Huy Thanh Cao, magazine editor and 
my hero. I'm not mentioning younger women because 
they are more exposed to harassment than young men 
and most of the ones 1 know are not yet public figures 
accustomed to dealing with rude strangers: give me a call 
and I'll give you some names and phone numbers.
There are also a number of young Western students 
of Viet Nam who you should know about: Peter Zinoman, 
a young scholar of Viet Nam who has translated a good 
deal of recent fiction: Nina McPherson, who cotranslated 
Paradise o f the Blind: Rosemary Kacoroski, a Seattle 
court interpreter who is famous for singing Vietnamese 
folksongs on TV in Viet Nam: and Lady Borton, an author 
and social worker. There are many others. Most of them 
enjoy hearing from Vietnamese people. If you have a 
specific need for an expert, give me a call.
Computer network
There are several bulletin boards and Internet lists 
for Vietnamese people and Vietnamese topics. I don't do 
this kind of thing myself. Here are highlights from an
article on the topic by John Sutherland from Viet Nam 
Generation 4:3-4. Summer-Fall 1992. pages 31-2.
Electronic mailing lists come and go, and email 
addresses change all the time. If you are associated with 
a university you can often get free electronic mail service 
and access to the Internet. Go to your school's computer 
services center and ask. If you are not connected to a 
university, there are commercial services which provide 
you with access for a fee. Costs vary wildly, so shop 
around. Popular providers include CompuServe. MCI. 
America On-Line, and Delphi, among others. Once you 
are on line, you might try checking out the following:
SOC.CULTURE.VIETNAMESE (SCV)
A newsgroup on SCV/USENET, accessible from 
internet/uucp. Its purpose is to discuss subjects related 
specifically to Viet Nam and its culture. It is a public 
newsgroup that is read and posted worldwide by anyone 
with access to USENET. Addresses:
soc-culture-vietnamese@media.mit.edu 
soc-culture-vietnamese@ics.uci.edu 
hung@phsys.com (for information) 
hho@usc.edu (for information)
VIET-NET
A network o f mail links for users without access to 
USENET. Mail from SCV is forwarded directly to your 
mailbox. If you have access to USENET, you don't need 
this service. Address:
viet-net-info@media.mit.edu
VN-ATNP
This is “A(n Tu.c No’i Phe't''. It is a mailing list for 
people to talk about whatever ("No'i Phe’t"). The conver­
sation can get rather racy. Addresses: 
vn-atnp@saigon.com
VN-SINGLES
A mailing list for Vietnamese singles—professionals 
or students. There are a number of married people in it. 
though. The focus is on issues relating to the Vietnamese 
singles life (dating, interracial marriage, marriage cus­
toms, loneliness, etc.) It is small and well-focused on 
these kinds of topics. Addresses: 
vn-singIes@saigon.com 
tin@saigon.com (for information)
VN-SXNET
This list was originally created because of the sexu­
ally explicit jokes and talks being posted to VIET-NET. 
Many people complained and flame wars started because 
of this. So the list was created as a place for people to post 
and share these kinds of jokes or stories/talks, etc. 
Addresses:
vn-sxnet@saigon.com 
tin@saigon.com (for information)
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Maxine Honq Kjnqston  OffERS Seminars 
foR Veterans
Jim Aubrey passed on aJlierfor a series ofseminars which 
are being led by novelist Maxine Hong Kingston. The text 
is from  the flier:
"A Time to Be: Reflective Writing, Mindfulness, and the 
War: A Day for Veterans and Their Families with Maxine 
Hong Kingston." offered on Saturday. June 19, 1993, at 
the O'Neill Room of the Faculty Club. UC Berkeley, 
Berkeley, CA: On this day, we will have time to be with 
ourselves, and practice peace together. Part of the day 
will be in silence for mindfulness practices such as sitting 
and walking meditation. These practices calm and relax 
the mind so that we may look deeply into the wounds of 
war and social injustice. Writing practices, led by Maxine 
Hong Kingston, will be offered. Writing alone and with 
others, and reflecting our lives as veterans can serve as 
a way to heal ourselves and our world from the wounds 
of war. There will be an opportunity to share our writings, 
ifwe wish, while the group listens silently. The day begins 
at 9:00am. with registration, followed by sitting medita­
tion introduced by Maxine Hong Kingston. Next, there 
will be group outdoor walking mediation, followed by a 
writing practice. A vegetarian lunch will be provided. In 
the afternoon, there will be another period of sitting 
meditation and a gathering to listen and reflect on each 
other's expressions. We will close the day with a final 
period of sitting meditation, ending at 6:00pm. This is the 
first in a series of gatherings for veterans. Future events 
will include a weekend mindfulness and writing retreat 
for veterans on August 7-8, a retreat for veterans within 
a larger retreat for helping professionals at Omega Insti­
tute in upstate New York September 15-19, and a mind­
fulness and writing meeting one evening each month.... 
Maxine Hong Kingston, author of The Woman Warrior, 
China Men and Tripmaster Monkey, leaches creative 
writing at the University of California, Berkeley. She is 
currently writing a Book of Peace on the transforming 
powers of warriors.
For information about Kingston's seminars, write to 
Community o f  Mindful Living. PO Box 7355, Berke­
ley. CA 94707.
O n W omen Veterans
One couldn't have asked for better weather to top the 
event of this day. On Saturday, May 15. 1993, at 9:00am, 
the Third Annual Women Veterans' Conference and 
Awareness Day was held at Rocky Hill Veterans’ Home 
and Hospital. This is equivalent to the stand down in 
which private and public organizations work hand in 
hand to help veterans get the needed service and cut 
down on the normal bureaucracy. A health screening set 
up, sponsored by the Department of Veterans Affairs 
Hospital in West Haven, dealt with hypertension, colon
cancer, cholesterol checks, diabetes, pulmonary and 
blood pressure checkups.
Women veterans of all ages and eras took advantage 
of this opportunity. The screening process was followed 
up with scheduling appointments for some cases. One of 
the nurses, John Cozenza, heads up the screening de­
partment. He summarized it clearly when he stated, 
“Women vets are more health conscious." An estimate 
two- to three-hundred veterans were present. The sad 
drawback was not enough notice was given to those who 
would have liked to attend, as this reporter found out 
days later.
When I arrived, I saw many female veterans talking 
about their families and the problems that they have had 
to deal with because they are a minority. Conversation 
flowed very freely, with no holds barred. One AMVETS 
officer was consulting with a DAV vocational rehabilita­
tion specialist about a veteran with psychological prob­
lems. It was encouraging to see that her case might be 
expedited with this cooperation.
Present were the Disabled American Veterans (DAV). 
Small Business Association. AMVETS, the Veterans of 
Foreign Wars (VFW), American Legion and the Vietnam 
Veterans of America (W A). That was just a start. The 
West Haven and Newington VA hospitals were there along 
with the Connecticut Department of Higher Education, 
the Bar Association (giving legal advice), the Bureau of 
Rehabilitation Service of the Slate of Connecticut, the 
Connecticut Department of Labor, Soldiers, Sailors and 
Marines (SSM), as well as the Hartford Veterans Out­
reach Center. It was an excellent turnout of organiza­
tions.
A ten minute ceremony then took place and was 
emceed by the Slate Commissioner for the Department of 
Veterans Affairs, Mr. Hank Harper. We were informed 
about the Veterans Improvement Program (VIP) in which 
housing was set up on the grounds for males, females, 
and families. Those children in the families were bussed 
to local schools, while the veterans received vocational 
training in conjunction with state and municipal agen­
cies.
Mr. Harper then introduced Lt. Governor Eunice 
Groark. who spoke on the transformation that the home 
has gone through under the current administration. She 
then continued to praise the women veterans as ex­
amples to other women.
After the speeches, 1 spoke with Maureen O'Brien, a 
thirty-five-year-old army veteran. She is currently the 
only female veteran patient in the West Haven PTSD 
clinic. I asked her to describe how she felt in a male- 
oriented environment and what today meant to her.
She described herself as a homeless veteran with a 
pending VA compensation. She came today as an in­
trigued veteran who wanted to know what benefits she 
was entitled to. Maureen then stated that female veterans 
were neglected and their needs were ignored in the VA 
system. She described a feeling of not belonging. Coming 
here today had enlightened her and renewed a sense of 
pride that had long since disappeared. She questioned 
whether the female veterans of Desert Storm would be 
able to receive proper service in the current setup of the
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Veterans Administration, stating that it was geared to­
wards males, especially Vietnam veterans.
I found today to be an emotional and educational 
experience. In the long run, we as veterans still have a 
long way to go before we can really help one another by 
overcoming our differences.
Hoa Binh.
Howie Chemikoff. 55 Irving Street. New Haven. CT06511. 
203-776-9769
FniENds o f tHe V ietnam Veterans MemorIaL
Corky Condon. Vice President o f the Friends o f the Viet­
nam Veterans Memorial (FW M ) & Sons and Daughters In 
Touch administrator, sent us the following information on 
the organization and the In Touch program:
The Friends are dedicated to extending the healing 
nature of the Vietnam Veterans Memorial, and preserv­
ing its historical significance and emotional legacy. We 
provide the living link between the Wall and the American 
people. Members of the Friends can be found everywhere 
working quietly to insure that the reasons why the 
Vietnam Veterans Memorial was created are never forgot­
ten. Our volunteers and our volunteer services enable 
FW M  to meet the special needs of thousands of people 
and to further the healing process still so necessary on 
both the personal and national levels.
The power of the Memorial lies in the names. Each 
tells a special stoiy. and the recognition and respect given 
to each is an important part of the healing process. By 
responding to requests for name rubbings from people 
who are unable to visit Washington, Friends volunteers 
have brought the Wall to over 25,000 homes and families. 
Each name is gently and thoughtfully traced onto special 
paper at no cost to those who request them. They are a 
tangible expression of the care and concern of the Ameri­
can people... a private remembrance for the family... and 
a gift oflove and respect from the Friends.
Many of the over 43 million Americans with direct 
personal ties to those who died in Vietnam want and need 
help in finding others who knew someone listed on the 
Memorial. Veterans who want to fulfill promises and/or 
share memories and mementos of their lost comrades 
often find that their buddies' families are pleased to learn 
that their loved ones are still remembered. The In Touch 
program makes such contact—and the subsequent heal­
ing—possible. Through In Touch—a centralized database 
compiled in cooperation with many organizations through­
out the country—those who are searching for answers 
and understanding can reach out to others who still care. 
Through the offspring of In Touch. Sons and Daughters In 
Touch and Siblings In Touch, family members with com­
mon experiences find a support network that brings them 
the comforting knowledge that they are not alone.
Thousands who served in Vietnam returned home 
only to die as a result of their experience. Some of these 
deaths were due to Agent Orange exposure and others 
were due to physical or emotional wounds received in
Vietnam. The deaths of these individuals are no less 
tragic than those that occurred in-country, but their 
names will never appear on the Memorial, nor will the 
names of the countless civilians who also died. In Memory 
is a unique program designed to honor these individuals. 
Through it. our volunteers place specially designed cer­
tificates at the Wall so that all who visit will know that 
these men and women now stand with their honored 
comrades.
In Honor was instituted so that service to one’s 
country could be recognized by having a flag flown on the 
grounds of the Vietnam Veterans Memorial. This flag can 
be flown at the Friends information booth in honor of a 
specific person, unit or date. A message will be placed at 
its base to describe who or for what reason it is being 
flown.
FW M's Visitmg Volunteers program provides a way 
to educate people about the Memorial. The program 
enables a community organization to sponsor one or two 
people on a visit to Washington for an intensive three-day 
weekend at the Wall and the Friends' offices. During their 
stay, these volunteers are exposed to the healing legacy 
of the Memorial firsthand. When they return to their 
communities with a slide show and printed materials, 
volunteers are uniquely qualified to relate to their com­
munities the power of the Memorial. Thus is the legacy of 
the Memorial carried across (he country to be shared and 
preserved for future generations.
Early on Father's Day at the Memorial, volunteers 
place, beneath the appropriate panels, hundreds of red 
roses, each with a personal message attached. Anyone 
who asks, by letter or phone, is served. At sunrise the 
Wall is lined with love. Requests for flowers are also taken 
for the winter holidays and special anniversaries.
Working cooperatively with the National Park Ser­
vice, FW M  maintains and information site near the 
Memorial. Hundreds of people every day find the FW M  
table to be a valuable and welcome resource. There they 
find individuals willing and able to answer questions, to 
provide guidance, or just to listen. There they can record 
their thoughts and experiences upon visiting the Wall, 
and they can obtain books and other materials relating to 
the Memorial. FW M  also publishes a newsletter on 
Memorial-related activities, assists people seeking infor­
mation from government agencies, assists with ceremo­
nies at the Memorial on Veteran's Day and Memorial Day, 
supports line work of the Moving Wall as it travels to 
communities across the country, and manages the copy­
right licensing process for Frederick Hart's statue, thus 
helping to preserve the aesthetic integrity of the Memo­
rial.
The FW M  offers memberships ranging in price from  $20 to 
$1000. For more information, contact the Friends o f  the 
Vietnam Veterans Memorial, 4200 Wisconsin Ave.. NW. 
Suite 106. Box 108. Washington. DC 20016: 703/525- 
1107.
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T H E A T E R  O f T h E  F iR S T  A lV IEN dlVIEN T
Director Rick Dam and the Theater of the First Amend­
ment performed, a reading of Fred Caines' play about 
memory and the Kent State shootings. Cellophane Xerox, 
and the Sixties Generations conference last March. On 
August 25 Kali received the following piece ofpromotional 
literature, addressed "Dear Vietnam-era Veteran," from 
Rick:
As you know, perhaps better than anyone, the Vietnam 
war had a critical impact on United States history, 
affecting politics, the economy, and the cultural fabric of 
the nation. Many galvanizing events took place on the 
homefront during that tumultuous period, ramifications 
of which reverberate even today. Theater of the First 
Amendment (TFA) at the Center for the Arts, George 
Mason University, is dedicated to creating and present­
ing issue-oriented plays which reexamine important 
events in our collective liistory. One such event was the 
Kent State University shootings of 1970.
TFA is therefore proud to present Cellophane Xerox 
by Frederick Gaines from September 1 through Septem­
ber 19 [1993]. Cellophane Xerox focuses on the Kent 
State tragedy, as a present-day young hotshot director 
films his interpretation of that shattering event. His 
interests are divided between making a commercially 
successful movie and telling the "true" story. While at 
Kent State, he is confronted by two eyewitnesses who 
have their own versions of that day and their own 
agendas. Cellophane Xerox recreates pieces of Kent 
State and creates a framework for our speculations about 
what happened, who made it happen, and how we might 
come to a collective understanding of our history.
Fred Gaines is one of a very few American play­
wrights who consistently engages history in his work. His 
plays tend not to be "history plays" in the usual sense, but 
evocations o f the past in our present, and how we 
remember and interpret it.
The second play being presented by TFA this fall is 
Carrier by Conrad Bishop and Elizabeth Fuller. Another 
play dealing with the legacy of the past. Carrier encour­
ages us to reflect on the Vietnam Weir through the eyes of 
one who experienced it. The main character is a former 
Navy airman wrestling with the ghosts of his military past 
and his mundane existence as a small-town lawyer. As he 
struggles to get in touch with a piece of that past, we come 
to understand how impossible, yet inescapable, that 
drive is in all of us.
I’m sorry to bring the news of these plays to our readers too 
late to enable them to attend the TFA perfomrances. The 
reading of Cellophane Xerox was quite impressive, and 
I’m sure the performances were excellent. I'd urge anyone 
interested in these plays to contact Rick Davis, Theater of 
the First Amendment, Institute of the Arts. George Mason 
University, Fairfax. VA 22030-4444: 703/993-2194: FAX: 
703/993-2191.
"A s  Seen By Bo tH S icIes"  BANNEd in  St . P auL 
ANd San Jose
From a press release by the Indochina Arts Project.
Both the Minnesota Museum of Art in St. Paul. MN, and 
the San Jose Museum of Art in San Jose, CA. have 
canceled this internationally acclaimed exhibition of 
artwork by Vietnamese and American artists about the 
war, citing pressure from the Vietnamese-American com­
munities in their areas as the reason. Some problems 
were anticipated in San Jose, sometimes referred to as 
the “city of colonels" because of all the former ARVN 
military officers living the area. The San Jose Museum of 
Art contacted the LAP to discuss strategies for a success­
ful showing of the exhibition, but still canceled after 
opposition and even threats by more extreme members of 
the local Vietnamese-American communities. The Min­
nesota Museum of Art made no contact with the LAP 
except to cancel the exhibition in early May. The recently 
appointed Chairman of the Board of Directors of the 
Museum, Mr. Stephen Young, and his wife Hoa played an 
important role in the cancellation of the exhibition. The 
Museum asked Hoa Young to help make contact with the 
Vietnamese community. Stephen Young has long been 
an outspoken hawk on the war. His father was involved 
in U.S. policy in Southeast Asia as a diplomat in the 
1950s and Stephen Young spent three years in South 
Vietnam as a civilian working for the U.S. government 
economic development agencies. (Ironically, Mr. Young, 
a partner in the law firm Hillstrom. Bale, Anderson, 
Young, Polstein and Pierson, is currently the head attor­
ney representing Northwest Airlines in its current nego­
tiations for the potentially lucrative air routes into Viet­
nam.) Because of the short notice given by the Museum, 
the IAP was unable to re-book the exhibition for the 
canceled St. Paul slot. June-August, but was successful 
in re-booking the San Jose slot. September-October. “As 
Seen by Both Sides" was at Ferris State University, Big 
Rapids, MI, on August 25—September 19. The exhibition 
was at New England College in I lenniker. NH. October 1- 
22. As previously scheduled, the exhibited opened at 
Southwest Missouri State University on November 5 and 
continued through December 15. The long awaited open­
ing of the exhibition in Vietnam is currently scheduled to 
take place at Lhe National Museum of Fine Arts in Hanoi 
on January 3. 1994. The exhibition will continue there 
until February, after which it will travel to other muse­
ums in Vietnam. The LAP and the Ministry of Culture are 
working on several events to take place in Hanoi in 
conjunction with the national opening of the exhibition. 
Many of the artists from Vietnam are expected to attend 
the opening festivities as Eire several of the U.S. artists. 
The LAP is working with Garber Travel in Boston to 
coordinate travel plans for anyone interested in attending 
the opening. A two-week cultural trip is being planned 
with visits to Hanoi. Ha Long Bay, Hue, Da Nang. Hoi An. 
and Ho Chi Minh City. Anyone interested should contact 
the LAP or Diane Sloler at Garber Travel. 1-800-225- 
4570, x.614.
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Dan Xuan Hoa to  bE ARTisT-iN-REsidENCE 
iN Boston
From a press release by the Indochina Arts Project.
Hanoi painter Dang Xuan Hoa is to become the first 
Vietnamese artist-in-residence at a U.S. art school since 
the war. Mr. Hoa will begin his residency in early 1994. 
at the Boston Museum School and the Massachusetts 
College of Art. He will spend a minimum of three months 
at the two schools and is expected to stay longer to pursue 
his own work. Mr. Hoa. at the age of 33. is considered to 
be one of Vietnam's leading younger artists. His work has 
been exhibited both in Vietnam and in many countries 
outside Vietnam including Hong Kong, Cuba, the United 
States and the former Soviet Union. His work shows both 
Lhe influence of his teacherTran Luu Hau and Vietnam's 
national treasure artists Bui Xuan Phai. Nguyen Tu 
Nghiem and Nguyen Gia Tri. His work also shows the 
influence of many of the European masters he has 
studied including Van Gogh and Gauguin. This residency 
was made possible by a generous grant to the IAP from the 
Asian Cultural Council in New York. The grant will also 
allow him to travel to other cities in the U.S. to teach and 
talk with other artists. Anyone interested in having Mr. 
Hoa visit their area should contact the IAP. (Mr. Hoa 
speaks English fluently.
"A s  Seen By Bo tH SidEs" to  open iN Ha Noi, 
ViET Nam
Another press release from  the Indochina Arts Project.
“As Seen By Both Sides” will open at the National 
Museum of Fine Arts in Ha Noi on January 6, 1994, at 
1 0 a m . Alter Lhe Ha Noi opening the exhibition will travel 
to other museums in Viet Nam for up to two years. The 
exhibition represents the first showing of contemporary 
Vietnamese art to be seen in the United States since the 
end of the war in 1975. Its purpose is to promote better 
understanding and reconciliation among the citizens of 
both countries, which have yet to establish diplomatic 
relations. The opening in Ha Noi will be attended by 
representatives from the Prime Minister’s office. Ministry 
of Culture, Foreign Ministry, as well as many other high 
government officials and members of Ha Noi’s diplomatic 
community. All twenty of the Vietnamese artists will be 
present as well as several of the American artists. Exhi­
bition curator C. David Thomas and interviewer Lois 
Tarlow will also be in 1-Ia Noi for the opening ceremonies.
For more information on “As Seen By Both Sides" and the 
Indochina Arts Project, contact C. David Thomas. Indochina 
Arts Project. 20 Webster Ct.. Newton, MA 02159: 617/ 
527-5670.
G ro u p  o f  UNivERsiTiES foR AdvANCEd
V IE T N A M E S E  A b R O A d
In connection with the tenth annual Southeast Asian 
Studies Summer Institute (SEASSI. 1993). a group of 
interested specialists met at the University o f Washing­
ton at Seattle to lay the foundation for a consortium of 
institutions promoting the advancement of research, 
instruction, and exchange in Vietnamese language stud­
ies. At this first meeting, the organization. to be known as 
Lhe Group of Universities for Advanced Vietnamese Abroad 
(GUAVA), brought together representatives from the 
University ofWashington. University of Oregon, Arizona 
State University. University of Michigan, Cornell Univer­
sity, University of California at Berkeley, and University 
of Hawaii, as well as observers from Harvard University. 
Hanoi University, and Australian National University at 
Canberra. GUAVA will be housed at the University of 
Washington, and will hold annual membership meetings 
in conjunction with COTSEAL/SEASSI meetings. Offic­
ers elected to serve for the firs t year are Stephen O’Harrow, 
University of Hawaii (Chair); Julian Wheatley. Cornell 
University (Vice-Chair): and Nguyen Kim-Oanh. Univer­
sity of Washington (Secretary-Treasurer). GUAVA will 
first address the establishment of an annual summer 
program, held in Viet Nam. for Lhe teaching of advanced 
Vietnamese language courses. The organization would 
then like to undertake other issues in Vietnamese lan­
guage studies: collecting and archiving teaching materi­
als. establishing national proficiency standards, facili­
tating international student and teacher exchange, and 
advising SEASSI with regard to the Vietnamese language 
program. GUAVA invites applications for membership 
from all North American universities with an active 
interest in the teaching of Vietnamese, and would also 
welcome the cooperation of other institutions of higher 
education outside North America.
ViETNAM Nat IonaL YeLLow  P aqes
From a brochure prepared by Burch/Asia Ltd.
In March 1993, Burch/Asia Ltd., an independent Ameri­
can company operated by experienced classified adver­
tising professionals, became the sole U.S. partner in a 
joint venture with an exclusive contract to publish the 
official yellow pages directory for Vietnam. Burch repre­
sentatives signed the contract in Hanoi with Vietnam 
Data Communications and the Directorate, General Posts 
and Telecommunications of the Vietnamese Govern­
ment. It provides that Burch will be primarily responsible 
for the sale of yellow pages advertising outside Vietnam 
and for international distribution of the Vietnam National 
Yellow Pages Directory. As this is written, pressure is 
building in both the U.S. government and private sector 
to lift a 1975 trade embargo on Vietnam. In December 
1992, the previous administration issued an executive 
order permitting U.S. companies to open offices in Viet­
nam, hire staff and sign contracts in anticipation of the
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embargo being lifted. Informed observers now believe die 
elimination of the embargo is imminent. This Prospectus 
has been prepared to provide forward-looking advertisers 
and investors with insights into the exceptional commer­
cial opportunities presented by a unique new advertising 
medium serving a newly emerging market.
European and Asian companies have already be­
come active in the Vietnam market, and at the end of 
1992, some 500 investment projects valued at more than 
$7 billion were already underway in Vietnam. This impe­
tus, and the prospect of additional projects funded in parL 
by The World Bank and the International Monetary Fund 
are expected to contribute to rapid expansion of the 
country's economy. U.S. travel, tourism, lodging, hospi­
tality. import/export. financial and business services 
companies have already begun to dispatch representa­
tives to Vietnam to make firsthand assessments of the 
business climate there. While not yet able to actually 
"open for business." it's clear they're hoping to have a 
head start on the competition the moment trade restric­
tions are eased. Other industries expected to be on the 
leading edge of Vietnam's economic transition include 
agricultural equipment, fertilizers, commercial construc­
tion. transportation and communications. Many are 
businesses whose products and services are essential to 
the rebuilding of the country's physical and commercial 
infrastructure. However, many experts on the economic 
situation in the Far East believe there is so much pent- 
updemand for goods and sendees of all kinds in Vietnam, 
there are certain to be major opportunities both short- 
and long-term for virtually every kind of consumer prod­
uct and service.
Burch/Asia Ltd. has obtained a limited number of 
copies of the Vietnam Business Handbook. The 408- 
page handbook provides detailed historical, political and 
economic data and includes listings of governmental and 
commercial contacts.
The Handbook is available through the Indochina Project 
for $100: 202/483-9222.
THe Vietnam  Investment Seines
Kingship Limited, in cooperation with the State Commit­
tee for Cooperation and Investment, is producing a series 
of monographs on foreign investment in Vietnam. The 
series will help businessmen and investors better under­
stand the foreign investment system. The Series consists 
of nine monographs:
The Investment Environment in Vietnam: An 
Assessment
The State Committeefor Cooperation and Investment: 
Its Roles and Procedures.
Overview ofForeign Direct Investment: Joint Ventures; 
100% Foreign-Owned; Build-Operate-Transfer; 
Business Cooperation Agreements; Establishing 
Representative Offices 
Banking and Finance
Labor and Wages 
Property and Housing 
Taxes and Duties 
Export Processing Zones 
The Government o f  Vietnam
The first monograph will be available in October, 1993. 
Individual issues are $150: the series is $1200 (US 
dollars) For more information or to purchase mono­
graphs, contact Kingship Limited. Vietnam Consultants, 
203 Fu Fai Commercial Centre. 27 HillierSt.. Hong Kong: 
852/541-9068: FAX 852/805-1288.
ViETNAM Veteran P eace ARchivE at IJCSC
From a press release sent to us by Gerald Nicosia.
The Vietnam Veteran Peace Archive, located in a special 
collections library, has been created at the University of 
California at Santa Cruz to compile and preserve re­
search materials for a book in progress called Home to 
War: A History o f  the Vietnam Veterans' Movement. The 
author, Gerald Nicosia, who wrote Memory Babe: A 
Critical Biography o f Jack Kerouac. conducted over 350 
interviews in the late 1980s with Vietnam veterans and 
others involved in Vietnam veteran readjustment all over 
the country. The tape transcripts of these interviews are 
an important and unique feature of this "Vietnam veteran 
peace collection." Help is needed to finance the creation 
of these transcripts.
The focus of the book. Home to War. is on the 
activism of Vietnam veterans and the many different 
ways that they undertook to heal from the trauma of war. 
The author interviewed members of Vietnam Veterans 
Against the War (WAW); vets and psychologists involved 
in the recognition, definition and treatment of post- 
traumatic stress disorder (PTSD); members of veteran 
self-help groups like Swords to Ploughshares and Viet/ 
Now/; participants in the universal and unconditional 
amnesty movement of the mid-Seventies; the doctors, 
lawyers, and vets who worked to obtain treatment and 
compensation for Agent Orange poisoning: the founders 
of Vietnam Veterans of America (W A): those involved in 
the creation of the Wall in Washington. DC. as well as 
those who organized the ensuing Welcome Home pa­
rades: Vietnam veteran artists and writers who have 
channeled their activism into creative work: those who 
traveled to do peace work in Central America, the former 
Soviet Union, and Southeast Asia, including the ongoing 
work toward normalization of relations with Vietnam.
Contributions to this project are tax deductible. 
People can contribute by writing a check (or even using 
a credit card) to UCSC Foundation, Carriage House, 
University of California at Santa Cruz, Santa Cruz, CA 
95064. For credit card or other kind of donations, call 
Rita Bottoms at the Special Collections, University Li­
brary. UCSC. Her number is 408/459-2414.
Gerald Nicosia. 11 PalmAvenue. CorteMadera, CA 94925; 
415/927-2442.
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A no tHer  S ix t ie s : TN e New  R iq k r
Paul Lyons. Stockton State College. Pomona. NJ 08240. 
This essay was originally presented as a paper at the 
Sixties Generations conference. March 1993. Fairfax. 
VA.
Two of the most influential recent analyses of American 
politics, Tom and Mary Edsall’s Chain Reaction and E.J. 
Dionne’s Why Americans Hate Politics, emphasize the 
ways in which the upheavals of the 1960s subverted the 
New Deal coalition and set the terms for the conservative 
triumphs of the 1970s and 1980s,1 If we were blocking 
a stage play about the Sixties, contemporary pundits 
could plausibly place George Wallace and Barry Goldwater 
at center stage or. at the least, as a powerful chorus from 
the Right. It’s not as if the longtime leading actors from 
the New Left, counter-cultural, and civil rights move­
ments have been displaced: rather it is now a more 
contested and crowded frontstage, mixing decade-events 
with generational elites.
Most of my students emphasize the role o f the most 
visible o f the generational elites, the long-haired hippies, 
committed to the counter-cultural trinity of sex, drugs 
and rock'n'roll, challenging authority at all turns, from 
the Vietnam war to the climactic concert at Woodstock. 
Within this particular play or, to be more precise, video, 
there are radical hippies—note the absence of any dis­
tinctions between cultural and political rebellion—but no 
conservatives and, significantly, no baby boomers on the 
sidelines. All youth are frontstage, dancing to tire Air­
plane and the Dead, celebrating the romantic, utopian 
values of peace, love, and the ultimate orgasm.
In fact. I want to argue that the most accurate and 
telling stage production of the baby boomers’ 1960s—the 
generation within the decade—would be a two-ring cir­
cus, with New Left and New Right elites under the 
spotlight, and most of their generational peers—and the 
rest o f the nation—in the audience watching, taking in 
messages at the margins and over time.
E.J. Dionne provides the most provocative frame­
work for such a revisionist history of the Sixties. He 
highlights the remarkable similarities between New Left 
and New Right, including their contempt for corporate 
liberalism, their critiques of instrumentalism and behav­
iorism. and their search for the heroic.2 It would be 
interesting to know how many SDSers went through a 
conservative phase, perhaps through reading William F. 
Buckley's Up From Liberalism or Goldwater’s Con­
science o f a Conservative, or through an attraction to 
Ayn Rand’s neverending stories of Nietzschean individu­
alists. And. equally, it would be useful to find out how 
many New Rightists shared David Stockman's flirtations 
with student radicalism.
My own interest is in formulating a more complete 
picture of that tumultuous decade. 1 have finished work 
on what 1 call "the silent majority baby boomers," that is. 
those of the Sixties generation, mostly white and middle 
American, who seemed to go about their business—
school, dating, sports, marriage, work, kids, insurance 
payments—while all around them History was happen­
ing.3 It's not as though such people were untouched by 
the major events of the Sixties—civil rights, the Vietnam 
war, cultural rebellion, feminism, ecology—rather, they 
were affected at the margins. As Yankelovich suggests in 
New Rules, most baby boomers integrated the more 
manageable and tolerable challenges which made them 
freer, more open-minded, and sometimes, as critics like 
Christopher Lasch argue, more alienated. Most fit Herbert 
Gans' model of Middle American Individualism, trying to 
blend self-fulfillment with commitment to family and 
local community, skeptical about politics and politicians, 
most comfortable cultivating their own suburban gar­
dens.4 In brief, they are a key segment of a generation 
influenced only at tire margins by the Sixties decade.
In this article, I wish to focus on the more sharply 
featured, organized voice of the Right as it was affected 
and shaped by the 1960s. After all, when the tumult of the 
Sixties finally subsided, and the dust settled. theNewLeft 
suffered decline, albeit with powerful influence on a host 
of movements. But one could argue that History belongs 
to those who rallied to Goldwater in 1964, responded to 
George Wallace's appeal to white backlash, and built the 
counter-establishment that spawned the Reagan Revo­
lution which remains alive, if not well, into the Nineties.
As late as the mid-1950s there wasn’t yet a consen­
sus that conservatism defined a right-wing movement. 
Only with the emergence of Buckley's National Review 
in 1955 did conservatives consistently call themselves 
conservatives. Buckley’s journal boasted 30.000 readers 
in 1960, 60,000 by 1964, and more than 100.000 by 
1969. He was central as well to the founding of the Young 
Americans for Freedom (YAF) in 1960 whose mostly 
student membership reached 70,000. Who were these 
students? They seem to have been both less affluent, 
more vocationally driven, and more Roman Catholic than 
those attracted to SDS.5
I want to suggest the range of New Right baby 
boomers through a series of portraits. Those selected 
reflect significant stories and themes which I believe offer 
insight into the success o f a revived Right into the 
Seventies and the Eighties. They by no means reflect 
some statistical sample of Sixties generation conserva­
tives. Most of all, they tell the kinds of stories we all need 
to hear if we are to finally come to grips with the still 
omnipresence of the 1960s.
New Right baby boomer stories can be examined 
within a set o f polarities. One is the extent to which a 
Sixties conservative was touched by the political or 
cultural radicalism of that decade. David Stockman, for 
example, flirted with SDS: Richard Cheney seems to have 
been totally unaffected by Sixties challenges, despite 
studying at the very epicenter of eruption—the University 
of Wisconsin campus at Madison. Another issue is the 
impact of cultural change. Cheney and Elliot Abrams 
never felt the attractions of Woodstock Nation; indeed 
both seem to have moved into traditional adult roles prior 
to completing college. On the other hand, conservatives 
like Lee Atwater, Bill Bennett and P.J. O'Rourke present
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themselves as devoted rock’n'rollers, hardly likely to 
thrill to more favored GOP entertainers like Bob Hope or 
Wayne Newton. Let me suggest a typology for conserva­
tive baby boomers.
I. TRAdiTiONAliSTS 
Dick ChENEy6
In 1969. Dick Cheney was a graduate student at the 
University o f Wisconsin, the setting for the SLxties docu­
mentary. 'The War at Home." On a campus famous for its 
tolerance of political dissent, home to the New Left 
journal Studies on the Left, to radical historians such 
as William Appleman Williams and Harvey Goldberg, to 
a powerful movement against the Vietnam War which 
targeted university complicity in the war effort with 
protests against the napalm-producing Dow Chemical 
Company—on such a campus. Dick Cheney began his 
career as a rock-solid conservative politician.
Cheney, born in 1943, came out of Caspar. Wyo­
ming. which his high school sweetheart Lynn describes 
as an “'American Graffiti' kind of place" where "the big 
thing was to drive cars up and down, and go from one root 
beer stand to another." But the young Dick Cheney never 
so indulged: “He worked: he always had a job. He read a 
lot." One should add that this youthful workaholic was no 
nerd: he captained the football team and was an avid 
outdoorsman.
Cheney went off to Yale on a scholarship, but did 
poorly and dropped out after three semesters. He re­
turned to his roots, graduating from the University of 
Wyoming, marrying Lynn and proceeding to Madison for 
a master's in political science. His key breakthrough was 
a one-year internship in the Washington office of a local 
congressman, where he impressed the up-and-coming 
Donald Rumsfeld. Cheney moved with Rumsfeld from the 
Office of Economic Opportunity staff to first Nixon's and 
then Ford's staff, where, when Rumsfeld became Defense 
Secretary. Cheney was promoted to Chief of Staff. He was 
thirty-four. When Carter defeated Ford. Cheney, already 
suffering the first of three heart attacks, successfully ran 
for Congress from his home district in Wyoming. As a six- 
term Congressman. Cheney was consistently conserva­
tive, hard-line on defense, committed to Contra aid and 
to Star Wars.
What is intriguing about this utterly uncharismatic, 
efficient, hawkish Defense Secretary is the fact that he 
never served in the armed forces. He says that he was 
generally supportive of the Vietnam war and opposed to 
the demonstrators. But his hawkishness didn't lead him 
to volunteer: instead he accepted student deferments 
which allowed him to avoid military service. All Cheney 
will say is, “As did most other Americans. I watched the 
war from afar." There remains something odd about this 
hard-line Cold Warrior's evasion of what would seem to 
be his patriotic duty.
One must note that, by conventional estimate. Cheney 
is not a baby boomer. Of course, neither are most of the
founders of SDS. the New Left initiators of Second Wave 
feminism, or the leading voices among the counter- 
cultural hippies. Cheney is a war baby, like the CIA's 
Robert Gates. Dick Darman, and Newt Gingrich. Pat 
Caddell's expanded framework for baby boomers, which 
includes those born during World War II. seems most 
appropriate here.
Jaivies WEbb7
In an early chapter of his Vietnam war novel Fields of 
Fire, James Webb takes a few jabs at Harvard students 
who found a variety of ways to avoid military sendee 
during the Vietnam war era. He prefaces a chapter with 
a general's comments to a journalist on those who did 
and did not serve:
And who are the young men we are asking to go into 
action against such solid odds? You've met them. You 
know. They are the best we have. But they are not 
McNamara's sons, or Bundy's. I doubt they're yours.
And they know they're at the end of the pipeline. Thai 
no one cares. They know.
Webb, a 1968 Annapolis graduate, is proud of de­
scending from a line of Southerners who had fought in 
virtually every American war. beginning with the Ameri­
can Revolution and including Confederate service during 
the Civil War. He served in Vietnam in 1969 as a Marine 
rifle company commander, earning a Navy Cross for 
wounds he suffered while shielding one of his men from 
a grenade explosion, a Silver Star, two Bronze Stars and 
two Purple Hearts. In brief, James Webb was a war hero.
Webb defends the U.S. involvement in Vietnam, but 
argues: 'The military was forced to pay a human cost for 
the country's caution and then paid again with its 
prestige when some labeled the inevitable results of such 
limited activity 'military incompetence.’" About himself, 
he states. “In my mind. I am a writer. In my heart. I am 
a soldier, and I always will be."
Webb is an intriguing figure precisely because of the 
ways in which he differs from Cheney—and from Dan 
Quayle. He has always been a straight shooter, a ramrod 
soldier-intellectual willing to speak unpleasant truths. 
His Vietnam war novels and articles savage not only 
peaceniks, who he blames for upwards of 10.000 Ameri­
can deaths in Vietnam, but also arrogant Marine officers 
whose ineptness put at risk tine lives of the grunts Webb 
commanded and respected. There is a populist core to 
Jim Webb, a deep allegiance to everyday virtues, to the 
values he associates with his own Missouri, dirt farm 
roots:
You must never violate your loyalty if you wished to 
survive the judgment of the ages. If nothing ever works 
out all the way, and if all things change, what's left? 
Your family and your friends and your values, that's 
what's left. And your duty to them.... They are the only 
important thing in life.
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Webb differs from both Cheney and Quayle not only in his 
Vietnam war service but in the ways in which his politics 
have been driven, in part, by a conservative populist 
reaction to and resentment about the movements of the 
1960s. defined as permissive, hedonistic, hypocritical, 
and, most of all. elitist. Of equal note is that iconoclasts 
like Webb seem blind to the upper-crust hypocrisies of 
their fellow conservatives.
For example, in Fields o f Fire. Webb uses Harvard 
as an emblem of antiwar selfishness, lack of patriotism, 
and cowardice. In closing scenes he has the father of a 
returning vet turn a draft-evader over to the police and 
then concludes the novel with the now-chastened Harvard 
vet being harassed by snotty student radicals after 
calling them on their hypocrisies.
Webb stands as somewhat of a contrary personality, 
attractive in his courage, problematical in his choices. He 
got in a heap of trouble, for example, condemning the 
integration of women into the armed forces; he initially 
condemned Maya Lin’s design for the Vietnam Memorial 
as "a mass grave,” an insult to Vietnam veterans; more 
recently he has been a critic of George Bush's Persian 
Gulf policies. In many ways, Webb is a more attractive 
version of at least the manufactured mythos of Oliver 
North, his contemporary at Annapolis.
Whereas in North one senses an underlying imma­
turity. a compensatory bravado, in Jim Webb one is 
persuaded that there is a steely, stubborn, virtuous if 
difficult core. In brief, Webb, independent of ideology, 
demands respect. His portraits of peaceniks, feminists, 
liberals are often drawn one-dimensionally. but his loy­
alty to those who fought in the frontlines in Vietnam, his 
loyalty to those of the past, present and future who 
resonate to his mountaineer brand of patriotism, is 
powerfully evoked.
II. TRAdiTioNAlisTS ObsESSEd WiTh tHe SixTiES 
ElLiOTT AbRAMS8
Concerning Elliot Abrams, there can be no neutrality. His 
is a high-wire ideological act, within which there are no 
subtleties, no "maybes”—to put a twist on a Sixties cliche, 
you’re either part of the problem or part of the solution. 
Abrams grew up in the ambiance of a New York, Jewish 
libera] Democratic household. Moreover, he was edu­
cated at the progressive Elizabeth Irwin High School, an 
institution where the range of commitment stretched 
from beat cool to ADA liberalism, from Jack Kerouac to 
Adlai Stevenson, with considerable challenge from vari­
ous contentious Marxist voices. Abrams bought into the 
political passions, but kept his distance from all forms of 
cultural deviance. In this sense he was a true and loyal 
son of his rather strict parents.
One of his Harvard roommates declares, “Elliott was 
completely out of sympathy with the cultural tone of the 
sixties. He was the only person l ever met who looked 
more comfortable in a brand new pair of Le\as than worn- 
out ones.” Another roommate recalls him as “basically 
happy, well-adjusted, and unalientated.... He had good
relations with his family and was always far more ori­
ented to success, including monetary, than anyone else 
we knew." Abrams resided at Adams House which had 
become a left-wing center; he became a leader among the 
anti-New Left, anticommunist enclave, a mix of Social 
Democrats, liberals and conservatives. Even within this 
culturally conservative group, he stood out as “a meta­
phor for the parents everybody had left behind. He 
seemed immunized against the common collegiate at­
tractions of sex. drugs, and rock’n roll.” Abrams flirted 
with some aspects of Sixties politics, including criticisms 
of the Vietnam war and of local police abuses, but his 
heart was always more mainstream, including his sup­
port for Hubert Humphrey in Lhe 1968 presidential 
campaign.
Abrams personifies those baby boomers fundamen­
tally and negatively shaped by the Sixties rebellions. As 
such, they are of a different order from old-fashioned 
ramrods like Webb. Several of them, like Carl Gershman, 
come out of the Old Left, anticommunist culture. They 
resonate to Depression Era labor and campus wars 
between Communists and Socialists. Many of them be­
gan with a mistrust of what they perceived as left 
utopianism. They were often particularly incensed at the 
refusal of New Left activists to recognize the need to 
refuse collaboration with communists. They remained 
loyal to organized labor and found even mord baffling the 
New Left flirtation with the hippie counterculture. It 
seemed particularly irresponsible. Abrams, for example, 
felt revulsion at the mindlessness, the hedonism of so 
much of that era; one friend suggests that Abrams is still 
living in confrontation with the Sixties, still shaped by the 
images of New Left zealotry and campus rampages.
WilliAM K ristoI
William KristoI shares with Abrams what might be called 
the "anti-red diaper baby syndrome." His father Irving 
and his mother, the historian Gertrude Himmelfarb, 
frame his experiences. Unlike Abrams, he was always a 
Vietnam hawk; at Harvard in the early Seventies he wore 
a Spiro Agnew sweatshirt. KristoI condemned those 
"cocksure radicals who thought they were the smartest 
generation ever and that none of the traditions were 
worth preserving.” And he was untouched by the cultural 
transformations, except in opposition—short hair, no 
drugs, no rock'n’roll.
KristoI is particularly interesting insofar as he has 
guided both Quayles in their intra-generational polem­
ics. Dan's "Murphy Brown" attack and Marilyn's conven­
tion speech. To this generationally-rooted element in the 
conservative movement, the Sixties is fair game, it is the 
core of the cultural war for hegemony—and it is a war 
whose early battles occurred during the 1960s, on cam­
puses. Abrams and KristoI represent a relatively small 
but highly influential segment of New Right baby boomers; 
they were on the outside from the start, truly their 
parents’ children, as Bob Dylan might say. “forever old." 
We now need to turn to those more a paid of the Sixties 
cultural transformations, "forever young."
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III. New R iqkr S ixties G eneration 
PEqqy Noonan’
Peggy Noonan is an Irish Catholic baby boomer, raised in 
the same Massapequa. Long Island suburb as Ron Kovic 
(Bom on the Fourth o f July). Noonan’s story offers the 
most significant variation on generational changes:
I come from people who were part of the fruits of the 
FDR realignment—the Catholics of the big cities who 
fully adhered to the Democratic Party in the thirties 
and forties and never meant to let go—and became 
myself part of the quiet realignment of the eighties, in 
wh!ch what had seemed in my youth the part of rich 
dullards became, almost in spite of itself, the party of 
the people... (this book) is about me and what led me 
to be the first of my family to become that d read thing— 
a Republican.
Noonan describes her Massapequa lower-middle-class 
suburb as a world where
Not everything is possible, you can't have everything, 
and that's not bad, that's life.... Show respect, love your 
country, stop complaining!
Noonan airbrushes out the dark side of the Fifties, e.g., 
McCarthyism, racism, the oppressiveness of postwar 
gender politics. But at the same time, her depiction of a 
suburban-dominated landscape captures, indeed em­
bodies, central myths in the rightward migration of 
European immigrant-stock people. Noonan tells of her 
family's love affair with Jack Kennedy, who "opened the 
doors of American glamour to the working class," then 
delivers a double-edged compliment to the Democrats 
who, she says
made us aware of how it is for people who don't have 
much, and that was good. But the culture of resent­
ment Lhe Democrats churned up in an effort to create 
consensus helped build a burgeoning underclass with 
a bitter sense of entitlement—which wasn't good at all. 
Still, it's hard not to like the part that at least noticed.
A disinterested student in high school. Noonan attended 
Fairleigh Dickinson University part time for two years 
while working at Aetna Insurance in Newark, before 
enrolling on a full-time basis. Noonan became editor of 
her college newspaper and stayed safely mainstream.
It was Jersey, and we were first-in-our-family college 
students, and we were working a job and studying and 
partying, and only rich kids wanted to occupy a dean's 
office, normal kids just wanted not to get called on the 
carpet there.
Noonan’s concept of “normal kids" tilts more Loward 
the middle than the working class. For example, of the 
Vietnam war. she admits. “The war didn’t affect me in a 
direct way. I lost no one." Like the silent majority baby 
boomers I’ve studied. Noonan lived at a distance from Lhe 
realities of black and Hispanic public-school and white
working-class parochial school, graduates and drop­
outs who served and died in Vietnam.
Noonan's story is a paradigm of New Right 
mythmaking. She speaks of “the moment I wasn't of the 
Left," during a 1971 bus ride to a Washington anti-war 
demonstration. She saw "contempt for the nineteen- 
year-old boys who were carrying guns in the war or in the 
Guard ....It was understood that they were undereducated. 
and somewhat crude. There was contempt for America.” 
Noonan asked herself. "What am I doing with these 
people?" and shouted, at least to herself, "Get me off this 
bus!"
Note that Noonan is embracing grunts who she 
admittedly doesn't know personally and is concentrating 
her rage against “their more advantaged brothers and 
sisters [who] were back home giving interviews to Eric 
Severeid on the Concord Bridge... the professionals and 
news producers and opinion leaders of the baby-boom 
generation." Off the hook are those like herself who 
managed to avoid both the war and the protests. Her New 
Class analysis argues that "the characters they invent on 
thirtysomething and L.A. Law will never admit that 
they were wrong not to oppose Communist tyranny in 
Vietnam." Her version of “The Big Chill" is the "chronic 
unease" and guilt among these boomers whose antiwar 
actions "helped produce the boat people, the Cambodian 
holocaust, a gulag called Vietnam, and an untold in­
crease in horror for Lhe people of that part of Lhe planet."
Most interesting is Noonan's emphasis on genera­
tional realignment:
Up on the Hill or at the White House the young 
rough-looking guy from the state school is probably 
either a Republican or a conservative, and the snooty 
guy with a thank you for not smoking sign on his tidy 
little desk is a Democrat.
She is fully aware that "movement conservatives" are “a 
bunch of creepy little men with creepy little beards who 
need something to seethe on:" nevertheless. Noonan sees 
hope in her generation of New Rightists:
I know of almost no Republicans beyond middle age 
who understand this, but the younger ones get it. 
Someone could galvanize Lhe party by making a pas­
sionate speech that says, “This is the future—you're a 
working class party, the party of the people who are 
learning to speak English for the first time." Redefine 
why we're Republicans—freedom and opportunity con­
nect with the desires of the poor and just-barely- 
making it, which are the same as those in tire middle 
and the upper-middle. We blame it on the blacks that 
they allowed themselves to be bought by the Demo­
cratic Party but at least the Democrats wanted them, 
at least they cared.
Soundinglikearight-wingSaulAlinsky. Noonan preaches. 
“The conservatives, in the sixties and seventies, didn’t go 
into the churches, to the neighborhood gathering places, 
and make their case with fire."
Noonan has an essentially cinematic vision of America 
which allows her to not so much desire a movie actor as 
President, but rather a President as movie actor. Hear her 
on Reagan:
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In the fifties and early sixties... he was going from plant 
to plant for GE shooting the breeze with the workers in 
tlie cafeteria, the guys on the line telling him what they 
thought. More than any President since Jackson, he 
spent the years before power, with people, the normal 
people of this country.
No wonder she claims. "All of us as adults now, that’s how 
we get our sense o f our country, from the movies. All of us. 
including him." Noonan crafts movie scripts; she doesn’t 
seem to read much history.
It would be easy but foolish to write Peggy Noonan off 
as a lightweight. But, for better and worse, there is 
weight, substance and power in her vision and her myth, 
as damaging and absurd as it often is. Noonan under­
stands, for example, the dangers of fanaticism: “Beware 
tine politically obsessed. They are often bright and inter­
esting, but they have something missing in their natures; 
there is a hole, an empty place, and they use politics to 
fill it up." Such truths swing Left and Right. She speaks 
of two kinds of activists: "Those who are impelled by love, 
and those who get their energy from hate,” concluding 
that haters “cannot engage in honorable debate because 
they cannot see the honor of the other side."
The recent works by the Edsalls and Dionne suggest 
the critical importance of the disaffection of Middle 
America from the New Deal tradition. At the moment of 
Peggy Noonan’s Republican apostacy. her mother chas­
tised. “My father always said, ‘stick with the Democrats. 
They're the party o f the working man."’ Noonan replied, 
"When grandpa said that, it was true. It’s not anymore.” 
Peggy Noonan, a Sixties generation conservative, part of 
what she calls “the up-and-coming constituency ofyoung 
ethnic Catholics," uncomfortable with country club Re­
publicanism. places her faith in Lhe supply-side gospel 
that "growth is all," adding “growth doesn't come from 
noblesse oblige, thank you very much."
Lee A tw ater10
Along with Noonan, Lee Atwater was the most important 
kind of conservative baby boomer. Whereas Noonan 
represents the newly suburban Reagan Democrats, the 
Northern, immigrant-stock ethnics. Atwater was a good 
old boy Southerner and a fraternity boy cut-up who 
reflected the ways in which Sixties liberation, the sex. 
drugs and rock'n’roll trinity, have often led to quite 
conservative ends.
Atwater was "a street-fighting... anti-Establishment 
man from the git-go,” according to David Remnick. Like 
Noonan. Atwater spoke for the right-wing populism so 
much at the heart and soul of the conservative successes 
in the Seventies and Eighties. As a senior in high school, 
he ran his first successful campaign for a friend seeking 
the student government presidency:
I made up a whole lot of phony issues for him to run on. 
You can imagine: free beer on cap in the cafeteria,
unlimited cuts, no grades less than B's. We made up a 
whole list of credentials, including the fact that Yon
had led an Arctic expedition and was the Winner of the
International Hairy Legs Contest.
Of course, his boy won.
Atwater was the conservative most focused on gen­
erational issues. He identified himself strongly, passion­
ately with his version of the Sixties. While in high school, 
he had a white soul band. The Upsetters Review, which 
had some local success playing Motown and the likes of 
Otis Redding and Wilson Pickett. His folks persuaded 
him to go to college instead of hitting Lhe road with Lhe 
band. There, at local Newberry College, while still a 
rock'n’roll animal, he found his primary passion in 
politics, first with a summer internship in Strom 
Thurmond’s Washington office. Atwater became active in 
College Republicans, rose to state chair, and then went 
on to the national office before joining Lhe GOP consulting 
firm of Black. Manafort & Stone.
Atwater was a conservative, a believer in Right-to- 
Life, free market economics, anticommunism. But he 
was mostly committed to winning, to the chase, to the 
sheer joy of the political battle. In this sense, he was more 
scoundrel than ideologue, more the Southern rascal—he 
admired Huey Long—than the Klansman. He used Lhe 
race issue for political purposes at the same time as he 
waxed enthusiastic about the African-American contri­
bution of the blues.
Most of all, Atwater offered hints of M*A *S*Hcrossed 
with Porky s. o f the good old boy-cum-fraternity boy- 
cum iconoclast. Sixties activists, left and right, chal­
lenged authority of all types: they helped to break down 
patterns of deference and tradition. They were rebelling 
against men in gray-flannel suits, organization men. a 
bureaucratic, white-collar environment which seemed to 
operate as if there was no longer such a thing as the 
human body. Such was their attraction to rock’n’roll, the 
re-assertion of the body, of movement and sexuality: they 
celebrated the moment, humor, spontaneity, trying to 
give a goose to an uptight system. But in several ways, 
they were extending what Martha Wolfenstein called "the 
fun morality." They were advancing a culture of abun­
dance. Atwater personified a fun morality, a liberation 
from restraint which the Sixties encouraged, but without 
Qie social conscience, the social agenda associated with 
die Left. He embodied the "flight from commitment" 
Barbara Ehrenreich associated with both die Beals and 
the Playboy philosophy, which shaped much of the male- 
defined counter-culture of die Sixdes. To Atwater, “it’s all 
a gas... the whole deal,” "the whole phantasmagoria of 
polidcs and TV rock ’n roll and baby-boom demograph­
ics.” You can bet he would have understood far belter 
than World War II veterans Bush and Jim Baker the 
polidcal importance of Bill Clinton's sax performance on 
Arsenio and the “Rock the Vote” campaign of MTV.I 11
B ill Bennett12
Bill Bennett combines aspects of several kinds of conser­
vative baby boomers: in some ways he seems more like 
the progeny of neo-conservadve veterans of Old Left
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wars—Abrams, Kristol—even though his own family back­
ground is Catholic and mainstream. Bennett, like Noonan 
and Atwater, carries populist passions, resentments at 
Lhe wealthy, nurtured by his divorced mother. Although 
he went to elite Williams College, he had to wait tables 
and spend summers hauling furniture to cover his costs. 
He juxtaposes his own middle-American experiences 
with what he caricatures as a New Left elite.
Bennett most reflects the transformation of the 
liberal into, first, a neo-conservative, and then a conser­
vative. Michael Massing claims there are two Bill 
Bennetts—one. passionate, accessible, thoughtful: the 
other, intolerant, combative, Nixonian. There is another 
dualism. Bennett, a staunch pro-civil rights liberal at 
Williams, was attracted to SDS, but was persuaded by his 
older brother (Robert Bennett, recently Cap Weinberger's 
attorney) that SDS membership might not look good on 
future resumes. This additional dualism juxtaposes ide­
alism with ambition.
Bennett, an offensive tackle, "a lover of Aristotle and 
rock'n'roll," studied under John Silber atTexas. where he 
stayed clear of campus politics. When he taught philoso­
phy at Southern Mississippi in 1967-1968. he was still a 
liberal, publicly championing the message and lire legacy 
of Martin Luther King, Jr.
Bennett's dramatic moment, comparable to Noonan’s 
Washington bus ride, occurred in 1970 when he was 
attending Harvard Law School. There he was dormitory 
proctor to a black freshman pre-med studen t who wan ted 
to switch to sociology. Bennett, convinced that the stu­
dent was merely responding to peer pressures, refused to 
sign off on the change in major. An argument began 
which continued into the Harvard dining room. “I fol­
lowed him to his table, and he said. 'You can't sit here,' 
and 1 said, 'Why not?’ and he said, ‘It's just for blacks.' 
And I said. That's a lot of junk. 1 heard that in Mississippi, 
and now I'm hearing it at Harvard."’ Bennett, already 
alienated by what he perceived as the anti-Americanism 
of student protesters and by Black Power activists, 
became a neoconservative, “his intellectual hero" became 
Irving Kristol. and he went off to work for John Silber at 
Boston University.
In 1982, when he was chosen as head of the National 
Endowment of the Humanities, he was accurately per­
ceived as the neo-conservative option to the more right- 
wing M.E. Bradford of the University of Dallas. But by 
1986, by then Secretary of Education, he had more than 
built his bridges to the right wing of the conservative 
movement.
Bennett, who won a lottery date with Janis Joplin in 
his college years, despite his ferocious SLxties-bashing, 
identifies himself as a rock’n'roller. After explaining to his 
limo driver how to identify a Neil Sedaka song, he 
proclaimed. ‘That's Manfred Mann—'Do Wall Diddy', 
'Hey Cleve,' he called out, 'Ever know a Secretary of 
Education who knew rock 'n roll before?"' Bennett, a 
staunch polemicist against cultural relativism, neverthe­
less tempers his admiration for Allen Bloom, “I hate that 
prissy crap where he’s anti-rock ‘n roll."
Bennett speaks of his resentments at privilege: “I 
really dislike snobs, pretentious people who mistreat 
people who have to work for them. I hate them." It is here
that Bennett stands with the right-wing populism that 
has so driven the generational aspects of New Right 
success: the attacks on the New Class, on the cultural 
elite, although virtually never, the Fortune 500. Bennett, 
who his former mentor John Silber now castigates as “the 
Sorcerer's Apprentice" for his ruthless opportunism, sees 
himself as a champion of old liberal values and everyday 
people against the phonies and snobs. He has a sharp eye 
for left-of-center hypocrisies: none for his own.
IV. New  LeFt -t o -New  RiqhT SixTiES 
G eneration
DAVid STOCkMAN15
David Stockman was caught up in the Barry Goldwater 
campaign of 1964, inspired by "the truths of Christianity 
and Republicanism" of his grandfather, a Midwestern 
supporter of the Far Right Liberty Lobby. But then he 
went off to college where he fell "into the clutches of 
campus radicalism," taking up "Marxism and America- 
hating." Always melodramatic, Stockman concludes. "Lib­
eral professors and antiwar agitators shattered every­
thing I believed in." But "when the radicals turned 
violent,” he adds, “1 finally saw the light." The young 
David Stockman who had flirted with Students for a 
Democratic Society at Michigan State "discovered that 
the left was inherently totalitarian." Interestingly, Stock- 
man, who says he found intellectual nourishment from 
the ideas of Reinhold Neibuhr and Walter Lippman, and 
sponsorship from Daniel Patrick Moynihan. David Broder. 
and John Anderson—centrists all—calls himself “a radi­
cal ideologue." The road from SDS to tire supply-side of 
town did not seem so long.
Most striking are the ways in which Stockman 
defines his adversaries during his tenure as Ronald 
Reagan's Director of tire Office of Budget and Manage­
ment. He sounds remarkably similar to tire New Leftists 
who once excoriated liberal Democrats—corporate liber­
als—unwilling to confront the inherent contradictions of 
capitalism. Stockman's new truth came from a free- 
market ideology every bit as passionate and abstract as 
the Frankfurt School of neo-Marxism. He became “a 
disciple of F. A. Hayek," and through the influence of Jack 
Kemp, read Jude Wanniski’s The Way the World Works, 
which, he tells, “hit me with tire force of revelation." Notice 
how he describes this New Right rebirth:
It was exciting. Ourideascould change history. Forthe
first time since my shaggy-haired days in the East
Lansing coffee house, I began to feel as if I was part of
a movement. My revolutionary fires had been rekindled
again.
The analogies between New Left and New Right, 
between left-anarchism and right-libertarianism, the 
patterns of cross-over and overlap in the careers of Gary 
Wills, Murray Rothbard, Karl Hess, and Ron Radosh have 
yet to be adequately explored. Minimally, one notices the
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utopian fervor, the sense of belonging to what both camps 
glowingly call a movement. When Stockman allowed his 
Atlantic interview with William Greider. he offered this 
explanation: “Like me, he was anti-political." To both 
New Left and New Right, authenticity, commitment, a 
beloved community stand in contrast to Weber’s ethic of 
responsibility, the world of politics and, therefore, com­
promise. Consider 1964— the Goldwater debacle, in your 
heart you know he's right, even if destined to overwhelm­
ing defeat: and the refusal of the Mississippi Freedom 
Democrats to accept LBJ's two seat compromise. The 
movement is greater than the party, compromise risks 
the loss of all integrity, all authenticity.
DAvid HoROwiTZ, P eter CoLUer, Ron RAdoshM
David Horowitz. Peter Collier, and then Ron Radosh 
represent “the God That Failed" phenomena, a second 
generation of disillusion and ideological flip-flop from Left 
to Right. Horowitz and Collier consider their own and the 
New Left's complicity in Black Panther crimes, especially 
the murder of a book-keeper they provided to the party, 
to be their moment when forced to come to grips with 
radical evil; in Radosh's case it was a combination of the 
trauma of being attacked by lefty friends over his critical 
examination of the Rosenberg case and a rejection of the 
left-wing romance with Third World revolutionary move­
ments, especially in Cuba and then Nicaragua. Such 
"Second Thoughts" conservatives seem more comparable 
to ideologues like Elliot Abrams and William Kristol—all 
still seemingly fighting old ideological battles, the sons as 
their fathers, vanquishing ghosts. They're grounded in 
counter-attack and negativity, and they lack the mythic 
reservoirs, the popular passions, the affirmative visions 
of Webb, Noonan. Atwater, and, in some ways. Bennett. 
Their identity is established through their enemies.
C O N C lu s iO N
My initial curiosity in the New Right baby boomers was 
stimulated by several sources. In his memoir New York 
in the Fifties. Dan Wakefield recalls
from the end of McCarthy's power to the beginning of 
the Vietnam War protests, the last years of the fifties 
and the first few years of the sixties, young people of 
right and left lay down together like the lion and the 
lamb—sometimes more like the boy and the girl.15
Wakefield caroused at Greenwich Village's White 
Horse Tavern with the Clancy brothers,, the young Mike 
Harrington, bohemians from the Voice and libertarians 
from Young Americans for Freedom. He was struck by the 
“unexpected new aggregation of young conservatives 
[who] began to form around Barry Goldwater at the 1960 
Republican convention in Chicago," and by a 1962 
Goldwater rally at Madison Square Garden that brought 
together 18.000 young conservatives. He assumed, as 
late as 1963. that "the conservative boomlet on campuses
was a rising tide that would define the Sixties genera­
tion." In 1962 Murray Kempton proclaimed. "We must 
assume that the conservative revival is the youth move­
ment of the sixties." Wakefield projected that the Goldwater 
youth movement "may even be as important to its epoch 
as the Young Communist League was to the thirties."16
Wakefield suggests that "we lefty liberals and right- 
wing conservatives found more common ground of con­
versation and interest with one another than with all 
those people who didn't give a hoot about politics, the 
great yawning masses of the middle."17 It is here where 
the two ring circus of New Left and New Right activists is 
set, linked by their common revulsion for the corporate, 
suburban, bureaucratic realities they faced. They were 
rival youth movement, ill at ease with what seemed an 
end of ideology.
A second source leading me to the Sixties New Right 
was the Berkeley Free Speech Movement. The initial 
burst of campus activism, following the banning of on- 
campus fund-raising by Friends of SNCC and the subse­
quent arrest and suspension of nonviolent resisters, 
involved what at that point was called the United Front of 
clubs, which in October 1964. demanded re-instatement 
and a defense of free speech and political activity. This 
front included not only Young Democrats, CORE, ACLU, 
YSA, the Independent Socialist Club, SLATE (the campus 
political party), the W.E.B. DuBois Club, * SDS. and 
Women for Peace, but also the Young Republicans and 
California Students for Goldwater. The initial burst of 
youthful activism was a rebellion against middle-Ameri- 
can conformity: both SDSers and YAFers stood against 
the jocks and the Greeks who taunted them outside of 
Sproul Hall.18 The “newness" of both New Left and New 
Right was in their resistance to bigness, to impersonal, 
bureaucratic structures—big corporations, big unions, 
multiversities. The corporate liberalism attacked by the 
New Left intellectuals of Studies on the Left was analo­
gous to the welfare state excoriated by the Austrian 
School of free-market economics. And, of course, a 
number of young conservative intellectuals—Gary Wills. 
Karl Hess—uncomfortable with the New Right’s milita­
rism in the Vietnam era, with its apologetics for corporate 
America, and with its racism, discovered that they could 
only pursue their principles by moving left.19
I don't wish to exaggerate the similarities between 
the two ideological movements of the 1960s. Both con­
tained contradictory mixes of elitism and populism, 
libertarianism and communitarianism. Both had a cer­
tain contempt for suburban life and for the older genera­
tion. Both had romanticized agencies of change—whether 
Third World oppressed or bold entrepreneurs. Neither 
understood that what most peasants, workers and bour­
geois want is less than heroic—as Samuel Gompers once 
tersely putit—they want “more." Both generational elites 
pushed the culture toward aspects of liberation; the 
generational mass, that “silent majority" of baby boomers 
plus the rest of America, struggled to incorporate what 
was most useful to their lives, and like Humpty Dumpty, 
tried—and still try—to put the pieces shattered by both 
New Left and New Right back together again.
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The last sources of my curiosity are the Quayles. In 
Dan Quayle's much-discussed "Murphy Brown" com­
ments before California's Commonwealth Club, he iden­
tified himself as a baby boomer. First off. he claimed 
generational credit for the civil rights accomplishments 
of the 1960s. it is important to distinguish between ex­
liberal and neo-conservative figures like Bennett who 
supported civil rights and those who. in rallying for 
Goldwater. Wallace and the Ronald Reagan of the 1960s 
and 1970s. opposed all such progress. There’s no evi­
dence, for example, that Mr. Quayle, whose family news­
paper were staunchly Jim Crow, stood with the former. In 
the speech, he continues:
I was born in 1947, so I’m considered one of those 
“baby boomers" we keep reading about. But let's look 
at one unfortunate legacy of the boomer generation. 
When we were young, it was fashionable to declare war 
against traditional values. Indulgence and self-gratifi­
cation seemed to have no consequences. Many of our 
generation glamorized casual sex and drug use. evaded 
responsibility and trashed authority.
He goes on to suggest that, whereas most middle-class 
boomers returned to more mainstream values as they 
developed family responsibilities and careers, the poor 
did not. Thus, to Quayle. poverty rests on the “poverty of 
values" spawned by the Sixties generation.20
Marilyn Quayle sharpened this generational attack 
during the Republican Convention in Houston, declar­
ing. ”... not everyone demonstrated, dropped out. took 
drugs, joined in the sexual revolution or dodged the 
draft." Two points. First, Marilyn Quayle glops together 
behaviors which need to be disaggregated. Those who 
demonstrated, for one. didn't drop out: and opposing the 
draft doesn't seem to have any necessary linkage with 
drugs or sex. She is simply engaging in Sixties-bashing. 
And while there certainly are aspects of the Sixties 
subject to criticism, the dilemma of the New Right is that 
much of what is now. a la Dan Quayle's comments on civil 
rights, approaching mainstream acceptance, was the 
New Left agenda—equality before the law and inclusion 
of all historically aggrieved groups—African-Americans. 
Latinos. Native Americans, women, the disabled, seniors, 
gays: opposition to a senseless slaughter in Indochina: 
sensitivity to environmental and health issues. All that is 
presently assumed as normal, much that remains con­
troversial. "politically correct.” if you will, as it moves 
toward the common sense wisdom, comes from the New 
Left. And much that is problematical, particularly an 
erosion of community, a resistance to our essential 
interdependence, is shared by both of the Sixties move­
ments. both of which celebrated versions of liberty at the 
expense of the whole. The New Left counted on either left- 
wing and/or pastoral-utopias to contain “doingyour own 
thing." The New Right, always more the Party of Memory 
than the Party of Hope, relied on either a Reaganite. 
nostalgic past or simply walked away from the dilemma 
in its worship of the marketplace. Finally, the invisible 
hand exerts as little restraint on the antinomian spirit as 
did passing joints or nonmaterial incentives.
Finally. Lhe Sixties generation of New Rightists has 
had considerable success in shaping the metaphors, and 
therefore, the politics of the past twenty-five years. David 
Keene, who went from New Right boomer to chair of the 
American Conservative Union, recalls:
By 1968 and 1969, those of us who were active in the 
conservative movement knew for a fact that the ulti­
mate result of what was going on was going to be just 
that, whether it was going to be NLxon or Reagan was 
a question, but we knew that these people who were out 
there rioting in the streets were handing us the country 
and for that we have something to be grateful for.21
As the Edsalls persuasively argue, the reactions to 
the Sixties rebellions generated the Reagan Revolution of 
the 1980s. And much of that revolution was carried and 
implemented by traditionalist boomers like Dick Cheney. 
Vietnam vets like Jim Webb, thirlies-cum-sixties ideo­
logues like Elliot Abrams and Bill Kristol. converts like 
David Stockman. Horowitz and Collier—but. I would 
suggest, most of all. by those like Peggy Noonan. Lee 
Atwater, and Bill Bennett. They were touched by much of 
the iconoclasm of the decade, its essentially rock'n'roll 
spirit, its fierce demand for liberty, it's sense of humor, its 
anti-establishment, anti-elite sensibility and. yes. its 
idealism.
Atwater, Lhe least idealistic of the lot, saw TV as 
critical to Lhe formation of his generation. He included the 
unprecedented educational opportunities rooted in 
middle-class lifestyles, the integration of women into 
both higher education and the work-force, greater lei­
sure. and the Vietnam war. What Atwater calls “a new 
traditionalism," a new synthesis, rests on self-actualiza­
tion. opportunity, a sense of quality, tolerance (the big 
tent indeed), a social conscience (which of course still 
indulges in Willie Horton ads!), gender equality, and an 
opposition to bigness. Sounding like the Port Huron 
Statement. Atwater concluded that possibly the greatest 
quality of boomer consciousness is a sense "of something 
missing in their lives." He didn’t stay long with this theme 
of alienation, instead, characteristically, exploring how 
Republicans could unify both the libertarian baby boomers 
with the more populist, social issues conservatives.22
In fact, thatiswhat the Republican ParLy wasn't able 
to accomplish in the 1992 elections and is what it must 
address if it is to return to power in the future. The two 
Pats—Buchanan and Robertson—stand against the Six­
ties. in fact, against modernity. Atwater understood that 
there was a need to create a new synthesis. After all. the 
movements of the Sixties—New Left, hippie, feminist, 
green, gay—have made fundamental demands on all of 
our lives. That there has been resistance should hardly 
surprise us. If we've learned anything from human his­
tory it should be that we are characterologically conser­
vative creatures, slow to change. And we've been asked to 
change—from our most essential and intimate values 
about men and women, whites and blacks, straights and 
gays, to all of the things which affect our everyday lives— 
recycling—Who honestly doesn't resent separating gar­
bage? Who honestly doesn’t sometimes curse seat-belts?
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Don't many of us resent the self-righteousness of the 
bans on smoking? It's this latter point which brings me 
to closure: the New Right's strengths have rested on the 
New Left's weaknesses—its self-righteousness, in fact, its 
elitism, its contempt for the lives of those who can't so 
easily bring behavior and values into line with Reason 
and Truth. This is the legitimate core of what has mostly 
been a demagogic attack on political correctness. In my 
own studies, this is the largest group within the Sixties 
generation, its silent majority if you will. They have been 
a contradictory group, resentful of radical challenges, 
attracted to both Nixon and then Reagan for patronizing 
their middle-class suburban virtues and aspirations. But 
they have been changed by the Sixties, sometimes un­
willingly. more often at their own pace, in their own good 
time. They are more tolerant in matters of race, gender, 
and religion, and premarital sex; they are more environ­
mentally conscious. But they are also tougher on crime, 
more in favor of the death penalty and their right to own 
weapons. And they are more suspicious of both govern­
ment and business. In this sense, those who speak of a 
distinct generation—a Vietnam generation "touched with 
fire." or a “wounded generation." are expressing a truth.23 
But, at the same time, we should recognize the destruc­
tive aspects of what Russell Baker characterizes as 
"segregation by calendar." a division both empirically and 
ethically dubious. Our new baby-boom President had 
greater support, for example, from those both younger 
and older than the Sixties generation. And matters of 
social class, race and gender shape political behavior far 
more powerfully than generational identity.
My own view is that the long term impact of the 
movements of the 1960s rests on whether any activist 
group finds the way to help the mainstream—baby-boom 
and otherwise—resolve the questions and challenges 
raised during the 1960s—and still at the very heart of 
determining the very survival of our culture and our 
nation. And most of our labels—generational, ideologi­
cal—seem to only get in our way as we continue to 
redefine and reinvent America.
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THe ViET Naim W ar ancI t He BRiTish 
StucIent L e It : A  STudy iivi P o liT icA l 
SyiMbolisiM
Anthony O. Esmonds, History Department. Ball State 
University, Muncie, IN 47306
In the fall of 1 9 8 5 ,1 took a  group of Ball S ta te  University 
s tu d e n ts  to Oxford. E ngland, a s  p a rt of an  exchange 
program . Before the  term  began, we did the trad itional 
tou r—London, Cornw all. York, an d  finally Scotland. On 
em erging from a  particu larly  trendy E dinburgh  disco 
(where my s tu d e n ts  h ad  dragged me), we were accosted  
by som e u n ru ly  teenagers, one of whom  greeted u s  with: 
“Fucking A m ericans! Look w hat you fucking did to Viet 
Nam!”11 w hisked  my charges aw ay a s  quickly a s  possible, 
and  back  in  o u r hotel, they were n a tu ra lly  curious. W hy 
the hostility? W hy Viet Nam, after so m any years?  I h ad  
no easy  an sw ers . Surely th ese  young  Scots had  no 
m em ories of th e  Viet Nam w ar. After all. it had  ended 
while they  w ere still in napp ies. (Indeed. B ritish  involve­
m ent in  Viet Nam  w as m inim al a t  b es t after 1954.) 
P erhaps th e ir p a re n ts  h ad  been deeply com m itted an ti- 
Viet Nam w ar ac tiv is ts  w ho had  passed  on their ideals. 
Or, were they sim ply  using  U nited S ta te s’ involvem ent in 
Viet Nam a s  a sym bol appropria te  for a  little late-n igh t 
A m erican-bashing? B ut why Viet Nam? Why not G renada? 
Or El Salvador? Or Persh ing  and  C ruise M issiles? W hy 
Viet Nam ?
This sm all inciden t ra ises som e in teresting  q u e s ­
tions. W hile a  considerab le  a m o u n t of scholarly  a tten tio n  
h a s  been  lav ished  on the an tiw ar m ovem ent in the  United 
S ta tes , un til very recently2 h isto rian s  have generally 
ignored the im pact of the  V ietnam  W ar on British society. 
W hat k ind  of a n tiw ar m ovem ent existed in B ritain? W hat 
role did V ietnam  play in B ritish  a ttitu d e s  toward the 
U nited S ta te s?  W as the V ietnam  W ar a key issue , deeply 
felt, or w as it u sed  prim arily  for o th er pu rposes?
I w an t to  tak e  a few ten tative, in troductory  s tep s  in 
answ ering  th ese  questions. I will a rgue  th a t, a lthough  it 
w as sm all and  derived from the U.S. m ovem ent. G reat 
B ritain  h ad  a  flourish ing  anti-V ietnam  w ar m ovem ent in 
the  late  1960s. com prised largely of young people. To be 
su re , m any w ho pro tested  ag a in st the  w ar did so becau se  
of a  deep h a tre d  for th e  suffering experienced by the 
V ietnam ese. However, th is  m ovem ent u sed  the V ietnam  
w ar for the  m ost p a rt a s  a political an d  cu ltu ra l sym bol— 
to e m b a rra ss  th e  L abour governm ent of Harold W ilson, to 
organize B ritish  you th , and  to develop a theory of im pe­
rialism  im plicating  expansive U.S. hegem ony. In o th er 
w ords, the  rea lity  of the  V ietnam  w ar w as less im portan t 
th an  the  w ar a s  a  p o ten t symbol.
W hile tim e lim ita tions p rohib it a  detailed ana ly sis  of 
B ritish  you th  p ro te s t an d  cu ltu re  in  the  1960s, m ost 
s tu d e n ts  of the  phenom enon3 agree on certa in  basic  
poin ts. F irst, th e  B ritish  m ovem ent, especially its politi­
cal activ ists, w as no t very large. Indeed, it never encom ­
passed  a  m ajority of youth , m u ch  less of a  whole society. 
It “never achieved the  s ta tu s  of a  m ass  m ovem ent” and  
w as hard ly  “com parable  w ith  the A m erican o r even the 
E uropean  s tu d e n t m ovem ent" of the  1960s.4 Indeed, 
according to David W idgery. it w as “a  puny  specim en .”5 
Second, “the co u n te r-cu ltu ra l p ro tes te rs ... of the 
1960s were... m ainly m iddle class."6 More specifically, 
they were largely the p ro d u c t of a  “sm all, elite" British 
university  system .7 Concretely, accord ing  to Nigel Young, 
“S tu d en t activity w as the m o st im p o rtan t single factor in 
providing a... base  for the  V ietnam  W ar p ro te s ts  of 1968, 
draw n disproportionately  from the cam p u s c o n s titu ­
ency.”8
Third, there  w as little original in B ritish  you th  
pro test. In h is  com parative s tu d y  of B ritish  an d  A m erican 
“ideologies of revolution" in th e  1960s, David B ouchier 
s ta te s  a t  the  ou tset: “M aterial from B ritain  is therefore 
p resen ted  to se t the  A m erican exam ples in th e ir w ider 
context an d  to d em o n stra te  the  sp read ing  influence of 
Am erican form s of p ro te s t.”9 Indeed, in the  late 1960s, 
the  British “m ovem ent" becam e essen tia lly  “a n  echo... [a] 
postscrip t, to A m erican developm ents ra th e r  th an  a 
leading section ....”10
Finally, the  B ritish m ovem ent w as extrem ely fluid 
and  difficult to pin down. It exhibited  the u su a l tensions 
betw een political activism  a n d  cu ltu ra l rebellion, be ­
tween the raised  fist and  the  raised jo in t. Moreover, 
political activ ists often split in to b itte r sec ta rian  struggles 
betw een pacifists and  revolu tionaries. T ro tskyites and  
old-left M arxists, a n a rc h is ts  an d  m oderate  Labourites. 
N onetheless, m ost s tu d ie s  agree th a t  the  issu e  of the 
Vietnam  w ar did. a t  least tem porarily , u n ite  p ro test 
factions a ro u n d  one issue . In the  w ords of oral h isto rian  
Ronald Fraser:
Unlike the Americans, they (the British) did not have to 
face their own war machine or the draft.... The student 
activism of the CND (Committee for Nuclear Disarma­
ment] and the New Left had been sunk by the Labour 
Party machine in the sands of the unilateral nuclear 
disarmament battle, leaving them no credible model of 
organization.... It was thus mainly in the single-issue 
Vietnam Solidarity Campaign (VSC). originated in 1966 
by a small Trotskyist group, that the “common ground" 
of student activism was re-discovered.11
Clearly, th is  “com m on ground" a ttrac ted  consider­
able a tten tion , especially in 1968. Two m ajor d em o n s tra ­
tions in London, sponsored  by the VSC. drew  m ore th an  
100,000 partic ipan ts . A ccording to its new sletter, VSC 
b ran ch es were active in m any  B ritish cities—Glasgow, 
Sheffield, Liverpool. M anchester, N ottingham . Sw ansea. 
Even sm all tow ns, including  Falkirk  an d  Northold Park, 
coun ted  VSC m em bers.12 T he su b s ta n tia l b ran ch  in 
E d inburgh  briefly pub lished  its  own n ew sle tte r.13 U nder­
ground periodicals and  n ew spapers like International 
Times. OZ  and  Black D w a rf  were filled w ith  artic les and  
le tte rs  condem ning the w ar. M ainstream  new spapers 
and  jo u rn a ls  of opinion, w hile less s tr id e n t an d  hard ly  
u n an im o u s  in their opposition  to the  w ar, none the less 
contained  a su b s ta n tia l n u m b er of ed itoria ls an d  letters 
calling for a n  end to the  conflict. T hus, the  V ietnam  w ar
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was an issue in Great Britain, one around which a 
number of articulate young Britons wrote, spoke, demon­
strated. and organized.
For many, opposition to the war surely involved, in 
large measure, deeply-felt moral outrage. A pacifist like 
Bertrand Russell—long active in the British Campaign 
for Nuclear Disarmament—opposed the war in part be­
cause American weapons were killing innocent people. 
One of Russell's most articulate disciples was Tariq Ali. 
This Pakistani-born. Oxford-educated activist almost 
single-handedly founded the Vietnam Solidarity Cam­
paign. In his revealing autobiography, Ali admits that by 
1966:
The war in Vietnam... had become an obsession.... It 
dominated my thoughts and actions.... What made 
matters worse was the complete sense of powerless­
ness that one felt.... 1 often thought about the possibili­
ties of organizing international brigades from Europe. 
Americas, and South Asia, which would enable some of 
us to fight side by side with the Vietnamese....1,1
He took this passion into a 1966 teach-in at Oxford. 
Former American Ambassador to South Vietnam, Henry 
Cabot Lodge, was one of the participants. Ali describes 
the scene with both passion and the kind of ironic humor 
associated with left youth culture:
I had warned Henry Cabot Lodge that convincing this 
audience would not be as easy as organizing a coup in 
Saigon. This advice had been reinforced in a slightly 
unorthodox fashion by "Big Joe" Richards, a shop 
steward from Lhe Cowley car plant. As I was escorting 
Lodge to the debating chamber. Big Joe walked up to 
him and shouted, "Fucking mass murderer."... He 
[Lodge] was constantly heckled and when he referred 
to Vietnamese peasants under U.S. rule as “laughing 
and happy people, enjoying their bananas" the bulk of 
the audience collapsed with uncontrollable laughter.15
Students far less well-known than Tariq Ali shared 
his obsession. Anthony Barnett, a student a Leicester 
University in 1968. focused his passion on American 
bombing:
There was... the relentlessness of the bombing,... and 
I put a map of Vietnam on my-wall. 1 think people now 
probably don't understand that, but it was just ter­
rible. Everything that was progress was being used to 
destroy. Every day you opened the paper there were 
unknown tonnages going thousands of miles to pulver­
ize peasants.16
Much of Lhe underground press echoed Barnett's sense 
of moral outrage, although tinged more with black hu­
mor. The 19 July 1968, edition of Black Dwarf, for 
example, featured a front-cover montage photograph of 
Lyndon Johnson as a cowboy riding on the back of 
napalmed Vietnamese, while the 14 August 1968 issue 
included a reprint of a French poster “advertising” John 
Wayne's Green Berets. The poster featured several bombs 
falling over the title: T he Green Berets with John Wayne 
and costarring the Dead Vietnamese People."17
Not to be outdone, the London OZ weighted in with 
its own particular brand of visual horror. On tire cover of 
the March 1968 issue was a blood-spattered reproduc­
tion of the infamous Colonel Loan photograph, cap­
tioned: 'The Great Society Blows Another Mind." Inside 
the same issue was a cartoon which simply and pointedly 
featured a large bomb sticking nose-firsl into a small 
baby carriage.18 Indeed, the first issue of OZ "included an 
amusing piece on Lhe only political subject always taken 
seriously within the counter-culture," entitled “Good 
Vibrations":
In future American soldiers will not be sent to Vietnam 
but will be put inside this machine [constructed on the 
outskirts of the Pentagon] where giant hammers will 
grind them to a pulp. The machine will be programmed 
to take the soldiers at the same rate as the average 
death rate in the Vietnam war....19
Clearly, much of this passionate hatred of the war 
was directed at Lyndon Johnson. But the British don’t 
vote in American elections, and Johnson, no doubt, paid 
even less attention to foreign outcries than he did to 
domestic ones. For many protesters, a more proper target 
of their rage about Vietnam was the Labour Government 
of Harold Wilson. Not surprisingly, Tariq Ali condemned 
Wilson for blatant hypocrisy. According to Ali, “Wilson 
attacked the Tories as late as 1964 for kowtowing to the 
United States in Indochina." However, once Prime Minis­
ter, the Labour leader revealed himself as “fully 
supporting] the action of the United States in resisting 
aggression in Vietnam." For Ali, such an about face 
proved that “British Labour leaders were being economi­
cal with the truth and acting like tame poodles of Lhe 
White House." Indeed, during an early demonstration 
against (he war, Ali tweaked the PM:
We had set up a Vietnam Committee in Oxford and 
organized one of the first demonstrations outside the 
U.S. Embassy in Grosvenor Square in February 1965.
We carried a banner which read: "Where has Harold 
Wilson gone? Crawling to the Pentagon."...This ditty 
was... communicated to... DeGaulle by his biographer 
Alexander Werth, who reported that the general had 
chuckled and remarked that the song seemed apt.20
The Vietnam Solidarity Campaign consistently bad­
gered Wilson and his government over Vietnam. Every 
issue of the VSC Bulletin contained a special section on 
"British Complicity" in the war, usually focusing on 
military R&D carried on by indusLry and universities.21 In 
its 1972 Vietnam Handbook, the VSC devoted a major 
chapter to “British Complicity." accusing Wilson of cut­
ting a "shabby figure" as he consistently supported U.S. 
policy in Vietnam.22
However, moral outrage and sympathy for the Viet­
namese was only the tip of the iceberg. In the eyes of many 
activists, the Vietnam war became a potent symbol of 
deeper discontent with Labour's overall failure. Historian 
David Caute hints at this discontent: "That a Labour 
Government should condone 'genocide'... with scarcely a 
murmur of dissent from its backbench MP’s angered the 
young and sharpened their contempt for the reformist
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left.."23 The key phrase here is "sharpened their contempt 
for the reformist left.” In fact, activists felt deeply disap­
pointed, even betrayed by the Wilson government on a 
number of issues not directly related to the war. Activist 
David Widgeiy put this broader discontent in general 
terms: “IO]n the home front yet another flock of starry- 
eyed Social Democrats were learning the bitter truth of 
Labour's betrayal.”24 Indeed. “Once Wilson came to power, 
the optimistic illusions that his diffuse radicalism had 
encouraged were turned inside out and large groups of 
bitter socialist students moved towards the revolutionary 
explanations they had ignored the year before."25
Concretely, some activists believed that Wilson’s 
general foreign policy—especially his opposition to an 
independent nuclear deterrent and his rejection of “Tory 
imperialism"—served “to dovetail British armed forces 
still closer with American imperial strategy... and tailored 
[British] foreign policy to meet the needs of [the]American 
co-exploitator better."26 Activists were similarly upset 
with the Labour government's rejection of such “old 
standards of socialism... as peace, disarmament, sharing 
of wealth, military disengagement, [and] radical change 
in education."27 Pat Mercer’s 1 June 1968. polemic in the 
underground journal Black Dwarf nicely made the 
connection between Vietnam and other failings of the 
Labour government:
The next demonstration will represent an explosion of 
anger against the monstrousness of Imperialism as 
seen in VN... [and] complete and total disgust with 
social-democracy's pathetic efforts to bolster capital­
ism in this country.28
To be sure, the Vietnam war was a crucial ingredient 
in the attack on Labour. But in a sense, it was even more 
important as a symbol ofwider failures. As Peter Buchanan 
suggested, the war was a catalyst but notan end in itself:
Vietnam, for Britain, is only a beginning, but it 
must not remain the only focus for protest.... Inter­
national solidarity demands that we protest as 
violenUy as we are able over British complicity in 
the American repression. But we have our own 
issues, as real, as pressing.29
Among the other issues pressing upon the activist left 
was a theoretical one into which America’s conduct in 
Vietnam and the response of the Viet Cong and NVA fit 
well. An editorial in the June 1968 edition of OZ states 
this connection clearly:
The mirror Vietnam holds up to the West illuminates 
precisely those myths that are at the center of he status 
quo. the absence of class struggle, the inevitability of 
economic growth, and thus increase in living stan­
dards. the post-colonial powers' benign international 
intentions.... America, that fine citadel of democracy, 
needs its guns and butters: to get them Tom Paine 
must be bound naked at the stake of militarism.30
A number of other sources confirm this crucial 
insight. According to historian Elizabeth Nelson, the 
Vietnam war was used to illustrate the “moral bank­
ruptcy" of Western capitalism.31 David Treisman. a 
student activist at Essex University, proclaimed:
The Vietnam war was probably the decisive one [exter­
nal event], for it jarred people into taking their social­
ism more seriously. For many the war produced a 
whole series of knock-on effects in their poliUcal con­
sciousness which took them right to the heart of their 
own society and its economic character. And that 
provided a seed bed....32
In other words, the Vietnam war as a western phenom­
enon fed into other issues and symbolized the nature of 
western neo-colonialism.
If the United States and Britain became world- 
historical villains for the student left, then the Viet Cong 
soldiers became its heroes—more for what they symbol­
ized than the national unification they fought for. The war 
provided an “immensely important model of guerrilla 
warfare." and a VC victory “would represent a victory for 
all the aspirations” of student activists. It would mean a 
triumph of “an authentic popular army” over the “highly 
bureaucratized armed forces of the largest imperial power 
in the world... .”33 Thus, the Vietnam Solidarity Campaign
had both an inspirational and an educational purpose.
[It wasl intended to illustrate the limitations of a purely 
British or European perspective in the attack on capi­
talism. and to emphasize the need for world-wide unity 
in the revolutionary movement.3'1
Ronald Fraser claims the ultimate meaning of the Viet­
nam war was. finally:
Vietnam provided the moral justification for going 
beyond the bounds in order to awaken the public at 
large and to radicalize students taking part in actions; 
to this dissenting generation, the Vietnamese revolu­
tionaries became the model, the people with whom it 
most closely identified.35
Britons who opposed the Vietnam war did so for a 
variety of reasons. Some were humanitarian pacifists 
who said "no" to wanton death and destruction. Some 
focused on the complicity of the Labour government in 
the horror. But beneath sympathy for the Vietnamese lay 
a deeper concern. The Vietnam war was a powerful and 
useful symbol—one with which youthful activists could 
excoriate Labour for betraying its (and their) ideals. And 
ultimately the war became even more abstract, as the 
combatants became symbols of evil and good. As mere 
abstractions, the Johnsons, the Wilsons, even the Vietcong 
guerrillas, lost flesh and blood and became, for some, 
shadowy actors in a mystery play. As Ronald Fraser 
suggests:
Once again British... Social Democracy... failed to 
provide the rallying call to which youth would mas­
sively respond. Instead, support for the Vietnamese 
revolution in its struggle against American imperial­
ism swelled the ranks of those seeking radical solu­
tions beyond the confines of traditional left politics.38
And, he might have added, sometimes beyond the con­
fines of reality itself.
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"Armed Right"
November 5, 1992—Weptronics Corpo­
ration announced today that they tire 
changing their logo from "Weptronics— 
Freedom Buckler" to "Weptronics—Armed 
Right." This is in response to the chang­
ing market for their products and in 
congruence with corporate policy of con­
tinued diversification. A corporate an­
nouncement is planned at the reception 
in the Library of the Executive Office 
Building on November 10.
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P o e tr y  by A n t I er
A ntHem
Not standing when Star-Spangled Banner played
by Milwaukee Symphony outdoors in Marcus Amphitheater, 
near Lake Michigan and downtown Milwaukee 
before the Beethovan's Ninth Concert,
Everyone else standing, everyone else singing,
Putting my head in one hand as it plays so heroic.
Thinking of all the Iraqi dead,
the dead men murdered by our soldiers 
as they retreated.
Thinking of Vietnam, My Lai, Wounded Knee. Dresden, Nagasaki, 
Thinking back to Washington Park 20 years ago Vietnam War era 
one summer eve the Star-Spangled Banner played 
before Pagliacci
and not standing then, everyone singing.
Remembering the hateful threats and curses whispered 
behind me.
Now no curses or threats, only singing sadly and sweetly 
mothers and fathers whose voices seem 
soft-spoken and sorrowful too 
as if they think me Vietnam Veteran
remembering his bestfriend killed Lhere 
and remember their bestfriend 
killed in World War II or Korea.
No tone of defiant patriotism to my ears.
No growl of rage in the melody,
Only a sound of many melancholy voices trying 
to sound cheefful. hopeful, trying 
to believe we still are
the great nationa we were taught we were 
and thought we were 
in gradeschool.
No tone of hate or scorn—as if they understand 
why I will never stand
for the Star-Spangled Banner 
or the American Flag again.
America became Ecotopia and Ecotopia's flag was the Wilderness 
and Ecotopia’s National Anthem is the wind.
America loved itself so much 
it became Ecotopia 
after all.
Now we play no National Anthem 
And need no Symphony or Aphitheater 
or downtown or Milwaukee 
As we sit and listen to crickets
and watch fireflies as it gets dark
in hot July along the pure fresh-water shores 
of Great Lake Michigan.
Antler, 1230 E. Chambers St., Milwaukee, WJ 53212
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P o e tr y  by JEff P o niew az
Why YouNq Men Wore ThEiR HaIr Lonq iN 
t Ne S ixties
Because tliey could feel the deforestation of the Amazon 
breathing down their necks even then.
Because half of the world's trees have been cut down 
since 1950,
Because even as kids in the '50s they could feel
the wilds dwindling, and were given crewcuts 
soon as school let out for the summer.
Because tliey didn't care if some bigot
thought they looked like girls— 
tliey were unmistakable male to themselves 
and weren't afraid to accept the female 
half of their soul and love the Mother Earth, 
rejecting the macho Earth-rape of civilization. 
Because they had to become long-haired Indians 
to expiate the genocide of the Indians 
by their European-invasion 
boatpeople greatgrandparents.
Because even their European Paleolithic granddaddies 
all had long hair before they cut down 
the forests to make room for cities 
with barbershops right next to butchershops, 
Because they had to make up for all the baldheaded skeletons 
the Nazis kept as deathcamp slaves.
Because though they dug Buddha's bald head 
they liked getting high 
in other ways besides meditation.
Because Jesus was crucified for having long hair
by crewcut fundamentalists who went back 
in a time machine to make sure he'd be 
the Only hippie on their holycards.
Because Einstein's hair burst from his skull in protest
of radiation sickness making people's hair fall out. 
Because Eisenhower's bald head was succeeded 
by Kennedy's boyish shock of hair, 
which got blown off his head the year 
before the Beatles came to America.
Because Elvis's duck's-ass outraged the '50s
as much as the Beatle-cut outraged the '60s. 
Because Stokowski let his mane fly illuminated
on album covers decades before Billy Idol.
And long-hair music has been letting its own long hair down 
much longer than “Roll Over Beethoven."
Because even short-haired hepcats like Charlie Parker
let down tire long hair of their souls in their jazz. 
Because James Dean's pre-Elvis noncrewcut rebel
is a nobler symbol of the '50s than H appy  Days. 
Because haircut conformity's a sellout to getting a job. 
Because Whitman shook his white locks at the runaway sun 
while loafing on a hill of summer grass,
"And now it seems to me the beautiful uncut hair of graves."
he wrote observing the flowing grass.
Because Industrial Revolution lobotomizes our mammal brain, 
Because military-industrialism barbers tire heart 
with bayonets,
Because "patriots" yearned to razor the throats
of bearded longhairs during the Vietnam War. 
and yearned to shave off their balls as well 
to make perfect eunuch robots of war 
albeit Bob Hope pimping Ann-Margret
to the about-to-die: "Remember, boys, 
this is what you're fighting for.”
Because Moloch lusts to blow their balls off in battle, 
Because Jim Morrison flashing his phallus 
in the face of the Vietnam War 
got busted for obscenity,
Because Rock'n'Roll pit its ecstasy
against the nightmare madness of war 
(tho rock promoters scalp rock fans 
as much as ticket scalpers do).
Because hair longs to be long.
Because even when we die our hair wants 
to keep on growing forever.
Because every wild horse loves its flowing mane, 
Because long hair means a wilderness 
and short hair means a lawn.
Because John Muir said the first thing they do
is cut down the trees and the second thing 
they do is graze sheep amid the stubble. 
Because the first thing they do in
a prison an insane asylum or the Marines 
is shear off all your hair exactly like sheep...
BiiRNiNq t He FlAq
1 burn the flag 
that massacred 
Wounded Knee.
I burn the actual 
specific flag flown 
by the U.S. Calvary 
that crucified the Sioux 
on Christmas 1890.
I burn the flag 
that fiddles while 
rainforests burn.
1 burn the flag 
everyone stands & sings 
"rockets' red glare" to 
just before a football game 
while every second a 
footballfield of rainforest 
bums. I bum tire flag 
that dropped napalm 
on children in Vietnam.
I burn the flag 
that swapped guns for 
cocaine with deathsquads 
that raped & murdered 
nuns in El Salvador.
I burn the flag that 
propped up the Somozas 
in Nicaragua all those 
decades. 1 bum the flag 
that burned Neruda's library. 
I burn any flag that 
promotes flag fetishism 
and pep-rally nationalism 
that forestalls a global 
alliance for peace 
and ecological sanity.
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I salute the flag 
that lives up to’ 
the word "freedom."
I salute the flag 
that lives up to 
the word “democracy”
—government by the people, 
not by the Forbes 500.
I salute the flag 
that is an example 
to the whole world 
of ecological enlightenment.
I salute the flag that’ 
salutes the whole Earth, 
the Human Family 
WhiLman invoked 
in “Salut au Monde."
1 salute the green 
flag of Whitman.
1 salute the flag 
o f Ecology, with 
the oval “e" where 
the stars used to be 
and green stripes 
where the red ones were.
I salute the flag 
with Lhe cerulean blue 
of our planet gleaming 
in a sea of black, 
more love-inspiring 
& goosebump inducing 
than the Old Glory 
with holes in it that 
inspired Francis Scott Key. 
Better we burn Lhe dollar 
& the yen-the flags that 
command our true allegiance— 
and declare world-wide 
Debt Amnesty so we can 
stop killing the Earth 
to pay our debts, and 
start anew with an economy 
in harmony with the Ecology. 
Better we burn the flags 
of all nations in front 
of the United Nations 
than all nations burn 
in nuclear war or 
ecological holocaust.
I salute the flag 
that is more offended 
by the desecration 
of the environment 
than by the desecration 
of any flag.
I pledge allegiance 
to the Earth!
I salute the Hag 
of the Earth!
July 4. 1989
Jeff Poniewaz, 1230 E. Chambers St., Milwaukee, W1 
53212. Born in Milwaukee September 28. 1946. Lived in 
Milwaukee all his life except fo r  nine months in Madison, 
nine months in Iowa City, fifty-eight months in the San 
Francisco Bay area, and a heavenly scattering o f month­
long backpack and canoe trips in wildernesses in Ontario. 
Colorado, California, and Upper Peninsula Michigan. Met 
and becamefriends with tire poet Antler in a poetry writing 
class at UW-Milwaulcee in Lhe Spring semester o f 1966. 
B.A. (1970) and M.A. (1973), both in English from  UW- 
Milwaukee, where he currently teaches "Literature o f 
Ecological Vision,” a course he devised, each Spring. His 
eco-activism spans from local urban greenspace battles to 
the global rainforest catastrophe. His eco-poems have 
appeared in Earth First!, Greenpeace Chronicles, the 
Los Angeles Times, etc. His collection o f eco poems and 
meditations spanning 1975-82, Dolphin Leaping in the 
Milky Way (Inland Ocean Books, 1986) is in its third 
printing. Another collection o f  subsequent eco writings is 
forthcoming, as well as a volume o f selected poems on 
miscellaneous subjects spanningfrom 1966 to the present. 
His general-subject poems have been published in Beloit 
Poetry Journal, NEW: American &, Canadian Poetry, 
Minnesota Review, Quixote, Abraxas, Beatniks from  
Space, The World, the Wisconsin Poets Calendar, etc. 
His work has been included in six anthologies: New 
Poetry Out of Wisconsin (August Derletlx ed.. 1969). 
The Whites o f Their Eyes (out o f Seattle. WA, 1970), 
Brewing: 20 Milwaukee Poets (Giligia Press, New Hamp­
shire. 1972), Beaton Abbott’s Got the Contract—Po­
ems About Working (Tom Way man, ed., out o f Edmonton, 
Alberta, 1974). Gathering Place o f the Waters: 30 
Milwaukee Poets (1983). and NADA POEMS (David 
Cope, ed.. out o f Grandville, MI. 1988). He has compiled a 
many-poet anthology ofeco-poems titled On What Planet— 
Poems in Praise and Defense o f the Earth, which 
awaits a receptive publisher. He is included in the chapter 
on eco-poetry in Simple in Means, Rich in Ends— 
Practicing Deep Ecology, Bill Devall's 1988 sequel to his 
1985 book Deep Ecology—Living as if Nature Mat­
tered. He has given presentations on “Cetacean Con­
sciousness” at the New College in San Francisco and on 
“Poetry o f Wilderness” at Esalen Institute in Big Sur. He 
was the first poet to be invited to give a full-length reading 
from his work at Wilderness University on the campus o f 
UW-Waukesha. His occasional essays include “Whitman 
and Thoreau and the Industrial Revolution" (1985) and 
“D ie Global Rainforest Disaster" (1986). He won a PEN 
“Discovery Award" in 1987. Sporadically since 1973, he 
has visited high schools and junior high schools through­
out Wisconsin via the Poets-in-the-Schools program. His 
last name is pronoiuiced Poe-nYEAH-vAHsh and is Polish 
fo r "because."
87
V iet  Nam G eneration
P eace ThRouqh L a w : JohN 
SEibEitLiNq's VisioN of W o r I cI O rcI er
Miriam R. Jackson. 424 E. Summit St.. Kent. OH 44240. 
This paper was presented at the Sixties Generations 
conference. March 1993. Fairfax, VA.
The 1970 Congressional election victory of John Seiberling, 
running on a peace platform against a pro-Viet Nam war 
incumbent, was both the culmination of long-term peace 
activism and the beginning of more. Seiberling’s desire to 
end the Viet Nam war was part of a more general interest 
in building world peace through international law. 
Seiberling first became interested in the possibilities of 
world peace through law as a student at Harvard in the 
late 1930s and early 1940s—he saw world law as the only 
way to achieve ordered world peace. His emerging vision 
was reinforced by his combat experience in Europe 
during World War II. Seiberling was further affected by 
the physical devastation he saw in Europe, as well as his 
awareness o f the effects and implications of the atomic 
bombing of Hiroshima and Nagasaki.
"I spent four years in the Army in World War II," 
Seiberling recalled:
It became clear to people who thought about it that if 
we were to avoid war—a Third World War with nuclear 
weapons—that something was going to have to be done 
to eliminate the weaknesses in tire political structure 
of the world... It was quite clear that if we wanted to 
prevent world war. we needed world law. And we 
needed institutions to enact and enforce world law. 
which meant some form of limited world government, 
with power to enforce the rule of law against war- 
making and aggression.1
Rooted in such concepts, World Federalists was launched 
after World War II. with the active participation of John 
Seiberling Its vision, however, seemed curiously narrow 
in its assumption that world law—somehow agreed upon 
between nations with varying social and economic sys­
tems—would or could alone end war without concurrent 
achievements over hunger, poverty, oppression and un­
derdevelopment. World Federalists appeared to want a 
United Nations strengthened in its international legal 
powers as the center of a new international legal system 
meant to mediate and/or legislate alternatives to war. 
This desire, or idealism, was vigorously criticized by such 
current theorists as Reinhold Niebuhr, who held that 
world government under the UN might be desirable but 
was both morally and politically unlikely. The only world 
community was in technology and the proposal of a legal 
one was a fallacy, he wrote, lacking the “social issue" to 
bind it and the willingness of nations to give up sover­
eignty.2
The principles of the UN. wrote Niebuhr, were not the 
problem, but those impatient with the UN’s limits. Such 
idealists “pretended that tire UN was really a complete 
global constitutional system." when in fact the UN did
what could be expected given its realistic purposes. It 
existed in the bipolar world tragically created by an 
implacable enemy (the USSR) and it was quite unrealistic 
to see it as more than a limited bridge, a noncommunist 
assembly, and as a hope for avoiding war and fighting 
communism.3
Niebuhr was acutely aware o f the importance of 
American example in a postwar world filled with colonial 
nations heading toward independence in a context of 
U.S.-Soviet rivalry for influence. “We must exercise our 
leadership of the free world." he declared, “in the light of 
tremendous complications in our contest with commu­
nism because the Asian and African continents are in 
ferment." He worried about conspiracies (presumably 
Soviet) to instigate revolutions there.*' Yet he was aware 
that resentment of colonial peoples toward the West had 
somejustice, seeing nei finer the philosophy of “idealism." 
nor the position of "realism." the pursuit of war or the 
attempt to abolish it as relevant contexts or policies 
through which to counter it.5 And. while he saw some 
security against Soviet existence in the atomic balance of 
terror, he advised against “a too great emphasis on 
military power alone.” The U.S. might neglect its conven­
tional resources and—worse—so build up the military 
that it would "neglect all the other political, economic and 
moral factors which give unity, health and strength to the 
nations of the free world."6 John Seiberling would un­
doubtedly have agreed with the latter part of the analysis.
George F. Kennan and Hans J. Morgenthau were 
writing along the same lines as Niebuhr in the 1950s. 
Writing as realists, their view of idealism was not, how­
ever. similar to the sort of moral, peaceful international­
ism of Seiberling and the World Federalists. Idealism, to 
Kennan, meant those with unrealistic expectations of a 
world Pax Americana or with notions of "liberating," as 
opposed to containing, populations under Communist 
regimes. Liberation was both unrealistic and dangerous 
unless achieved by the populations themselves, espe­
cially since nuclear weapons could only be used as a 
deterrent, not as an instrument of force or retaliation.7 
Morgenthau agreed, criticizing President Harry Truman’s 
decision to intervene in Korea as an unwise application 
of the idealist notion ofliberating nations from Commu­
nism no matter what the possible consequences. (He 
went on to note Truman's debasement of realism, which 
produced a necessarily limited military effort insufficient 
for victory.)8
Kennan, perhaps mindful of current World Federal­
ist campaigns for disarmament, denied its possibility as 
long as underlying world problems were not addressed. 
Though he did not believe the USSR wanted war, he 
insisted that better relations would not be achieved by 
more amiable diplomatic behavior—he called that a “silly 
suggestion." There was a general recognition of the Soviet 
danger—the argument lay in how to respond. Kennan 
recommended heightened sensitivity to the role oflocal 
social problems in social uprisings (against colonialism), 
containment as a defense against the Soviets and a more 
complex response than military to gain influence in “in- 
between” (nonaligned) countries versus the USSR. Kennan 
realized that such nations wanted progress without more
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dependence or coercion and. though generally dubious 
about the value of world government, agreed that rela­
tions with emerging nations should be pursued in a 
multilateral context. Interestingly enough for that time. 
Kennan fretted about tire neglect by the U.S. of such 
things as environmental protection. The various facets of 
urban and social neglect, he observed, looked bad to an 
outside world presumably looking to the U.S. as a favor­
able counter-model to the Soviet Union.9
Morgenthau, attempting to make a realist definition 
of an American national interest in 1952, agreed that 
both realists and “Utopians" wished to back their country 
and fight Communism but differed on "philosophies and 
standards of thought." Utopians wished to believe that 
people were basically good, that America had always 
done things for moral and humanitarian reasons and 
that it could and should pursue in its foreign policy tire 
"absolute good.” Realists saw that policy was conducted 
by precedent, the "lesser evil.” that human beings were 
imperfect, and that the balance of power had more to do 
with American history than ideas, with a national inter­
est "defined in terms of power—political, military and 
economic—not some humanitarian “coordinate state.” 
Morgenthau cited approvingly a similar thesis advanced 
by Woodrow Wilson in 1901; claims to the contrary were 
dangerous escapist fantasies in the postwar world moti­
vated by an “emotional urge to justify American foreign 
policy in humanitarian, pacifist terms.”10
Both Utopians and realists, Morgenthau wrote, could 
support the current doctrine of “collective security” for 
their own reasons: as aid to victims of aggression or as in 
the American national interest. Both could wish tire 
liberation of "captive nations;” realists would weigh inter­
ests while Utopians fed their moral outrage. There were 
moral choices to be made, Morgenthau wrote, in deter­
mining the national interest in foreign policy. But one 
needed to distinguish between moral sympathies and 
political interests. Abraham Lincoln had. after all, done 
just that in his response to the problem of slavery; 
Morgenthau recommended following his example.11
The world of power and contending interests in 
which morality had little place, as described by Kennan 
and Morgenthau (and to some extend Niebuhr) must 
have looked much different to such peaceful internation­
alists as John Seiberling and the World Federalists. 
Certainly it did to critics of the "realist" view of appropri­
ate current U.S. foreign policy. Robert W. Tucker, re­
sponding to an earlier and very similar argument by 
Morgenthau. expressed great unhappiness with power as 
the ultimate question. Where did morality come in, he 
inquired. More. Morgenthau’s means to objective judg­
ments sounded as physically objective as the "laws of 
gravitation." If the objective facts of national interest were 
so clear, why weren’t they self-evident to leaders? 
Morgenthau made evaluations of incompatible philoso­
phies, but denied (wrongly, asserted Tucker) that he did 
so on moral grounds. He speculated that Morgenthau 
might be using morality to justify his political ends, a 
rather amoral “moral” mixing with what was really "politi­
cal expediency." Tucker ended by suggesting that 
Morgenthau was really interested in making the world
over in the U.S. image and then justifying it on the 
grounds of "national interest.”12
Thomas I. Cook and Malcolm Moos, writing three 
months later, expressed distaste for firm arguments on 
either tire idealist or realist side. Should power politics be 
the core of policy decisions? Could they solve all prob­
lems? The U.S. needed to "create situations in which 
effective power at once discourages aggression by. and 
stimulates transformation in Russia" (an ironic and 
perhaps unintended echo of ’realist' Kennan). Yet they 
went on to postulate the need to "probe behind the evils" 
of the Soviet regime and the need to see the “justified 
realities of its economic and cultural national interests 
and aspirations." Further, they pointed to a need to see 
the relevance of Marxism to the Russian Revolution and 
the relevance of "ethical Marxism” in emerging countries. 
American theories of its classless society, they remarked, 
were not so far from Marx’s insights and vision. American 
interests, they concluded, should be based on pragmatic 
methods—rooted in turn in "Christian ethics." That, they 
suggested, was the best of the two worlds: realistic 
idealism.’’13
There certainly appears to have been a postwar 
anticommunisL consensus: the Soviet Union and its 
influence/subversion must be fought—somehow. No one 
questioned the inherent moral or political superiority of 
the United States or the inherent evil of "Communism." 
Those "realists” supporting the current, cautious policy 
of containment were opposed mainly by “idealists” of the 
right with a wish to “liberate” the "captive nations" with 
a "rollback" policy (there are hints of this in Niebuhr’s 
writing, but John Foster Dulles was a more obvious 
exponent) but occasionally by idealists of the left, like (by 
his own account, if not definition), the young John 
Seiberling. He and his fellow World Federalists shared 
the idealism and moral fervor of the mainstream "Utopi­
ans." but their idealism and fervor were concentrated in 
the belief not in rolling back “Communism" but in work­
ing toward a more peaceful world through negotiated 
order. They shared the caution of the realists in their 
acceptance of tire reality of "Communism" and in their 
distaste for military solutions to conflicts.
World Federalists grew in the postwar years and 
John Seiberling grew with it. The son of an Akron. Ohio 
rubber company magnate, he joined a student chapter of 
World Federalists during his postwar law school days at 
Columbia. Following five years of legal work in New York 
(when he was active in tire New York chapter of World 
Federalists). Seiberling returned to Akron. There, by the 
1960s. he became particularly active in the Akron Bar 
Association’s World Peace Through Law committee.
For several reasons consistent with his World Fed­
eralist vision. Seiberling became an early opponent of the 
Viet Nam war. “After the 1964 elections," he later re­
called. “it became increasingly clear that our military 
involvement in Viet Nam was a mistake, that we should 
cease participating there in a military sense, and that we 
could not effectively resolve a country’s internal problems 
through the use of force." Resolving to approach the 
matter anew through electoral channels—as well as 
through SANE and his World Federalist activities—
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Seiberling supported candidates in 1966 and 1968 clearly 
lor at least privately! in opposition to the war's continu­
ation. Both ran in lire general election against pro-war 
GOP incumbent William Ayres and lost. Meanwhile, the 
war intensified, and Seiberling’s concerns rose with 
American troop levels.
I also felt Lhat we should get out because not only was 
the Vietnam war taking a terrible toll on our people, as 
well as the people of Viet Nam. and costing many 
billions of dollars, but was distracting us from the 
cause of peace through law—and from strengthening 
the UN and making it a more effective institution for 
that purpose.1''
By 1969. Seiberling had seen too much suffering 
and draining of resources to maintain the activity of a 
private citizen. The Great Society was dying: the nation 
was polarized. Seiberling's vision was being lost in a maze 
of division, violence and war. To bring these messages 
home. Seiberling chaired a conference that fall in Akron, 
on
military spending and local priorities, which brought 
out the price that was being paid by the people of 
Summit County for supporting excessive military pro­
grams, including the Viet Nam war. It also brought out 
how many unmet social and education and other 
needs in Summit County we could not satisfy because 
we lacked the funds.16
Seiberling became convinced that a “New Priorities" 
approach to reversing the arms race might work in 
Washington. With the encouragement of friends, he 
ultimately decided to run for Congress in 1970. He 
emerged victorious from a crowded primary field on May 
5—the day after the killings at nearby Kent State—and 
went on to win election to die House in November, 
upsetting ten-term incumbent Ayres.
John Seiberling had won the chance to take his 
commitment and his vision of world peace, disarmament 
and order through law to Washington, “to see i f l  could 
make a difference." And if he needed reminders of the 
circumstances in which he had won election as a peace 
candidate, he had only to listen to the local and national 
repercussions of Kent State. ‘This was a shattering 
experience." Seiberling later recalled, “for young people 
all over the country, and made me even more concerned 
about the implications of the continued presence of the 
United States and the military intervention in Vietnam."'6
In January, 1971, Seiberling began his first term as 
a Congressman. He soon joined a group of Members at 
work on legislative means by which the United States 
could extricate itself from Viet Nam. Meanwhile, the 
House Democratic Caucus took several votes on whether 
relevant committees should be directed to report out end- 
the-war resolutions. One, Seiberling recalls, passed by 
only one vote. “And I thought, ‘well, my presence here 
made a difference—I'm glad I ran."’ In the middle of 1973, 
Congress finally passed an amendment which ended 
funding for military operations in Viet Nam as of mid- 
September. For Viet Nam—and for many in the United 
States—it was the beginning of the end of a long night­
mare. Given lhat U.S. participation ended by Congres­
sional mandate, as well as by peace negotiations, one
could certainly characterize this settlement as at least in
part a triumph of Seiberling’s vision of peace through law. 
And yet, Seiberling did not mention law when he recalled 
the focus of his floor speech during that amendment’s 
debate: the moral necessity of ending the war immedi­
ately. rather than waiting a month as a typical legislative 
compromise. “Ifwe agree that the killing is wrong." he had 
argued, "why should we allow it to go on for one more 
day?"17
Attempting to tackle the Cold War and the arms race 
proved even more difficult than Viet Nam. Indeed, pros­
pects for detente, given the ratification of the SALT I /ABM 
treaty in the early 1970s. must have seemed better at the 
beginning of Seiberling’s House career than they did by 
the end. Some argued that the SALT process was inher­
ently flawed in its concentration on the controlled in­
crease in nuclear arsenals rather than on their reduction. 
On the other hand, the two agreements were a great 
improvement over past periods of wide-open arms pro­
duction.
There was a certain ambivalence to John Seiberling’s 
views about all this. He earnestly wished to end the arms 
race, both to save the world from extinction and to 
maintain the democratic system he so valued in the U.S. 
Declining to view the Soviets as an unyielding incarna­
tion of evil, he shared the views of Niebuhr and Kennan 
of the Soviets as a closed society—hoping simply to 
"democratize” their system through friendly persuasion. 
Seiberling shared the bipartisan postwar consensus about 
the need to "struggle against Communism." What both­
ered him about some of Communism's more fervent 
American opponents was the cavalier manner in which 
they discarded appropriate “legal niceties"—federal law 
and the Constitution—in pursuit o f their goal.
Seiberling saw the Nixon administration as a prime 
example of this kind of mindset—not in its policy toward 
the USSR or China, but in its frantic push to remain in 
Viet Nam and stay in power in the United States. This 
behavior, of course, produced the downfall of Richard 
Nixon in the Watergate scandal.
And so we had the Nixon White House ignoring the 
Constitution and the laws and now we have the Reagan 
administration doing the same thing—the Reagan 
White House, at least. They don't seem to understand 
that, in doing so, you become more and more like the 
society you abhor; you become more and more like the 
vision of The Enemy that's in your mind.18
One could hear the hurt and outrage of the believer 
in international law and institutions as Seiberling re­
called his reaction, almost a decade later, to the Reagan 
administration's announced position on the subject of 
the World Court’s jurisdiction over questions of U.S. 
intervention in Nicaragua.
It seemed to me unbelievable that an Administration 
would come into office saying, "We don't care about 
world law. We're not only not going to try to promote 
it—we're going to withdraw from the institutions— 
such as they are—that make any kind of world rule of 
law possible....” I feel that that is part and parcel of the
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disease that we need to face up to—the disease being 
the lack of any rule of law in the world.19
The Reagan administration, he asserted, “violated our 
own laws and international law in mining the ports of 
Nicaragua. They then, instead of facing up to it when 
Nicaragua brought a suit in the World Court, proceeded 
to say. 'Oh, well, we’ll withdraw from the World Court."’20 
Seiberling firmly believes that tire American people, 
like himself, wanted neither war nor “Communism" in 
Central America, having himself no more specific idea 
than "Communism is about the ideology and behavior of 
the Sandinistas. By agreeing with both Administration 
policy-makers and mainstream Democrats that the 
Sandinistas were a wholly negative force in Central 
America, his subsequent arguments were at least in part 
on Administration grounds. The question then became 
(as it was in almost all the Congressional debate over 
contra aid in 1986) whether to foil the Soviet-Cuban 
Sandinista clones by negotiation or whether to foil them 
by overthrowing them via the contras or the Marines.
"The emphasis on force, instead of diplomacy, and 
meeting poliUcal and economic needs, to extend our 
policies in a place like Central America, is self-defeating 
in the long run,"21 Seiberling felt. But what was the 
consensus on what “our policy" should be? Did Ronald 
Reagan and John Seiberling disagree only on methods, 
not bipartisan Cold War goals? Consider the overlap of 
the statements about contra aid made during the 1986 
House debate by Elwood Hillis (R-1N), a right-wing Re­
publican, Frank McCloskey (D-IN) and Barbara Boxer (D- 
CA), liberal Democrats and Stewart McKinney (R-CT). a 
moderate Republican. Hillis declared:
Our objecUve must be to support the efforts of the 
contras to include democratic elements in the Nicara­
guan Government... it is frequently claimed that our 
approval of $100 million of assistance to the contras 
will lead us into a Vietnam-style conflict. As a long-time 
member of the House Armed Services Committee, who 
has witnessed the continuing legacy of this conflict. I 
can assure you that 1 would not favor approval of this 
request if I felt that this would occur.
I would rather suggest that if the contras are not 
successful in persuading President Ortega to include 
democratic elements in his government that the result­
ing consolidation of Sandinista power will result in a 
powerful destabilizing force in Central and South 
America.
"Once again,” Hillis claimed, "the USSR is attempting to 
establish a soviet center of influence on the mainland of 
the Americas, where it can by proxy, create and support 
subversion in Central and South American countries. It 
is an old and familiar pattern."22
Indiana's Frank McCloskey weakly "countered” this 
argument on realist grounds of questions of wisdom:
One does not have to be sympathetic to the increas­
ingly repressive Sandinista-Marxist regime to realize 
the primary issue on this vote is not whether one is 
opposed to that regime. We all lament its failures. The 
question is what is wise policy given our own diplo­
matic and security interests....23
California's Barbara Boxer raised the specter of 
another Viet Nam war and questioned whether $100 
million would produce everyone's goal: “a democratic 
Nicaragua.” Far from producing liberalization, she as­
serted, contraaid, rather than diplomacy, would only give 
the Sandinistas “an excuse to rely on Soviet aid and 
restrict civil liberties.” Besides that, she declared, the 
contras were far from being "freedom fighters: they are 
terrorists who carry out indiscriminate attacks on civil­
ians." Boxer's recommendation was to work instead with 
the “real and legitimate opposition" in Nicaragua: the 
political opposition and the Church.2'1
One of the few challenges to a prevailing line of 
thought notable only for disagreement on how to get rid 
of the pox of Sandinista rule came from Stuart McKinney, 
a moderate Republican from Connecticut. He ridiculed 
the notion that Nicaragua would expand at all. let alone 
attack the United States. Look how well aided and 
protected all its neighbors were by Americans. Who were 
the contras anyway, he demanded, that they were worth 
supporting?
The contras do not have Lhe popular support of the 
Nicaraguan people. Who elected them? And who do 
they represent?... whether they were anti-Somoza or 
pro-Somoza, why eight months before the downfall of 
Mr. Somoza were we not so interested in overthrowing 
him as we are Mr. Ortega?25
The specifics of such a debate over how best to deal 
with a supposed Soviet-Cuban client regime in Central 
America were of course, a feature of the end of John 
Seiberling's House career and not the beginning. The 
generalities were similar, however, whether he worked to 
end the war in Viet Nam, tried to scrap the B-l bomber 
or organized educational forums for greater understand­
ing of the Soviet Union through the Arms Control and 
Foreign Policy Caucus (formerly Members of Congress for 
Peace Through Law, with a core of World Federalists). The 
Congressional Round-Table on U.S.-Soviet Relationswas 
intended to raise the level of Members' knowledge about 
the USSR from the abysmal depths apparent to Seiberling 
as he followed the 1983 debates on Pentagon appropria­
tions.
Members of Congress, Seiberling recalled, seemed to 
premise everything on the notion that the USSR could be 
influenced only by force.
Of course, the threat of military force on iheir part 
produces counter-threats on our part—and threats by 
us produce counter-threats on their part. So all that 
happens is we spend trillions of dollars building up 
military power and it's an endless, vicious circle.
There must, he felt, be other ways in which the U.S. 
(echoing George Kennan) could influence the USSR “in 
the direction we think they ought to go." Oddly, the point 
Seiberling seemed to recall best from those forums was 
the emphatic desire of both the Soviet people and their 
government to be treated with respect, as befitted a great 
power.26 One wonders why forums were needed to make 
such an obvious generalization, which certainly would be
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the desire of most peoples and leaders, whether of great 
powers or not.
Yet the central point of the sessions, for Seiberling, 
was clearly the mutual need for consideration, respect 
and understanding. He wanted an end to Reagan’s “Evil 
Empire” rhetoric, which he viewed as destructively nega­
tive. Were such an approach to be tried, Seiberling was 
convinced, the United States might "make some break­
throughs toward arms control and disarmament and 
eventually get to a more peaceful and less threatening 
world." But Seiberling’s hope for this, buttressed by his 
belief in the power of American democracy, was under­
mined by pessimism because Congress was unwilling to 
contain tire power of the American military-industrial 
complex. Complementing that problem was the “lack of 
comprehension" of Congressional and other national 
leaders as to the ultimate danger of the arms race: "the 
utter futility and ultimately suicidal nature of the course 
that our country and the Soviets are embarked upon."27
The closest approach of Congress to a real debate of 
this issue was during campaigns for the nuclear freeze 
resolution originated by Senator Edward Kennedy (D- 
MA) and Rep. Edward Markey (D-MA) in 1982 and again 
in 1983. The range of views expressed in March. 1983— 
after two years of intense peace movement lobbying, the 
1982 Central Park, New York rally of huge proportions, 
provocative Reagan rhetoric and alarm expressed at the 
dangerously belligerent superpower attitudes by such 
mainstream, respected diplomats as George Kennan and 
Paul Warnke28—was dishearteningly similar to the Cold 
War consensus before it and the anti-Sandinista consen­
sus afterward. It was no wonder that Markey’s version 
only passed the House with a watered-down amendment 
attached, while Kennedy's went nowhere in the Senate.
Members opposed to the freeze pointed to the sup­
posed need of the United Slates to “rearm" aging Ameri­
can weaponry and past Soviet "duplicity" as reasons. 
Freeze opponents asserted that without “reductions" in 
arsenals, a freeze would “erode our ability to deter 
aggression,”29 while its proponents suggested that "re­
ductions" might be a code word for the Reagan position 
at the 1982 START talks in Geneva—a position which 
claimed a new "missile gap" and which was getting 
nowhere with the Soviets. The debate also reflected 
confusion—pretended or deliberate—as to whether the 
resolution was advisory or had the force oflaw—a touchy 
Constitutional issue.
Passage of a nuclear freeze resolution, declared Bob 
Stump (R-AZ), would "give the Soviets the worldwide 
propaganda victory they have been seeking on the issue 
of nuclear arms. The Soviets clearly want nuclear arms 
superiority.... This... resolution is a message to them that 
their strategy is working. It encourages them to continue 
to multiply the destructive power of their arsenal while 
ignoring our negotiations." Bill Lowery of California (R) 
agreed, insisting that the freeze proposal overlooked “the 
hard, unpleasant facts about the nature of the Soviet 
Union and the difficulties inherent in securing a verifi­
able agreement with a fundamentally duplicitous negoti­
ating partner."30
New York Democrat Stephen Solarz was one of 
several freeze supporters to comment on its urgency as 
well as the supporters' view of the place of weapons 
reductions. The freeze, he said, was not an end in itself 
but a means to stop the arms race before moving to 
questions of actual reductions. Oregon Democrat Les 
AuCoin agreed, saying that a freeze would halt both the 
qualitative and quantitative arms race. Simple "reduc­
tions" without a freeze would not stop “the technological 
advance in the arms race... [with]... ever more destabiliz­
ing weapons... [coming]... into the arsenals on not just 
our side but both sides..." The reductions suggested by 
the Administration in Geneva would reduce U.S. arsenals 
by 12.000 warheads but build 17.000—a net increase of 
6,000 along the lines of the Nunn-Cohen build-down 
proposal.31
A simpler but more focused summaiy of the purpose 
of the freeze was expressed appropriately for this essay, 
by moderate Republican Jim Leach of Iowa, a good friend 
of John Seiberling. One of several Members to note the 
wide public demand for a freeze. Leach observed. "What 
the Congress is saying is that arms control is too impor­
tant an issue to be considered exclusively a concern of tire 
Executive when, in essence, what we are talking about is 
the fundamental issue of survival of all our peoples..."32
Looking back on the freeze debate three and a half 
years after the resolution's passage (by the House), John 
Seiberling expressed pride about his own supporting role 
and a belief that the debate had contributed to conscious­
ness-raising. if nothing else:
That was a very hard effort. It took an awful lot of work 
both in Congress and at the grassroots level... Because 
die Republicans controlled tine Senate, it never got 
anywhere there. But it did sUmulate enough thinking 
so that we have succeeded in doing some other things 
in Congress.
Seiberling then referred to several curbs on Pentagon 
spending and policy incorporated into the House version 
of the 1987 Defense Appropriations bill: a ban on anti­
satellite (ASAT) testing: no money for weapons exceeding 
SALT II limits (and a request for Presidential compliance 
with those limits): and—most significantly—a one-year 
ban on nuclear testing. Most of these provisions, includ­
ing the test ban, disappeared later in House-Senate 
conference, mainly hostage to Ronald Reagan’s demand 
to have a "free hand" at the Iceland summit meeting with 
the USSR's Mikhail Gorbachev. But the House victory of 
the freeze and the logically connected 1986 House reso­
lutions indicated, said Seiberling. that "we helped raise 
the level of consciousness of Members of Congress.”33 
Seiberling remembered the years immediately fol­
lowing the 1980 election of Ronald Reagan chiefly as a 
time when the coffers were open for Pentagon spending 
requests. Looking ahead at the close of his last term in 
1986. he feared that there might be worse to come, given 
the spending demands of the questionable SDI project. 
“[I]fyou get rid of all the nuclear weapons." he pointedly 
observed, “you don't need an SDI program, because 
there’s nothing to defend against... Lhat simple fact
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seems to have escaped Lhe "geniuses' who are promoting 
SDI." He expressed the hope that, as costs mounted and 
as accidental nuclear war became more of a possibility, 
the U.S. and the USSR would conclude that survival was 
more important than their particular differences. To 
achieve this kind of peace, he said, not only nuclear but 
conventional weapons must be eliminated: general dis­
armament. This would require institutions of interna­
tional enforcement, of course—which reinforced 
Seiberling's belief that world government and law was the 
only way to achieve world peace. He continued to hope 
that the process would begin at some point, though he 
was frustrated about the chances at present. “I can only 
say that those of us who believe that the human race does 
have the intelligence to solve its problems need to carry 
on that fight for a more rational and peaceful world."34
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Obituary Notice
“Armed Right"
The Free Peoples of Viet Nam Radio an­
nounced recently that Di-Di the Rock 
Macaque died in his cage in Da Lat. Di-Di 
was found as a young monkey with over a 
thousand bullet holes in his body. He was 
nursed back to health and given a place of 
honor as a fighter in tire resistance against 
American imperialism. His handlers would 
delight in shouting, “I think 1 hear some­
thing!” and watching Di-Di cower in the 
corner of his cage. They wouldn't even 
make tire shooting sound any more. Di-Di 
was most active at night but could be 
brought out of his cage by simulating the 
sound of a PRC-25 being keyed. The 
People’s Zoo Of Damaged Animals (As A 
Result Of American Aggression) will miss 
him. To honor him further. Di Di wasn't 
buried but was eaten at a state banquet 
held in honor of a visiting group of Con­
cerned Physicians.
Helpful Hints
Books not to have on the coffee table when 
entertaining Viet Nam veterans:
Skin Diseases o f Southeast Asia: A Pictorial 
Perspective
ARVN and USA: Partners in Victory 
Robert McNamara: The Dark Years Before 
Victory
Lima Beans: The Versatile Legume
The Jungle Boot: An Epistomology
How to See Better in the Dark
'33'—Premium Beer o f  Asia
The Water Buffalo: Our Large Brown Friend
This is only a partial list. Next, "Artifacts of 
Death: Knick Knacks You Can’t Live With."
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GiviNq a ShouT foR F reecJoivi: TIie 
ReverencJ MaIcoLm  Boyd, tIie R iqkr 
REVERENd P auL Moore, Jr., ANd tHe 
C iv il RiqhTS ANd ANTiwAR Moveivients 
of tIie 1960s ANd 1970s
Michael B. Friedland, History Department, Boston Col­
lege. Chestnut Hill, MA 02167-3806. This paper was 
presented at the Sixties Generations conference, March 
1993. Fairfax, VA.
When asked in late 1964 what mistakes he may have 
made in leading the civil rights movement, the Reverend 
Martin Luther King, Jr., replied that his “most pervasive 
mistake" was believing that because the cause of racial 
equality was just, white ministers, “once their Christian 
consciences were challenged, would rise to our aid.” 
Instead, when direct appeals were made to white clergy­
men. “most folded their hands—and some even took 
stands agairist us.” The role of the churches was to 
project the social gospel, he continued, and challenge 
society. The church used to be the "thermostat of society. 
But today.” he concluded, "I feel that too much of the 
church is merely a thermometer, which measures rather 
than molds popular opinion."1
While King was referring specifically to southern 
white clergy, his judgment could have served for the 
majority of white ministers and priests throughout Lire 
nation, for only a small number ofChristian (and Jewish) 
clergy, the group that theologian Harvey Cox termed “the 
new breed" of clergy, became active in the civil rights and. 
later, the antiwar movement. The great majority of clergy 
were either pietists, who believed that their duty was to 
proclaim the word of God and focus their attention on the 
afterlife, and not involve themselves in civil rights and 
antiwar protests which they considered to be secular and 
political; or theologically and politically conservatives 
who believed that religion, like politics, had a duty to 
uphold society's traditions, and therefore spoke out on 
behalf of the status quo.2 On the whole, the majority of 
parishioners felt most comfortable with the latter types, 
fearing that the activism of the “new breed" went beyond 
theology to embrace uncertain political solutions to prob­
lems that the laity were not convinced even existed. One 
is tempted to recall Samuel Butler's late nineteenth 
century description of English parishioners: “good, 
sensible fellows who...were most contented when things 
were changing least: tolerant, if not lovers, of all that was 
familiar, haters of all that was unfamiliar; they would 
have been equally horrified at hearing the Christian 
religion doubted, and at seeing it practiced."3
As a rule, the majority of priests, ministers, and 
rabbis who involved themselves in protests and other 
public demonstrations tended to come from positions 
where they were not subject to direct pressure from the 
laity and did not risk losing their jobs: bishops or other 
members of the denominational hierarchy, administra­
tors, seminarians or the faculty of divinity schools, and 
campus chaplains.'1 Thus it was that the ranks of clerical 
activists included such prominent religious leaders as 
the Reverend Robert McAfee Brown, professor of religion 
at Stanford University. Rabbi Abraham Joshua Heschel 
of Lhe Jewish Theological Seminary, Lhe Reverend Will­
iam Sloane Coffin, Jr., Presbyterian chaplain of Yale 
University, and Catholic priests Philip and Daniel Berrigan. 
Even the Episcopal Church, a denomination which has 
the reputation of being rather staid, aristocratic, and 
conservative in bearing, had its share of clergymen who 
involved themselves in social activism.5 Two such indi­
viduals were the Right Reverend Paul Moore, Jr.. Suffragan 
Bishop of the Episcopal Diocese of Washington. D .C.. and 
later Bishop of the Episcopal Diocese of New York, and 
the Reverend Malcolm Boyd, a writer, playwright, and 
national field director of the Episcopal Society for Racial 
and Cultural Unity. For these two men, the Gospel meant 
nothing if it did not stand for the inclusiveness of all 
believers, and their social activism did not end with the 
waning of the civil righLs movement and the end of the 
Vietnam War. The decades following the 1960s found 
them continuing to fight for liberal causes, including the 
ordination of women and homosexuals into the Episcopal 
ministry, federal assistance to the homeless, and the 
establishment of AIDs ministries.
Paul Moore, Jr., the older of the two. was born into 
a wealthy family from Morristown. New Jersey, on No­
vember 15. 1919. As he recalled decades later, he had a 
“protected youth," shielded “from even seeing poverty."6 
Still, the sense that others were less fortunate was not 
lost on the adolescent who, out of embarrassment, hid on 
the floor of his family’s chauffeured limousine as it drove 
past lines of people at soup kitchens in Hoboken during 
the Depression. While attending a church school in New 
Hampshire, he experienced what he described as a 
religious conversion during his senior year when malting 
his first confession. By the time of his graduation from 
Yale University in 1941. the prospect of attending semi­
nary was a strong possibility.7
Stronger yet was the prospect of military service 
once the United States entered the Second World War 
that December. Moore entered the Marine Corps, and. as 
a lieutenant, was sent to Guadalcanal the following 
August. His platoon remained on the island until Octo­
ber, and the experience of seeing death all around him in 
the steaming jungles deeply influenced his decision to 
enter the priesthood, especially when he participated in 
a religious service conducted on the island, and found 
himself amazed and moved by turns over the fact that 
religious services were being conducted in the midst of all 
the bloodshed and terror. "Catholic Mass near the cem­
etery with a tin roof to support the altar," he noted in his 
diary. "Many dirty Marines in congregation. The priest 
wore an immaculate chasuble—probably the only clean 
thing on the island. One could hear firing in the dis­
tance."8 Moore himself would later officiate at religious 
services in equally unlikely places during the height of 
the civil rights movement.
After being wounded in Lhe fall of 1942, Moore won 
the Navy Cross and Silver Star for bravery, and was sent
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home to recover. In 1944.hemarriedJennyMcKean.and 
entered the General Theological Seminaiy in New York 
the following year. While a senior, he joined two faculty 
members, the Reverends Robert Pegram and Kilmer 
Myers, in establishing a ministry to the oppressed in 
urban slum areas as part of their desire to combat the 
flight of affluent parishioners to suburban churches. 
Known to their colleagues as the "G.T.S. social con­
science crowd.” the three men received enough financial 
and moral support from the Right Reverend Benjamin 
Washburn. Bishop of Newark to set up such a ministry in 
Grace Episcopal Church in one of the most dilapidated 
sections of Jersey City.9 One of the first things they did 
was to remove the “Keep Out" sign on the iron fence 
surrounding the church. All lived in the rectory, includ­
ing Moore, his wife, and four children: Jenny Moore had 
the challenging task of keeping the rectory clean as a 
constant stream of neighbors came and went as part of 
the “open rectoiy” policy championed by the ministers, 
who agreed that the rectory served as a symbol of 
community as well as a decent house to visit for those 
who did not have decent homes. The mission's focal point 
went beyond the rectory. Besides daily worship services, 
Moore. Pegram. and Myers undertook counseling ses­
sions. intervened in housing disputes, and appeared 
alongside Lheir parishioners before police, judicial, and 
prison authorities when necessary.
Across the continent, twenty-seven-year-old Malcolm 
Boyd was making a name for himself in California as the 
first president of the Television Producers Association of 
Hollywood. The conditions in which Boyd was living were 
so different than those at Grace Church that the two 
fulure activists might as well have been living on different 
planets.
Born on June 8. 1923, into a prosperous New York 
family. Malcolm Boyd attended the University of Arizona, 
taking a night job at a local radio station where he did 
everything from reading commercials and playing records 
to sweeping the floor. As a junior executive in Hollywood, 
he produced his own radio show, and helped plan evening 
newscasts and network soap operas.10 As he self-depre­
catingly wrote later.
1 smelled clean. I had the antiseptic, remote look of 
success. My suit was a paragon among suits. My shoes 
carried ihe aroma of fresh leather. My ties had an 
avant-garde relationship with my shirts.... I dined on 
an expense account, and the martini before lunch 
became a sacrament. I dated very beautiful young 
starlets. My deodorant, aftershave and cologne made 
me a walking collection of tasteful smells.... I was 
seething inside with macabre visions of success, while 
outwardly learning how to cultivate cool, and was in 
the process of becoming a bright, shiny, pushing, well- 
groomed snot.11
But he was not happy with his vocation, and after much 
soul-searching he decided to enter the Episcopal priest­
hood. leaving Hollywood for the Church Divinity School 
of the Pacific in September 1951. As he explained to a 
reporter for the Los Angeles Times, “the road to peace and 
happiness in my personal life lies in my ability to serve 
whomever it may be within my power to serve."12 Follow­
ing his graduation as a deacon in 1954, Boyd studied at 
Oxford University in England, lived and worked in the 
industrial missions of the Anglican Church in Leeds, and 
Lraveled to Athens and Halki. where he spent a weekend 
discussing ecumenism with the Greek Orthodox Patri­
arch of Constantinople.13 He returned to California the 
following year to be ordained by Bishop Francis Eric Bloy 
of Los Angeles. During the ordination, he remembered, 
“the sound of TV cameras almost drowned out. from 
where I stood, the bishop's words. The Hollywood priest 
was being ordained."1'1
After continuing his education at Union Theological 
Seminary in New York, he was assigned his first parish in 
a working class neighborhood in Indianapolis.15 'This 
will be some 9 months of ‘parish experience' which 
everybody has been hoping on." he excitedly wrote his 
mother. “1 like the clergy and Bishop, very, very much.... 
There is a lack of pressure and 'competition' and a real 
brotherhood of priests: the Bishop can be an honest 
father-in-God to his people."16
Boyd quickly found that the concept of brotherhood 
was not shared by his congregation at St. George's 
Church, at least not when other races were concerned. 
During his two years in downtown Indianapolis, he 
struggled to integrate church functions such as summer 
youth programs, potluck suppers, and exchanged pul­
pits with black priests from neighborhood churches, but 
all such attempts were met with hostility and resentment 
from his all-white congregation, although his actions 
were supported by the church hierarchy—including Paul 
Moore.17 He and his family had moved to Indiana in 1957 
when he was appointed dean of the Cathedral Church of 
Indianapolis. The decision to leave New Jersey had not 
been easy. “I cried when I preached the sermon and told 
them I was going." he recalled. But Indianapolis held 
challenges all its own. and Moore planned to use his 
“understanding of how an inner city works, but from a 
position of strength within the power structure."18
They began to work together to confront urban 
problems facing Indianapolis, meeting with other inner- 
city priests in the cathedral each Tuesday morning to 
celebrate the Eucharist and discuss common problems 
over breakfast.19 But not all their ventures together were 
on behalf of social protest. Hoping to merge religion with 
the arts, Moore gave Boyd permission to direct T.S. Eliot's 
Th e  Cocktail Party" in the Cathedral Church. When the 
parishioners mistakenly came to the conclusion that an 
actual cocktail party was to be held in the church itself, 
their complaints reached Boyd, and when he found out. 
according to Moore, “his anger erupted in gloriously four- 
letter words in that old nave." Moore suspected that the 
young priest's anger went far deeper than criticism over 
the staging of a play, yet it was not until years later that 
he discovered the source of Boyd's rage.20
The young priest was gay in an era in which homo­
sexuality was not publicly discussed—certainly not among 
those in the clergy. As Boyd himself later wrote.
1 found that my life was split down the middle. When 
I preached to a congregation about being honest, I 
could not be honest. 1 had to disguise my true feelings, 
force them down deeper and deeper inside myself. No
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wonder I was something of a terror on occasion, an
inexplicable man given to vast mood swings. 1 was
terribly unhappy, frustrated, a fragmented person.21
Forced to disguise his true sexuality, Boyd became a 
champion of dissent and the rights of oilier oppressed 
minorities who were forced to adopt the practices of the 
dominant culture in order to survive; indeed, the theme 
of masks, of disguises, permeated much of his writings, 
including several plays on race that he wrote in the mid- 
1960s. Thus it was that in 1959, four years before the 
March on Washington and six years before the Selma to 
Montgomery March, long before other white clerics out­
side the South had involved themselves in civil rights, 
Malcolm Boyd began speaking out on behalf of equal 
rights for black citizens.
Being something of a celebrity on the lecture circuit 
for his multifaceted career. Boyd was invited to be the 
guest speaker for the Religious Emphasis Week at the 
Louisiana State University in February 1959. He used 
that forum to deliver a sharp rebuke to Lhe churches for 
their conformity and hesitancy in fighting racism.22 The 
speaking engagements in Lhe South quickly dried up 
after that, and those that had been scheduled beforehand 
were abruptly cancelled. "[Wle received word of difficul­
ties you met while at Louisiana State University." wrote 
Chaplain John F. Nau of Mississippi Southern College to 
Boyd explaining why “it would be an injustice to you and 
to the great cause of our program to have you appear as 
our principal speaker for Lhe year 1960." Should the 
“climate of our society change in the coming years," Nau 
added, “we will be not only proud but happy to present 
you as a main speaker of our Religious Emphasis Week."23 
How society was to be changed if freedom of speech was 
abrogated was left unanswered.
By September 1959 it was time for Boyd to move on. 
So many members of St. George's Church had moved to 
the suburbs that the Episcopal hierarchy decided to 
deconsecrate the church building and close the parish. 
His pulpit moved west to Fort Collins, where he served as 
college chaplain at Colorado State University.24 The 
"celebrity priest," as he was known, was quickly dubbed 
the "espresso priest" for his practice of holding drama, 
poetry and Gospel readings at a local coffeehouse, where, 
he believed, he could "speak without pretense or accom­
modation about sex and love, the role of the rebel 
historically and existentially in society, the meaning of 
individual and social freedom: because here I related the 
gospel to life."25
While his poetiy and gospel readings in the coffee­
house raised eyebrows among more conservative resi­
dents. it was the rumors of hearing confessions and 
conducting communion using beer and potato chips in 
place of the wine and bread which brought Boyd into 
direct confrontation with his ecclesiastical superior. 
Bishop Joseph S. Minnis of Lhe Episcopal Diocese of 
Colorado. A newspaper featured a story which described 
Boyd as hearing confessions in a tavern, and while Lhe 
priest denied such charges, he insisted that for the 
modern minister, "confession is not heard so much in 
confessional booths and in rigid form. It is over die
oatmeal or martini that people, without form, express 
themselves."20
Bishop Minnis took a dim view of such activities and 
associations with the “beatnik" culture, and published 
his thoughts on the subject in the diocesan magazine. 
Complaining that'jblongo drums and Lhe playing of them 
with doleful countenances or enraptured twisLing of tire 
body have no place in the worship of Lhe Church.” he 
argued that “no Sacrament should be administered to 
anyone who has been drinking alcoholic beverages or 
who is under tire influence of dope of any kind.... none of 
us should ever forget that we are created in God's image 
and that dignity is a precious attainment." Such dignity 
came from an individual's appreciation of his or her 
position “as the highest of God’s creation. You can't think 
of yourself as a beloved son of God. and at the same time 
go around with matted hair, a dirty body, and black 
underwear [leotards?!."27
Boyd sharply disagreed with his superior, and the 
clash soon moved beyond the Rocky Mountains to be­
come feature stories in The New York Times and The 
Christian Century, prompting a flood of telegrams and 
letters.28 Most were in support of the college chaplain. A 
self-described “Fundimentalist" [sic) woman in Colorado 
thanked him for bringing religion back to “Young College 
Folks." for "God knows how many Atheistic Professors 
there are tearing every thing that is good and fine into 
shreds and dragging it in Lhe dust before your children 
today 1 don't care where you save a life and get others to 
think about where they will spend Eternity [sic]."29 An­
other writer complimented Boyd on his stand against 
making Christianity “a religion for gentlemen and subur­
banites." The Apostles "must certainly have smelled of 
fish, [and) Job was at his best when sitting on a dung 
hill.... Our best Christians have been. I think, an odifer- 
ous and malcontented rabble, and you are to be con­
gratulated for reminding us of that.’’30
'The issue seems to be. must one wear white under­
wear and smell pretty to be a good Christian?" Boyd 
asked .3I Feeling that he could neither disobey Minnis nor 
curtail his own particular style of preaching, he decided 
to resign. "Although my ministry is not specifically to 
beatniks." he wrote in his letter of resignation. "I believe 
that Christ loves the beatnik just as much as the more 
socially respectable front-pew member of a church con­
gregation." He upbraided Minnis for his use of the word 
"beatnik." calling it an "ugly... stereotype." “ill-advised, 
and sometimes un-christian" which did not have "any 
place in an intellectual consideration."
If a Christian church would ever express contempt of. 
or self-righteousness toward, any segment of Lhe popu­
lation racially, religiously or socially, it would forfeit its 
claim to be the Body of Christ. A Christian church 
would deny its dynamic and reason for being if it ever 
should bar anyone because of a label, be it 'negro,' 
'Jew', 'wop', 'dago'. 'Catholic'. 'Protestant' or ‘beat­
nik.’.... Jesus Christ is the Lord of the whole of life or 
He is not Lord of any of it. We must remember that in 
His earthly life He identified Himself with the publicans 
and the frequently socially outcast more than with the 
pharisees and the self-labeled ‘nice’ or 'best' people.32
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Offered several jobs by sympathetic ministers and 
bishops, Boyd chose to serve as chaplain at Wayne State 
University in Detroit, Michigan, beginning the first week 
in August 1961. Hardly had he finished unpacking than 
a call came for Episcopal priests to lake part in a clerical 
freedom ride from New Orleans to Detroit in support of 
the original Freedom Riders who had traveled through 
the Deep South earlier in the year. On September 11, 
twenty-eight black and white Episcopal priests from 
across the nation met in New Orleans to embark on a 
Prayer Pilgrimage that would take them north to Detroit 
in time to attend the General Convention of the Protes­
tant Episcopal Church at the end of the month. Along the 
way, they planned to visit local churches, integrating bus 
terminals and restaurants as (hey went.33 The partici­
pants did not see themselves as "ecclesiastical freedom 
riders, trying to shame recalcitrant church institutions 
by bringing to bear the pressure of public opinion," wrote 
one of the priests, but would "certainly rejoice if any 
concrete change for the better were to come about in any 
of the places we visited."3'*
Along with several other priests. Boyd look part in 
nonviolent workshops with the Reverend Dr. Martin 
Luther King, Jr., after which time the Episcopalians 
traveled from New Orleans to Jackson, Mississippi. Jack- 
son authorities arrested fifteen of them when they tried 
to integrate the city’s bus terminal: the Reverend Layton 
Zimmer, chaplain of Swarthmore College, and Boyd were 
not in clerical garb and were therefore not arrested. Both 
traveled to the University of the South in Sewanee, 
Tennessee, founded by the Episcopal Church, where with 
five other Episcopal priests they tried to receive service at 
the university’s Claremont Restaurant. The proprietor 
refused to serve the integrated group, whereupon the 
priests threatened to hold a hunger-strike and a sit-in 
until the school’s regents agreed to pass a resolution 
desegregating the restaurant the following month, which 
they did.3s
The conclusion of the pilgrimage proved to be some­
what anliclimactic; after a Mississippi jury found one of 
the ministers not guilty of disturbing the peace after a 
trial in May 1962. charges against all the others were 
dropped. Most of the ministers facing imprisonment or a 
long, drawn-out appeals process were both relieved and 
troubled by the impression Lhat they had received special 
treatment due to their profession.36 While it is impossible 
to determine with any exactness the influence white 
clergymen had on tire eventual outcome of the Freedom 
Rides, it is clear that the publicity engendered by their 
participation kept the issues alive once the violence 
inflicted on the original Freedom Riders had ceased to be 
news. The example of Protestant ministers (as well as 
rabbis and Catholic priests)37 willing to risk injury and 
imprisonment by involving themselves in a fight that 
many felt was not their own indicated that individual 
clerics were trying to make their religion relevant by 
addressing racial problems facing society.
Boyd's participation in the events surrounding the 
Prayer Pilgrimage did not end upon his return to Wayne 
State University. The trials were yet to be held, and bail 
money was needed, and so the Episcopal priest turned to 
his earlier vocation, that of scriptwriting, and wrote a
series of plays about race to be performed in coffeehouses 
and campuses by college students, civil rights and reli­
gious groups across the country: Boy, Study in Color, 
They Aren't Real to Me. and The Job.38 Boyd described 
the theme of his plays as an “affirmation of humanness 
in the face of Lhe powerful, sophisticated forces that try 
to break a person, compelling one to settle for less than 
personhood. and become a stereotype, a ’nigger,’ ’boy,' 
'queer.' a thing.”39 While the plays were popular among 
university students, television and radio producers often 
found Ihemselves criticized for broadcasting what many 
viewers and listeners considered to be inflammatory 
material, and there were instances when the plays were 
closed or banned outright.40
Civil rights were not Boyd's sole concern while at 
Wayne State University," but by the spring of 1964, the 
struggle for an end to racial discrimination began to take 
up increasing amounts of his time and attention, in much 
the same way it was affecting the entire nation—espe­
cially the white religious community.42 When the Civil 
Rights Act was passed in the summer of 1964, irate 
southern senators singled out liberal white clergy and 
sympathetic laypersons for criticism because of their 
support of the legislation, telling evidence of the strong 
moral influence Lhe churches had on its passage. Senator 
Richard B. Russell of Georgia complained Lhat because 
the clergy had "failed completely in their efforts to estab­
lish good will and brotherhood from the pulpit." had 
turned to the "powers of the Federal Government to 
coerce the people into accepting their views under threat 
of dire punishment”—a "philosophy of coercion" that he 
likened to the doctrines of Torquemada “in the infamous 
days of the Spanish Inquisition."43 Liberal white clergy 
were not content to lobby on Capitol Hill, however. The 
summer of 1964 found many of them involved in the 
Mississippi Summer Project, a voter registration and 
education campaign coordinated by civil rights groups 
working together under the Council of Federated Organi­
zations (COFO). In late March, representatives of the 
National Council, teachers, and sociologists met in Man­
hattan to discuss the establishment of "freedom schools" 
in Mississippi to give black children as well as adults the 
well-rounded education denied them in impoverished 
segregated schools provided by the state.44 
Two hundred-and-thirty-five clergymen and laypersons 
took part in the various activities making up the summer 
project, including counseling, delivering supplies, and. 
less often, sharing the students’ taskofhelping to register 
black voters. Priests, ministers, and rabbis came from all 
over the nation to make up this ecumenical ministry: one 
reporter compared the diversity of the volunteers to Lhe 
ethnically-mixed battalions of Hollywood war movies.45
One such cleric was the Reverend Paul Moore, Jr., 
now the Suffragan Bishop ofWashington. D.C. When he 
had been offered the position earlier in the year, he 
eagerly accepted it, believing that he could make a 
change by working in the nation's capital. "The church 
militant isn't just some theoretical liberal doctrinaire bit 
about socialism or public housing," he told an inter­
viewer. “It's the little boy you get to know on the streets, 
and when you finally get to the end of why he's in rough 
shape, you're in Washington."46 For the time being.
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however, he was in Hattiesburg. Mississippi, meeting the 
members of the coordinating clerical body, the Ministers 
Project, who deployed the "creaky denominational execu­
tives. eager young firebrands with romantic notions, 
respectable suburban middle-aged pastors. Rabbis, and 
overseas missionaries with careful skill" as they visited 
white clergymen, professors of religion at the nearby 
University of Southern Mississippi, and counseled volun­
teers when necessary.'7
As both a combat veteran of the Second World War 
and an inner-ciLy parish priest. Moore had seen his share 
of bravery and heroism, but he was nevertheless greatly 
impressed with the courage of the student volunteers and 
their counterparts in the black community. Driving up to 
the recently bombed COFO headquarters, which com­
bined "the feel of a college dormitory, an Urban Church 
Summer Program, and a Marine Corps combat Com­
mand Post," he was surprised to find civil rights workers 
not only still present but also discussing the works of 
Homer and Edward Albee. Equally impressive but even 
more moving was the cooperation he felt among the clergy 
of different faiths. Writing of the ministers' dormitory in 
Hattiesburg, he noted that "the Holy Spirit inhabited this 
improbable tabernacle, and the ecumenical movement 
thrived there beyond the hopes of the most optimistic." It 
was important for the churches to be in Mississippi, for 
the clergy's presence helped keep some of the local 
vigilantes in check, as well as contributed a moderating 
influence and “in some cases needed man-power." But 
the movement “would have gone on without the Church." 
What made clerical participation important, he contin­
ued. was symbolized by the celebration of the Eucharist 
one Sunday:
The altar was an ironing board, the congregation 
assorted Roman Catholics. Methodists. Disciples of 
Christ, lay and ordained, local and Northern. The 
reredos Ian ornamental partition or wall behind the 
altar) was the blasted out side of the Freedom Head­
quarters.... we were there to celebrate with him. the 
glory of his kingdom as it appeared around us in 
courage, in patience, in love, in fire, in Faith. We were 
there just to be there, just to say This is the Church, 
these purposes are of God. Through these young 
people, whether they know it or not. the Holy Spirit is 
working. For when all the registrations are counted, 
when the significant political repercussions of the 
Freedom Democratic Party are assessed, the most 
important thing will be that... a small group of people 
in this nation shook loose from its affluent society, and 
a few southern Negroes shook loose from a century of 
enforced paralysis, and together. Jew and Gentile, 
colored and white, they gave a shout for freedom.-18
Welcomed into the black communities, the white 
ministers, priests, and rabbis were scorned by local 
whites, they nevertheless attempted to reconcile the 
white population to the cause of equal rights, but at­
tempts to carry this out failed utterly: when northern 
ministers and students attempted to visit local churches 
to discuss race relations with native white pastors, they 
were refused entrance and were sometimes literally thrown 
out of Lhe building. The seriousness of the danger facing
them was made all too apparent after the murder of three 
civil rights workers during the summer. It was not 
surprising that the tenure of the ministers, priests, and 
rabbis was not long. Most remained in the state for ten 
days to two weeks, and only a few stayed longer.49
Among the latter was Malcolm Boyd, who had be­
come national field director of the Episcopal Society for 
Cultural and Racial Unity earlier in the year. He traveled 
around the state with an interracial group of Episcopal 
priests to help in the voter registration drive and encour­
age Christian concern within Lhe white community over 
the racial situation in the region. While in McComb. Boyd 
attended several COFO meetings, and stood guard at the 
COFO headquarters there to watch for potential bomb­
ers. Despite the dangers, the Episcopal ministers were 
grateful for the “redemptive quality the freedom move­
ment was giving to the church in our land." Boyd wrote 
later, “and were grieved by the intense suffering and 
savagery we had witnessed."50
But more than one summer of activity was needed to 
help solve the plight of poor blacks in Mississippi, a fact 
easily grasped by civil rights organizations as well as the 
National Council of Churches' Commission on Religion 
and Race, which had already decided in early 1964 that 
a small team of white ministers would remain in Lhe state 
after September to establish the Delta Ministry, an 
independent long-term relief and reconciliation effort 
with Bishop Moore as chairperson. Funded by the Na­
tional Council with extensive support from the World 
Council of Churches, the Delta Ministry's goals included 
direct relief sendees, community development, and a 
ministry of reconciliation between the black and white 
communities of Mississippi.51
Operating out of offices in Hattiesburg, Greenville, 
and McComb. the small ministry supported black work­
ers in their successful strike against segregated condi­
tions in Greenville textile mills in the spring of 1965, 
established a tent city for black tenant farmers who had 
been driven off their land either for striking against the 
white landowners, or as a result of increasing mechani­
zation on the cotton plantations, and continued to con­
duct freedom schools, workshops, and voter registration 
drives with other civil rights organizations.52
While staff members made no secret that the Delta 
Ministry was acting in a supportive role: it was up to Lhe 
indigenous black leadership, both within existing civil 
rights organizations and those who were independent, to 
make the decisions. The staffs advice was not always 
heeded: despite their warnings against direct-action, 
several hundred poor blacks, some from the ministry's 
schools and tent city, staged a "live-in" at Greenville Air 
Force Base in January 1966 to protest wretched living 
conditions in their own communities, vowing to stay until 
the federal government offered them financial assistance. 
Instead, federal and military authorities evicted them 
from the air base.53 The staff had disagreed with the 
tactic, and in a press conference in Washington. Bishop 
Moore refused to condone the “live-in," although he noted 
that it was important to consider the deep sense of 
frustration that had led to it. Nevertheless, word spread
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th a t the  event h ad  been  p lanned  by the D elta M inistry 
and  the  N ational C ouncil."54
S uch  ru m o rs  did no th ing  to help re la tions betw een 
the w hite s ta ff m em bers an d  the  local w hite com m unity, 
including  the  clergy, w hich had  never been  good. Of all 
the  goals tou ted  by the  D elta M inistry, only the aim  of 
fostering reconciliation betw een the races proved to be a 
com plete failure. To be fair, few local w hite clergym en had  
any  in te res t in su p p o rtin g  su ch  a m inistry , viewing it 
in stead  a s  a  fu rth e r a ttem p t by n o rth e rn  liberals to 
m eddle in local affairs of w hich they  knew  noth ing , and  
w hite so u th e rn  c h u rc h e s  began w ithhold ing  funds from 
the N ational Council of C h u rch es  to p ro tes t w hat they 
considered  to be a  rad ical ag ra rian  reform  program . Nor 
could the D elta M inistry expect su p p o rt from  denom ina­
tional h ie ra rch ies  w ith in  the  s ta te . M uch to Moore’s 
d ism ay. C oad ju to r B ishop J o h n  A. Allin of the  Episcopal 
C h u rch  in M ississippi m arshalled  a  reso lu tion  th rough  
the executive council of the  Episcopal C h u rch  in Decem ­
ber 1964 w hich provided th a t if ch u rc h  fu n d s  were to be 
used  for civil righ ts projects in the  S o u th , projects in 
w hich Episcopal p rie s ts  would be participating , the  la tte r 
had  to receive perm ission  from local b ishops to work in 
th e ir  s ta te s . O nce the reso lu tion  w as passed . Allin re­
fused to allow Episcopal clergy in to  the s ta te  to conduct 
civil righ ts work, a  s itu a tio n  th a t  lasted  only until F eb ru ­
ary  1965 w hen the council rescinded  the decision .55
By the  su m m er of 1966, the  Delta M inistry had  
achieved m arkedly  m ixed resu lts . An official evaluation 
by the N ational C ouncil of C h u rch es  praised  the staff 
m em bers for th e ir  efforts a t  voter reg istra tion  and  d istr i­
b u tion  of needed  food and  clothing, b u t faulted  them  for 
w orsening  re la tions betw een b lack  an d  w hite citizens of 
the  s ta te , a s  well a s  betw een poor an d  m iddle-class 
b lacks, an d  for m aking  little a ttem p t to include local 
w hites in th e ir m inistry , e ither a s  sponso rs  or recipients 
of a id .56 T he charge  of w orsening  race re la tions had  
alw ays been  leveled a t  civil righ ts w orkers, b u t it had  
m ore th a n  an  elem ent of tru th  here, for a  few staff 
m em bers, recalled one su p p o rte r of the  m inistry , were 
“incapab le  of w orking w ith those  M ississippi w hites who 
are  show ing som e sign of change." O bviously the Delta 
m inistry  had  to con tinue  its work “w hether the  w hites 
approve or not. B ut th a t  is qu ite  different from  m aking a 
principle of no t ever dealing w ith w hites." O ne w hite staff 
m em ber felt th a t w orking w ith local w hite people, how­
ever sym pathe tic , would jeopard ize the w ork  of the 
m inistry . It had  taken  long enough to gain the  confidence 
of poor b lacks, “who had  a right to be su sp ic io u s of our 
m otives," an d  if s ta ff m em bers even ap p eared  to identify 
w ith w hites, su c h  confidence would be lost. “If we err, it 
will be on the  side of those w ith w hom  we w ork."57
W ith fund ing  being cu t. the officials of the  Delta 
M inistry found them selves appealing  to individual do ­
no rs for financial a ss is tan ce . “I read  in the  papers th a t 
you were going to give som e of your m illions of dollars of 
profits earned  a t  the  H ungry i la n igh tc lub  w here Boyd 
read  poetry an d  prose) to Civil Rights," Moore wrote Boyd 
half-jokingly. ‘T h e  D elta M inistry is in really desperate 
s tra its . May I suggest, k ind, rich Sir. th a t  you  consider 
th is  need?"58 Boyd prom ptly  se n t a con tribu tion . “I guess
I don’t  have to get flowery in th an k in g  you for the  check 
for the  Delta M inistry," Moore responded . “It is fun to 
trace the progress of a  dollar. From  one of the  righ t­
w ingers who gave you su c h  a  h a rd  tim e, in to  the h a n d s  
of a  p retty  w aitress, to the  boss of the  H ungry i, to you, 
to me. to NCCC, to M ississippi, to a  d e m o n stra to r aga inst 
the  type of guy who gave the dollar in the  first p lace.’’59
Ironically. Boyd’s ability  to ra ise  m oney th rough  his 
n ightclub  ap p earan ces  (where he w as som etim es accom ­
panied by a  b lues m usician) w as due  in large p a rt to 
Moore’s beneficence. The suffragan  b ishop  h a d  arranged  
w ith o ther Episcopal clerics to m ake Boyd a salaried  
“chaplain-at-large," or a  “secu la r priest" w hich would 
enable him  to work on behalf of cau se s  su c h  a s  civil righ ts 
w ithout being tied down to daily p a rish  d u tie s .60 Both 
Boyd and  Moore were excited by the p rospect of working 
together in jo in t causes . “Malcolm." Moore wrote in a 
handw ritten  note, “I’m very excited ab o u t th is  an d  ab o u t 
having you nearby." By the  fall of 1964 Moore h ad  issued  
to Boyd a "formal call to the  Diocese" of W ashington . D.C., 
which Boyd accepted “with deep g ra titu d e .’’61 As a 
canonical residen t in the  diocese, Boyd would "hang h is 
h a t  a t  the  C hu rch  of the  A tonem ent" a s  a s s is ta n t  to the 
Reverend Q uin land  G ordon, the c h u rc h ’s b lack  Episco­
pal priest, b u t h is  responsib ilities w ould also  include 
con tinu ing  h is  work a s  na tional field rep resen ta tive  of 
ESCRU an d  a  sp eak er a t  un iversities ac ro ss  the  nation .62
Boyd w asted no tim e in tak ing  advan tage  of his 
new found freedom s. Jo in in g  up  w ith W illiam Ja co b s , the 
m anaging editor of the  C atholic weekly Ave Maria, the  two 
m en sp en t the  fall and  early w in ter of 1964 traveling 
th ro u g h o u t M ississippi to do resea rch  for a  series of 
articles for the  m agazine. The series on the role of the 
w hite and  b lack ch u rch es  in the  struggle for civil rights 
spanned  several issues, for w hich the a u th o rs  later 
received a n  aw ard from the N ational Catholic Press 
A ssociation.63 Driving down coun try  roads, the  two m en 
visited b lack  clergym en, COFO w orkers, w hite clergym en 
from Catholic and  P ro testan t congregations, an d  m em ­
bers of the  w hite religious h ierarchy .w Their im pression  
of the b lack  com m unity  in the  civil righ ts  m ovem ent w as 
uniform ly favorable; th e ir opinion of the  w hite clergy, less 
so. After m eeting w ith F a th e r B ernard  Law an d  o ther 
Catholic p riests in Ja c k so n , they were tem pted  to agree 
w ith the com m ents of a P ro te s tan t m in is te r who sa id  th a t 
the Catholic clergy ra ted  an  “A" in d iagnosis of the  racial 
problem s, b u t an  “O" in therapy . Not th a t the  m em bers of 
the  P ro testan t h ierarchy  w ere particu la rly  progressive in 
outlook. B ishop J o h n  Allin of the  Episcopal C hurch  
s tru c k  Ja co b s  a s  “am ong the th ree  or four m ost charm ing  
m en" th a t  he  had  ever m et. a lthough  the b ishop  did not 
trouble  to hide the fact th a t  he  w as u n h a p p y  w ith “the 
kind of radicalism  th a t h a s  com e to M ississippi w ith the 
NCC’s  Delta M inistry, w ith COFO an d  with people like... 
Malcolm Boyd." M any w hite clerics believed th a t peace 
betw een the races would be achieved slowly, over a  long 
period, an d  w ith in  the  fram ew ork of existing in stitu tiona l 
s tru c tu re s .65 The need for g radua l change  th rough  
estab lished  ch an n els  w as the single m ost com m only 
enuncia ted  view point am ong the  w hite clergym en in te r­
viewed. The a u th o rs  con tended , on the  o th e r h an d , th a t 
“the power s tru c tu re  is m ainly responsib le  for conditions
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in Mississippi and cannot be changed fast enough to Stop 1 
the unbelievably horrible things we saw and heard about 
during our trip."66
Fears of change and "outside interference” was not 
limited to Mississippi’s conservative white population, of 
course. Whites throughout the South believed that if only 
the “outside agitators" from the left-wing northern 
churches and national organizations left the region, race 
relations would calm down. But there was nothing calm­
ing about the attack on black marchers on the Edmund 
Pettus Bridge in Selma, Alabama, by state troopers on the 
afternoon of March 7. 1965. Hundreds of sympathetic 
whites traveled to Alabama to show their support, and 
Martin Luther King, Jr., who had been working in Selma 
since January, issued a call to all white ministers of good 
will to join him in a "ministers' march" the following 
Tuesday to protest the brutality.67
The response was overwhelming, but the decision of 
so many northern clergymen to travel to Selma was not 
greeted with uniform praise, even in the North. "There 
was a time when a person could drop in at the parish 
rectory to discuss a problem with his clergyman," com­
plained a Chicago woman in a letter that was reprinted in 
several of the city’s papers. “Now, one must first tele­
phone the rectory to find out if the clergyman is down in 
Alabama picketing. Why don’t the clergy stick to the 
pulpit?"68 The editors of Time praised some of the 
ministers for traveling to Selma because “their con­
sciences and their sense of Christian duty demanded no 
less,” but faulted others who were there "simply to win 
merit badges," quoting one minister who seemed to treat 
the entire situation as a game when he stepped off the 
plane in Montgomery, turned to a friend, and said, “Fix 
bayonets! Charge!"69 The editors of Ave Maria asked 
religious leaders “to consider and determine what means 
of wilness and protest are appropriate to clergymen and 
which are not," raising the question of whether the 
"appropriate moral response of clergymen is always the 
same as the appropriate moral response for civil rights 
leaders.”70
White southern ministers were harsher in their 
criticism. One denounced the “twenty-four hour proph­
ets from New Jersey and New York who flew down South 
on Delta Airlines with martinis in their hands and 
roundtrip tickets in their pockets" who wanted to “return 
home as moral ’heroes.’”71 A young Baptist minister in 
Lynchburg, Virginia told his parishioners in the Thomas 
Road Baptist Church the night the march began that the 
church did not have a mandate to involve itself in 
marches and demonstrations. Preaching the “pure sav­
ing gospel of Jesus Christ" was a full-time occupation 
which gave Lhose who did it properly no time to do 
anything else, “including fighting communism, or par­
ticipating in civil rights reforms." “Preachers are not 
called to be politicians but to be soul winners." he 
warned. The young minister's name was Jerry Falwell.72
In Selma itself, the arrival of the white clergymen was 
greeted with dismay by their white counterparts. Any 
con tact with the northern ministers was deemed suspect, 
for most of Selma's white population viewed the visitors 
as “outside agitators.” an appellation that disturbed
some of the out-of-towners not at all. "Why [\f)U SfMQYYC
minister. “An agitator is the part of the washing machine 
that gets the dirt out."73
No stranger to the South. Boyd made his way to Selma to 
meet with other ministers and participate in the march. 
For other individuals, the decision to go to Alabama 
proved to be a fateful one. Among the clergy traveling to 
Selma was the Reverend James Reeb, a Unitarian minis­
ter from Boston. His murder at the hands of local white 
segregationists only intensified the clamor throughout 
the country for federal protection for the marchers and 
congressional passage of voting rights legislation.7,1
Clergymen were also busy in Washington, D.C. The 
Commission on Religion and Race of the National Council 
of Churches convened a meeting on Thursday, March 11 
at the Lutheran Church of tire Reformation calling for a 
voting rights bill and federal protection of the marchers 
in Alabama; the audience listened as Methodist bishops 
and Presbyterian ministers who had been in Selma two 
days before for the ministers' march described the role 
that the white clergy had to play in the struggle for civil 
rights.75 Others joined protestors at Lafayette Park 
across the street from the White House to continue the 
demands for federal intervention. Bishop Paul Moore 
attended the rally and denounced Johnson's "unbeliev­
able lack of action," suggesting that another march on 
Washington might be necessary to spur the President's 
involvement. Afterwards, he donated money for the es­
tablishment of a kitchen to be set up to feed the 
protestors in the park, and then joined demonstrators 
picketing tire White House. It was not the first time he had 
been in a picket line in the city: after he was made 
Suffragan Bishop in January 1964, he had taken part in 
marches calling for home rule for the capital.76
President Lyndon Johnson agreed to meet with two 
groups of clerical representatives the following day and 
discuss his civil rights strategy. The first meeting was less 
than cordial. Bishop Moore demanded to know what was 
taking the President so long to draft a voting rights bill 
and send it to Congress, in language so hostile and blunt 
that one reporter described it as verging on rudeness. 
Johnson replied that he had to be extremely careful about 
the wording of the bill to insure its safe passage through 
Congress, and then proceeded to remind the ministers of 
all he had done on behalf of civil rights. The conversation 
drifted to more general topics, and by the time the 
ministers had left, many of them derided the meeting as 
a "snow job."77 The second group, led by the Reverends 
Joseph Ellwanger, Eugene Carson Blake, and other 
National Council of Churches representative was less 
contentious, and they had a lengthy talk concerning the 
need for federal intervention in Selma, but the President's 
comments elicited little praise from the majority of clergy 
when they were told about the meeting at the Church of 
the Reformation later that day. Others were angry not 
only at the President, but at the racial makeup of the 
delegations, for out of sixteen clergymen, only two had 
been black. “We didn't come 1.500 miles to be jeered at,” 
shouted a black minister from Minneapolis at the after­
noon meeting as the second group returned from the 
White House. "I think you have been pleased with the
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prestige of being appointed to a committee to talk to the 
President.... Whose fight is this anyway?"78
Despite the march's success, as well as the efforts of 
the “new breed" of clergy to show their compassion 
through action.79 the question asked by the black minis­
ter was to be heard in various forms throughout the rest 
of the decade. At the same time a white “backlash” 
against increased civil rights demands developed (Bishop 
Paul Moore, Jr., was confronted with a sharp drop in 
contributions from local Episcopal churches for his sup­
port of fair employment practices and open housing), 
black militants were moving away from the goals of 
integration.80 Advocates of black power demanded black 
control of the civil rights movement, expunging sympa­
thetic whites from administrative and staff positions in 
formerly interracial organizations such as the Student 
Nonviolent Coordinating Committee and the Congress of 
Racial Equality, thus alienating many former supporters 
in the white community, including clergy. At the same 
time, many activists in the pulpits found themselves 
increasingly disturbed with the Johnson Administration's 
escalation of the war in Southeast Asia. What had been 
almost a sideshow during the Kennedy era had become, 
in the minds of Johnson, his aides, and many Americans 
after 1965. a test of strength between the forces of 
international Communism and the American will to 
contain those same forces.
Most Americans viewed the war in the same terms, 
and as American bombing and the numbers of American 
troops in Vietnam escalated, those who questioned the 
war were denounced as seditious if not as traitors. Social 
activists among the clergy, disturbed both by the carnage 
and by the attacks on the right to dissent, held a press 
conference at the United Nations Church Center on 
October 25, 1965 to protest the charges of Communism 
directed at antiwar demonstrators. Pleased with the 
interest shown in the conference, the leading clergymen, 
including Rabbi Abraham Joshua Heschel, Jesuit priest 
Daniel Berrigan. and Lutheran pastor Richard Neuhaus 
decided to organize themselves as Clergy Concerned 
About Vietnam. By February 1966, CCAV included such 
luminaries as the Reverend John C. Bennett, president of 
Union Theological Seminary. Rabbi Balfour Brickner, 
director of Interfaith Activities for the Union of American 
Hebrew Congregations, and the Reverends William Sloane 
Coffin, Jr., and Robert McAfee Brown. The goals of the 
new group were moderate: a continuation of the bombing 
halt and the beginning of negotiations for an end to the 
war; indeed, they praised the President for his initiation 
of the former and his expressed interest in the latter. They 
did not call for immediate withdrawal, nor did they 
advocate civil disobedience. Significantly, none of the 
members of the national committee were clergymen at 
the parish level: they were editors of religious journals, 
denominational heads, college chaplains, professors of 
theology, and leaders of national religious groups, giving 
them a level of freedom that rank-and-file clergy did not 
enjoy.81
By the end of 1966, some of the most prominent 
liberal churchpeople in the country had joined what was 
now known as Clergy And Laymen Concerned About 
Vietnam, including Malcolm Boyd (who was a member of
the national committee) and Paul Moore. The executive 
committee of CALCAV announced an “Education-Action 
Mobilization" in Washington. D.C., to protest the war. 
and invited ministers, priests, and rabbis from through­
out the nation to come to the capital and participate in 
workshops, meet with government officials, and take part 
in an interfaith vigil for peace.82
The Washington Mobilization in early 1967 broke no 
records for massive demonstrations, but what it lacked in 
numbers it made up for in commitment. Two thousand 
and four hundred clerics, seminarians, nuns, church- 
women, and laypersons from forty-seven states and 
Canada gathered in the basement and halls of the New 
York Avenue Presbyterian Church on January 30, clut­
tering the floor with bedrolls and sleeping bags. But 
despite the confusion, there was a clarity of purpose as to 
why they were there. The next day, the participants 
marched silently in front of the White House. No slogans, 
no banners, no placards surfaced among the demonstra­
tors, for the organizers had made it clear that the protest 
was to be one of discipline and moderation, befitting both 
an act of penance and the desire of CALCAV's members 
to reach out to the American middle class. After the vigil, 
the marchers divided up into small groups to meet with 
their senators and representatives. The visit to Capitol 
Hill was almost uniformly discouraging, for most of tire 
participants in the mobilization received the "general 
impression that most of the congressmen feel powerless 
to determine the direction in which the nation will go," 
having "abdicated that responsibility" when they passed 
tlie Gulf of Tonkin resolution. More moving was the 
church service at the New York Avenue Presbyterian 
Church that evening, where the congregation heard 
addresses by Coffin, the Reverend John F. Cronin, assis­
tant director of the U.S. Catholic Conference's Social 
Action Department, and meditations by Rabbi Heschel, 
who sounded like an Old Testament prophet himself, 
lamenting the wrongs of his nation, and prayers by the 
church's pastor, the Reverend George M. Docherty, as 
well as those by Bishop Paul Moore. Jr., and the Rever­
end Donald Campion.83 “Roman Catholics, Jews and 
numerous varieties of Protestants sang, prayed and 
worshiped together in penitence, in shared suffering and 
in a common commitment to peace," wrote one reporter. 
“Unity on this occasion was no designed formality: it was 
a vital experience."fM Coffin felt the same way. recalling 
the number of small peace rallies he had attended where 
counter-demonstrators vastly outnumbered the antiwar 
protestors. In Washington, however, “we were deeply 
moved just to be jammed one against another in the pews, 
an experience of solidarity which contrasted so sharply 
with others we had all shared.... Now instead of feeling 
alone and isolated, we were all togetherin the church...."85
The following year. CALCAV published In the Name 
o f America, a compilation of published articles on the 
American conduct of the war juxtaposed with selections 
from the Hague and Geneva Conventions. "Nuremberg 
Principles,” and Department of Army field manuals con­
cerning the international rules governing warfare and 
treatment of civilians. The report was not intended as a 
legal brief, wrote Robert McAfee Brown. Rabbi Arthur 
Lelyveld, president of the American Jewish Congress.
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and the Reverend John Sheerin, editor of Catholic 
World in their introduction to the work, but as a basis for 
showing how "our nation must be judged guilty of having 
broken almost every established agreement for stan­
dards of decency in time of war." They had decided to 
compile the evidence because any citizen "who knows of 
wrongs committed in the name of his country, and 
remains silent, is thereby implicated in the perpetuation 
of those wrongs."86 Signers of the document included 
Bennett. Heschel. Bishop Paul Moore, Jr., Harvey Cox 
and Martin Luther King. Jr. All were worried about what 
the destruction of moral restraints would do to American 
citizens at home. If Americans did not take international 
law seriously when it did not work to our advantage 
militarily, they asked, “how can we be surprised if mem­
bers of minority groups do not take domestic law seri­
ously when it works to their civilian disadvantage" and 
riot in the streets of Newark and Detroit? In the final 
analysis, “(elthics cannot be determined by geography.”87
In order to further underscore their conviction that 
the war was eroding moral values, CALCAV sponsored a 
second Washington Mobilization in early February 1968. 
Twenty-five hundred participants sat or stood in the New 
York Avenue Presbyterian Church on the morning of 
February 5, listening to speeches and meditations by 
Coffin, who chaired the assembly. Bennett, the Reverend 
Robert Drinan. Rabbi Maurice Eisendrath. and Malcolm 
Boyd. The Episcopal playwright-priest had spent a con­
siderable amount of time traveling around the country, 
participating in several teach-ins against the war. and 
had once been hit in the head with a baseball thrown at 
him as he addressed students at the University of Or­
egon. He had also journeyed to Czechoslovakia in 1967 
with other Americans, including Dave Dellinger, editor of 
Liberation and Tom Hayden of the Students for a 
Democratic Society, to discuss the issues of nationalism 
surrounding the war with Vietnamese representatives of 
the National Liberation Front and the Democratic Repub­
lic of Vietnam.88
The most moving part of the mobilization was a 
prayer vigil at the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier in 
Arlington National Cemetery on February 6. CALCAV had 
wanted to hold a memorial service in the amphitheater for 
those killed in the war. but the United States Army 
refused permission. On a cold winter day. twenty-five 
hundred people, including Boyd, stood on the stepsatthe 
tomb to take part in the silent vigil, bowing their heads as 
Martin Luther King, Jr., intoned, “In this period of 
absolute silence, let us pray." As silence reigned on the 
steps below the tomb, the participants could hear the 
sounds of the changing of the guard, rifles clattering and 
heels clicking. The silence lasted several minutes until 
Rabbi Heschel’s baritone voice carried above the crowd 
the words o f Christ crucified, "Eloi, Eloi, lama 
sabachthani?" ("My God, my God, why hast thou for­
saken me?"). "Let us go in peace," said Bishop James P. 
Shannon, concluding the service, and the thousands of 
people quietly left the cemetery, each carrying a small 
American flag. In the distance, apart from the crowd, two 
men carried a Torah and a crucifix.89
Still the war dragged on into 1969. Boyd took part in 
a public demonstration against the war in late 1969. 
Along with the Right Reverend Daniel Corrigan. Bishop of 
the Episcopal Diocese of Chicago, a handful of other 
priests, and some laypeople from religious peace organi­
zations, he entered the Pentagon in full vestments to 
celebrate a Peace Mass in one of the building's main 
hallways. All forty were arrested for disturbing the peace 
and brought to jail. Boyd also found time to write letters 
to draft boards on behalf of Yale students who found that 
their religious beliefs were incompatible with any partici­
pation in war.90
By the spring of 1970, however, a student's safety 
was not assured by remaining out of uniform. When 
Nixon announced the invasion of Cambodia in April, 
students on dozens of campuses held demonstrations 
protesting the widening of the war. On May 4. National 
Guard troops at Kent State, Ohio, fired on a crowd of 
students, killing four. While several colleges and univer­
sities were temporarily shut down to forestall further 
violence, large crowds gathered in major cities, including 
Washington, D.C., on May 9 to protest the killings.91 
Bishop Moore, who had been the Suffragan Bishop of that 
city since 1964, was standing in the yet unfinished 
Cathedral Church of St. John the Divine in New York 
City, being installed as the Bishop Coadjutor of the 
Episcopal Diocese of New York in a two hour ceremony 
marked for its grandeur. The mood of the two thousand 
in attendance was somber, as was that of the three 
bishops at the altar: Moore, Horace Donegan, and J. 
Stuart Wetmore. Bishop and Suffragan Bishop, respec­
tively, of the Episcopal Diocese of New York. During the 
offertory, Donegan asked for a minute of silence for the 
students killed at Kent State and “for those who have 
given their lives in Cambodia. Let us pray that unity and 
peace and understanding will be restored to our beloved 
country." Wetmore read a statement that had been 
drafted by all three bishops, calling on the churches to 
exert whatever influence they had to convince the federal 
government of the right to dissent and to halt the inva­
sion, “which has already undercut the chances for seri­
ous negotiations on disarmament and the settlement of 
the Indochina war." "At this moment," Moore sadly 
noted,
in my former city, young people all over the land are 
converging with cries of rage and grief. The streets echo 
with the sound of marching. Young people in uniform 
have killed other young people who could well be their 
brothers or their sisters.... We older people do not fully 
understand what is happening around us. I am sure 
our President does not fully understand.92
In order to get a firsthand look at the politics 
surrounding the debacle in South Vietnam. Moore trav­
eled to Saigon in the summer of 1970 to meet with 
members of the neutralist “third force" who hoped to form 
a coalition government independent of the NLF and the 
corrupt South Vietnamese government of Nguyen Van 
Thieu. Returning from his visit, he glowingly described 
the sentiments of those “thoughtful people" who wanted
102
Biq Book
a neutral, provisioned government to undertake the nec­
essary reforms to bring stability and peace to South 
Vietnam. Moore’s distrust of the Thieu regime was fur­
ther strengthened when he participated in a nonviolent 
march to the U.S. Embassy with a group of Vietnamese 
students which was tear-gassed by South Vietnamese 
security forces.93
A week after his return to the United States, Moore 
received a lengthy letter from his former Marine battalion 
commander under whom he had served at Guadalcanal, 
who "could not understand how a good Marine could 
have done such a thing” as meet with members of Ure 
underground peace movement of South Vietnam. Moore 
recalled that the only other time a grenade had been 
thrown in his direction was when he was fighting in the 
Solomon Islands: at both times he felt that he was fighting 
for "freedom, peace, and Ure dignity of the individual.”94 
‘The trip was a great business," he wrote "Mai,” “reminis­
cent of the Mississippi days in the courage of the Peace 
people and the bland apathy of our government and the 
sadistic fascism of the S. Vietnamese govt.—like the local 
law enforcement types in our South only far worse."95
With no end to the war in sight, Clergy and Laity 
Concerned continued to solicit support for its antiwar 
activities into the 1970s. Boyd, along with a thousand 
clergy and laypersons, participated in a Washington 
demonstration in May 1970 to protest the invasion of 
Cambodia, and donated money from his writing and 
speaking appearances to organizations such as CALCAV.96 
When several Protestant denominations undertook a 
major evangelical campaign, Key 73, Boyd was outraged 
at the emphasis of Billy Graham and other leaders on 
mass conversion and their unwillingness to confront the 
moral inequities of Vietnam:
An activist and public relations-engendered d rive seems 
to be in danger of treating living/breathing people as 
dehumanized conversion statistics [because it offered 
people] a packaged brand of personal comfort instead 
of calling them to repentance.
Repentance? Yes. for racism, the rape of Indo­
china. and participation in a callous materialism that 
stands blind to poverty/deprivation whether across
the city or halfway around the world....
Can American Christianity plunge into a campaign 
to save souls without penitently taking a long. hard, 
slow look at the bodies of human victims of U.S. 
bombings in Indochina?57
Yet once the Paris Peace Accords had been signed in 
January 1973 and American troops were withdrawn, 
most Americans, including the clergy, were trying to put 
the conflict out of their mind. But the churches could not 
ignore the fact that the social changes unleashed by the 
protest movements of the 1960s would shortly come to 
affect their own policies, even those of the traditionally 
staid Episcopal Church. When three retired or resigned 
bishops announced in 1974 that they had decided to 
ordain three women deacons to the priesthood, the 
Episcopal hierarchy was rocked by divisions. Tire Presid­
ing Bishop of the Episcopal Church was none other than 
the conservative former Bishop of Mississippi, John 
Allin. Not surprisingly. Paul Moore, who had become the
Episcopal Bishop of New York upon the retirement of 
Bishop Donegan in May 1972, sided with the more liberal 
clergymen, and fought for the proper legislation which 
was passed by the House of Bishops in 1976 by a vote of 
two-thirds, making the ordination of women legal in the 
Episcopal Church.98
The denomination was further split over the subject 
of ordaining homosexuals, and while bishops, including 
Moore, struggled with the question of whether to ordain 
an openly-professed gay or lesbian priest, Malcolm Boyd 
announced publicly that he was a homosexual.99 The 
poet, writer, and "celebrity" and "prince of the church" 
was "treated like a leper,” according to Boyd's colleague, 
the Reverend Fred Fenton of St. Augustine-by-the-Sea in 
Santa Monica.100 Understandably upset at the treatment 
accorded him. Boyd withdrew from public life.101
Moore continued to be an activist bishop into the 
1980s. In 1982, he traveled to Moscow to work for nuclear 
disarmament: later in the decade, he went to Washing­
ton. D.C., to criticize the Reagan Administration's Cen­
tral American policies. But the most important facet of 
his work was helping the destitute and the downtrodden 
of New York City and assailing those whom he felt were 
not doing enough. 'The churches, the Episcopal churches, 
feel very comfortable doing social service. They really feel 
good about having people sleep in the basement. But they 
use up all their energy doing that and not getting furious 
at the city, the mayor, the governor, for not providing 
housing,” he noted. "So all their energy goes into the 
symptoms and not the causes. We're still a long way from 
using what power we have in the church to shove the 
government around.”102 When Mayor Edward Koch sug­
gested in 1981 that churches and synagogues take in ten 
homeless people each, Moore attacked the idea as "naive 
and dangerous" because it took away the responsibility of 
public housing from the government. "Housing should 
not be given as charity," he explained. "Housing is a 
right." On Easter Sunday, 1989, Moore preached his last 
major sermon before taking a leave of absence that June, 
after which he officially retired in October of that year.103 
In October 1991, he was awarded the Freedom of Wor­
ship Award, one of tire Franklin D. Roosevelt Four 
Freedoms Medals, in a ceremony at the Roosevelt home 
in Hyde Park.104
The Reverend Malcolm Boyd did not remain away for 
the church for long. In 1981, he moved to California, 
where he joined the staff of St. Augustine-by-the-Sea as 
parish priest, encouraged to do so by his ecclesiastical 
superior and friend in New York. Bishop Moore.105 Still at 
St. Augustine-by-the-Sea, Boyd continues to write, con­
duct an AIDs ministry and workshops, and write a bi­
monthly advice column for Modem Maturity. An impor­
tant focus of his life is to make the church more inclusive. 
"I would like a change in the environment so that a great 
many gay and lesbian priests could come out of their 
closets and find acceptance," he recently told a re­
porter. 106
Acceptance. In a way, events had come full circle for 
both Malcolm Boyd and Paul Moore. Jr. The playwright- 
priest had spent most of his adult life, certainly all of his 
life as a man of tire cloth, in seeking acceptance, and it
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was only after he and hundreds more joined the fight for 
the rights of minorities and the right of dissent, that 
society had changed enough to begin to tolerate, if not 
always accept, homosexuality. In the struggle for civil 
rights for blacks and a greater tolerance for people of 
other races. Boyd helped achieve civil rights for homo­
sexuals and a greater degree of tolerance for gays and 
lesbians. For Moore, the shift was less dramatic. He had 
begun his ecclesiastical career as an inner-city priest in 
New Jersey, dealing with drug and alcohol abuse, pov­
erty, and crime; by the time of his retirement as Bishop 
of New York, he was spending most of his energies 
combatting the widespread use o f crack and other drug 
problems, poverty, homelessness, and AIDs. The fact 
that both had met with presidents and civil rights leaders 
in between seemed to matter less than the fact that they 
had challenged both the worldly and the ecclesiastical 
establishment, even that of the staid Episcopal Church, 
and, by upholding what they considered to be the mes­
sage of the gospel, had helped make the secular and the 
sacred societies more inclusive for a wider range of 
people.
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"Armed Right"
Clive Hornbecker. manager of Weptronics 
Warehouse 67. announced today that a 
large stock of “slack" reels have been dis­
covered. Mr. Hornbecker, in accordance 
with company policy, is in the process of 
cataloguing the reels to prepare them for 
sale. “Why some of them even have some 
'thread' left on them, threads of standard 
'sweat,' egregious requirements and other 
onorous requirements. Well? Where did 
you think these tilings went after we cut 
people some slack?" Prices will be fair and 
no more slack will be cut. opined Mr. 
Hornbecker. Rumors of a "huss" ware­
house still persist. Weptronics will con­
tinue to clear out their warehouses to 
make room for a large flood of policy papers 
from the current administration
107
ViET Nam G eneration
P o e tr y  by S t e p Nen HidAlqo
THe THreat o f Force
(Bosnia. April 1993)
Not the Lime
to let yourself
be driven mad
by atrocities
you wanted
a peaceful world
do you til ink
this is all
you will see
there will be more
the children always
the children hurt most
in our gut
their tom limbs
in our eyes their tears
their restlessness
“attention deficit"—whose?
abandonment consumes
the mystery of being
a child
The sun wakes 
on the new hills 
the war dawn 
born
again in new hearts 
a generation of perplexity 
as the angles
of comers that 
have ceased to be 
call new turnings 
out of smoky sunlight 
there should be a phrase 
to sum up all 
but there will not be 
not tomorrow
Who has said 
it must be this way 
who has not said 
it must be otherwise 
it must be that 
we have all said 
how it must 
but must not be
How this world is 
a child we 
will all leave 
surrounded by echoes 
of her mind’s refusal 
of echoes of gunfire 
as she turns 
to see another 
morning
born out of that yesterday 
that will not be turned 
into a past we can learn
When will the garden break out 
after the sounds destruction makes 
have flattened themselves against hills 
under a darkening horizon just becoming 
aware that there are and always have been 
(hushed) stars and...
G o o d  N iqh T
“When will peace break out?"
The summer dusk of your television screen 
clips the wit of a journalist.
We who remember Vietnam 
hear with a difference "peace" 
the word and inwardly some 
barren hillswept terrain 
grows white stumps 
of defoliated trees the memory 
of what once was rainforest.
We bombed for “Peace" 
poisoned and starved, 
mauled maimed mutilated 
killed for "Peace."
Democrat and Republican 
Johnson and Nixon 
Adlai Stevenson and J. Edgar Hoover 
told us we must fight for “Peace."
Not figuratively nor spiritually 
morally diplomatically 
culturally theoretically 
verbally nor aesthetically.
Who believes we must kill for peace?
In his ears the sound of bombs 
parables the growth of “civilization."
Who believes peace will “break out"?
The worm who eats his way through 
the burial ground and is 
afraid there really will be a light 
at the end of the tunnel.
Stephen Hidalgo. English Department, University o j Notre 
Dame. Notre Dame. IN 46556-0368
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Lock ANd LoAd Hiqh: ThE V ie tn a m  
W ar Co m es  to  a L o s A nqeLes  
SECONdARy School
Marc Jason Gilbert. History Department, North Georgia 
College, Dahlonega, GA 30597. This paper was presented 
at the Sixties Generations conference. March 1993, 
Fairfax, VA.
While the War in Vietnam left no corner of American 
society untouched, it is only within the last few years that 
the war's influence upon the American economy, culture 
and society has begun to receive the scholarly attention 
it deserves.1 Of those domestic issues still awaiting 
examination, few are more elusive or enigmatic than the 
effect of the war on American public schools. This essay 
discusses the war’s impact on one California high school 
campus which served as the scene of events that not only 
reflect cultural conflicts of that era that continue to 
plague our own, but ultimately helped define the free­
doms enjoyed by millions of young Americans both in 
that state and across the nation.
In 1924, a secondary school was constructed on the 
crest of one of the many hills of Westwood. California. It 
originally carried the name of President Warren Harding, 
but a name change was deemed warranted by the corrup­
tion and malfeasance that came to be associated with his 
administration, particularly the Teapot Dome scandal, 
which, despite its Wyoming associations, had a major 
Californian dimension.2 In 1929. the Los Angeles School 
District rechristened the school University High in honor 
of a new neighbor, the Southern Campus of the Univer­
sity of California, itself ultimately given a new name, the 
University of California at Los Angeles.3 As if to distance 
itself from its original namesake. University High School 
strove through the years to become entirely worthy of llie 
public’s trust. By the 1960s. only one or two high schools 
in California surpassed it in terms of academic achieve­
ment and the probity of its graduates.
University High’s academic reputation was. how­
ever. less a function of a haunted past than of a culturally 
burdened student body. Whereas the nearby Palisades 
and Beverly Hills high schools catered to the most 
privileged of California’s nouveau riche, University High 
serviced the most professionally driven. Some of its 
students were children of UCLA faculty and many were 
second- or third-generation Jewish or Asian Americans 
striving to live up to their parents' high standards and 
even higher expectations. As a result, over 85% of its 
graduates in the 1960s went on to institutions of higher 
learning. By the mid-1960s, such was the level of aca­
demic excellence that even the football team's linemen 
went to prestigious academic institutions such as Harvard 
University. It was entirely typical of this program for 
overachievers that whereas neighboring schools boasted 
of the number of graduates who became Hollywood 
actors. University High alone produced a President of the 
Screen Actors Guild (the current President. Barry Gor­
don, Class of ’66).■'
The highly competitive academic atmosphere of the 
University High campus was supercharged by a faculty 
which possessed a disproportionate number of doctor­
ates, by special instructional programs (which included 
one of America's few Russian language programs), and by 
unique seminars on such topics as Hinduism and Bud­
dhism. Even standard course offerings were enriched: 
Instructors of English focused as much on Kenneth 
Burke as upon Shakespeare, and the drama program 
was led by professional actors, such as Michael Murphy. 
Team sports, so much a part of high school life, were 
overshadowed as literature and the arts flourished. It did 
not seem to matter much that arch-rival Palisades High 
won the “biggame" so long as University High was ranked 
near the top of the nation's schools academically.
As the career-oriented mentality of its students 
suggests, the political atmosphere at University High was 
conservative. So distant was the school from more liberal 
standards of political correctness that, until the Vietnam 
era. no one raised a voice in protest over the University 
High alma mater, which was set to the music of 
“Deutschland uber Alles." During the Vietnam War. 
however. University High was to become more than a 
place to absorb uncritically the finest the establishment 
had to offer.
Many of the Class of 1966 recall arriving at Univer­
sity High School in 1963 in a particularly somber mood.5 
At the climax of the Cuban debacle of the previous year, 
many of these students had been asked to wait at the end 
of the school day for their parents to come and pick them 
up. The school authorities explained that nuclear war 
was expected to begin before they could get home and the 
school system preferred that they not be incinerated in 
their school buses. Things did not soon improve for the 
children of the missile crisis. Their high school experi­
ence was not three months old when classes were inter­
rupted by news of the assassination of President John F. 
Kennedy. The Class of '66 was. as a group, too clean- 
headed to be attracted to conspiracy theories, but they 
were too bright not to theorize that the Cuban missile 
crisis and the President's death were a part of a greater 
social malaise that had earlier gripped Little Rock and 
Montgomery and was to engulf south central Los Ange­
les.6
Like most children of the sixties, the students of 
University High were thus predisposed to see the Viet­
nam War as but part of a larger crisis in American 
civilization that had begun after the Second World War, 
and had played itself out before their young eyes on 
television in its coverage of the McCarthy-Army Hearings, 
the early civil rights battles and long-simmering conflict 
between right- and left-wing ideologies that boiled over 
during the 1964 Presidential campaign and the college 
student-driven Free Speech Movement in Berkeley. Cali­
fornia. The Gulf of Tonkin Resolution that same year may 
have merely seemed to confirm that the center could not 
hold, and things were falling apart. It unquestionably 
personalized the crisis. After the passage of the Resolu­
tion, University High students began to criticize their 
elders for involving them in a ideologically driven conflict 
that was the expression of the older generations' fears.
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not their own. and the campus mood began to shift from 
acceptance of the powers that be to a hardening cynicism 
whose chief avenue of expression was music. Previously 
tame talent assemblies were electrified by student perfor­
mances of "Blowin' in the Wind” and "LongTime Passing 
(Where Have All the Flowers Gone)." Students with no 
prior political interest, other than perhaps sexual poli­
tics, chanted The Who's “My Generation" with deep 
fervor: few would find themselves unable to relate to Jim 
Morrison's famed expression of his generation's growing 
anger at its seemly predetermined apocalyptic fate. "I 
don't know about you. but I intend to have my kicks 
before the whole fucking shithouse explodes!"7
At University High, Morrison’s rebelliousness and 
cynicism were expressed in the form of a growing hostility 
toward traditional high school activities, a sudden in­
crease in anarchical behavior, such as the initiation of 
false fire alarms,8 and the display of open contempt for 
administrative rules. Student interest in recreational 
drugs also accelerated, though few school officials at the 
time rightly interpreted the students' strong support for 
informational assemblies that focused on the nature and 
use of LSD.9
The choice of tire subject and content of student 
book reviews published in the campus newspaper, the 
Warrior, accurately reflected the new mood on campus. 
The author of a review of Hermann Hesse's Siddhartlxa 
identified the book's value to her generation as a message 
of rebellion: that the search for meaning was an indi­
vidual one that had to be conducted free of the shackles 
of established thought.10 The authors of a review of 
Aldous Huxley's Brave New World interpreted that work 
as a warning “that if the sacrifice of the spirit of man is 
what it costs to build a successful society, success and 
stability are not worth the price."11
By 1965. the connection between growing campus 
discontent and the Vietnam War was made explicit by 
student observers, who noted that if this generation 
seemed recalcitrant and politically restive, such behavior 
was to be expected from youngsters who "may be drafted 
to fight a war that began before [they were] born." They 
argued that contemporary student impatience, anger 
and rebellion were not signs of selfishness or even radical 
political philosophy, but the result of “being asked to 
grow up too fast" by the threat of that war.12 In time, 
students identified the Vietnam War as the catalyst for 
the disillusionment and social unrest associated with 
their generation, from the "hippie" movement to the 
“generation gap."13
The appearance of open conflict, political or cultural, 
was delayed for a time by the school's saintly principal. 
Dr. Eugene Olsen. Olsen managed the school's response 
to the assassination of John F. Kennedy with great 
sensitivity. His focus “on people not things" allowed him 
both to recognize that his brilliant charges were becom­
ing brittle under the pressure of the times, and to create 
some much needed room to express their as-yet-inchoate 
fears and desires.H Olsen, however, was replaced in the 
fall of 1964 by a man of quite different sensibilities. Hugh 
R. Foley.
Foley was a sincere and hardworking administrator 
whose chief claim to fame had been his status as one of 
the school district's first athletic coordinators. His faith 
in athletics reflected his deeply traditional approach to 
education, which was derived from the example set by his 
father, a successful high school principal, and his own 
devoutly Christian upbringing. These influences may 
have fueled Foley's conviction that a high school principal 
was a moral guardian whose authority was absolute. This 
vision served him well enough while heading Los Angeles’ 
Foche Junior High, his previous and only other adminis­
trative assignment, to warrant his promotion as principal 
of University High. Unfortunately, those responsible for 
this elevation in responsibility failed to take into consid­
eration that Foche was staffed by pliant nontenured 
faculty whose futures were in Foley's hands, and whose 
students were of an age that did not test his capacity for 
diplomacy. The faculty of University High were more 
outspoken and quickly became critical of his manage­
ment style. His initial actions as their principal convinced 
many University High faculty members that Foley's char­
acter and administrative philosophy matched those of an 
ideal principal for the 1890s. not the 1960s.15 It would 
seem clear that Foley's authoritarian predilections, his 
lack of experience as a high school administrator and his 
deep-seated belief that athletics were at once the panacea 
for student angst and the most effective means of social 
control made him particularly unsuited for his new post. 
Yet, Foley made little effort to acclimatize himself to his 
new charges and lost no time in asserting himself.
By the beginning of 1965. Foley had several pro­
grams in place which employed sports-related activities 
to galvanize student spirit.16 As might be expected, they 
failed. Rather than step back and analyze the source of 
the apathy or outright antipathy his programs encoun­
tered, Foley interpreted his students' lack of response 
and cooperation as defiance. Foley directly challenged 
student discontent by focusing upon two issues: the 
alleged lack of cleanliness of student eating areas and the 
collar-length hair worn by a few students. In the first 
weeks of March 1965, he shortened the lime between 
classes and the time allotted for meal breaks whenever 
the cleanliness of the eating areas failed to pass inspec­
tion. He also called for the immediate suspension of 
students for violations of the dress code. It did not occur 
to Foley how great a contrast these policies were to those 
of his predecessor, or that his Operation Clean-Up and 
dress code enforcement campaign might have been viewed 
as inflammatory given that they coincided with the 
landing of the first combat marine detachment in Viet­
nam.
The impact of Foley's measures was electric. Brew­
ing student anger boiled over into sit-ins and demonstra­
tions that threatened to close down the campus. Foley's 
administrative fiats and his obduracy in meetings with 
students seeking to ameliorate his policies earned him a 
Stalinist image in the student imagination and fueled 
further resistance. While struggling to cope with the 
souring of his opportunity to maintain or extend the 
reputation of a superior institution, Foley misread the 
students' derisive labeling of the school as "Foley's Folly"
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as a harmless joke. He had no idea that the more literate 
of his students saw his Operation Clean-Up as a lost 
chapter of The Caine Mutiny and that they regarded his 
choice of a Latino immigrant as the first to be suspended 
(and criminally charged17) for excessive hair length as 
evidence of the kind of racism and paternalism that they 
believed increasingly characterized American behavior at 
home and abroad.
Foley had his supporters. There were those among 
the faculty who favored the strictest enforcement of the 
dress code, including one teacher, football coach Duane 
La Rue. who was later to remark that the prohibition 
against women students wearing pants was validated by 
the fact he “would rather see girls in skirts. Fifty per cenL 
of them don't look good in slacks anyway."18 The Student 
Council, composed largely of officers drawn from the 
senior class whose eyes were firmly fixed upon their 
imminent graduation, fully endorsed the administra­
tions policies. More important, the campus newspaper 
rallied to Foley's defense.
In the 1960s. fully in keeping with the school's own 
straightlaced reputation and with the then current trend 
at most Los Angeles area school papers, the Warrior 
pursued an arch-conservative political agenda.19 Its 
editors attacked "big government". excessive public spend­
ing, excesses attributed to the civil rights campaign, and 
the country’s growing lack of collective will.20 This 
political outlook was so rigid that the staff made fun of 
those students who favored the lowering the voting age 
from 21 to 18. despite the latter’s complaints that if they 
were old enough to die in Vietnam, they should be old 
enough to vote in American elections.21 The measure of 
the staffs ideological rigidity may be taken in their 
contention that even though the melody of the school's 
alma mater "was used in Germany during World War II," 
the "needs of tradition" had to outweigh the growing 
student sentiment against it. Again, they sought to
belittle their opposition, here by comparing the dropping 
of the school song "to the dropping of the national anthem 
because its melody was English [because] we fought a 
bitter war with England also."22 Few students believed 
that the campaign against Hitler and fascism was the 
moral equivalent of the American rebellion against King 
George.
The Warrior's editors and chief columnists not only 
were insensitive to or dismissive of liberal thought on 
contemporary issues, but were also determined to limit 
its appearance, reserving the space for their own assaults 
upon liberal political ideology. Even though the Warrior 
was to a certain extent bound to publish student letters 
and reviews that often were full of angst and political 
radicalism, its editors routinely altered these contribu­
tions or surrounded them with opinion pieces disguised 
as "news articles” that belittled Foley's student critics 
and defended conservative national policy. Students 
grew sufficiently wary of this practice so that at least one 
complained in a letter to the editor that he was having 
trouble differentiating "what was news and what was 
not." Such was the nature of contemporaiy discourse 
that this student, while a supporter of Foley’s policies and 
the paper's political philosophy, felt obliged to demand 
that the editors "not doctor up my letter—print it as is or 
not at all.”23 However, such complaints had no effect 
upon the Warrior's editorial policy.
To be sure, the Warrior's editorial staff was shaken 
by the intense student hatred and distrust of campus 
authority figures exhibited during the campus Operation 
Clean-Up and dress code enforcement crises of March 
1965. However, while they acknowledged that “many Uni 
students feel that they are too restricted in their actions 
and thoughts," the editors dismissed their pleas “for 
freedom from conformity" as evidence of their lack of 
"responsibility."24 The then editor-in-chief. David R. 
Altshuler, did not credit student concerns regarding 
Foley's unwillingness to accept criticism of his policies. 
“Quite on the contrary,” Altshuler wrote, “administra­
tors, faculty and student leaders would be only too happy 
to listen if the criticism or complaint is valid and warrants 
attention,"25 an assertion challenged by student dissi­
dents. Prevented by their partisanship from engaging in 
an honest discussion of the causes of the March unrest, 
the Warrior's editorial staff focused on the protestors’ 
behavior, rather than their arguments. The paper repeat­
edly ran cartoons that painted opponents of Foley's close 
enforcement of the school dress code as little more than 
petulant delinquents.
The summer break brought an abrupt end to this 
phase of campus turmoil, but could not erase the divi­
sions that had been opened during Lhe past semester. 
The number of American casualties in Vietnam soared 
over the summer, and student concerns about the war 
and about their country were mounting. At the beginning 
of the fall semester of 1965. the campus remained tense, 
with students demanding the ability to initiate referen- 
dums on policy issues within student purview and ques­
tioning even the need for a Student Council given the lack 
of backbone it displayed in the events of the previous 
spring.
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II was in this volatile atmosphere that the Warrior 
chose to go on the warpath. In December 1965, the paper 
ran two article-cum-editorials that were aimed at dis­
crediting antiwar sentiment. The first belittled the behav­
ior of a draft card burner as the actions of a man whose 
mothers "didn’t let him play with matches and gasoline 
when he was young.”26 The second asserted that Ameri­
cans who opposed the war in Vietnam lacked "true 
patriotism.”27 After tire Christmas break, the Warrior 
returned to the attack with its most vitriolic assault yet 
against student antiwar opinion. This editorial was printed 
directly below a message from Hugh Foley asserting that 
the key to student pride and loyalty lay in support for 
school sport and dance programs. It accused those who 
criticized the war in Vietnam as being motivated solely by 
cowardice arising from the fear of death and:
“the fear of having security broken [when] the little 
world of high school, college, and suddenly mother, is 
yanked away |by war) to expose reality. Why face 
reality? Protest, baby, protest."
This editorial, authored by David Bell, a longtime 
Explorer Scout who had became the paper’s editor-in- 
chief in January 1966, concluded with the following 
assertion:
The proof against the protestor is the soldier in Viet­
nam. He may protest prior to the draft, and even during 
basic training. But when he sees action in Vietnam, he 
changes his mind. Why does he change his mind? 
Perhaps he finally stops protesting long enough to look 
around at reality, and to examine his motives. Some­
how values and reasons change. Maybe he grows upF8
Bell could not have been more wrong. Before the 
then entering class of freshmen graduated, the Warrior 
reported the death of one of the first University High 
casualties of the Vietnam War. His name was David 
Gitelson, a campus antiwar protestor whose negative 
opinion of the Vietnam conflict was confirmed by a tour 
of duty in the U.S. Army in Germany, where he learned 
through the testimony of Vietnam veterans of the plight 
of South Vietnamese peasants caught in the maelstrom 
of insurgency and counterinsurgency. So horrified was 
Gitelson by the devastating effects of the war on South 
Vietnam that, after obtaining the appropriate credentials 
at the University of California at Davis, he went to 
Vietnam as an International Voluntary Service agricul­
tural adviser for Lhe United States Agency for Interna­
tional Development. He soon became known as “the poor 
American” for Lhe selfless service he rendered to Vietnam­
ese peasants among whom he lived as they did. Shortly 
after winning an award for his humanitarian efforts, 
Gitelson was shot and killed while walking barefoot and 
unescorted between the villages in his district.29 It is 
contended by his colleagues that, due to his advocacy of 
Vietnamese villagers’ rights and interests, he was termi­
nated with extreme prejudice by allied, not Viet Cong, 
elements.30 Gitelson closely approximated Bell’s model 
protestor-tumed-soldierwho was supposed to find "real­
ity" and “examine his motives" in the rice-paddies of
Vietnam, but his experiences there had only confirmed 
his opposition to the war.
Bell's column on Lhe cowardice of antiwar Americans 
was typical of the editorial policy of the Warrior, which 
defended traditional political processes and values while 
attacking not their opponents' positions, but their char­
acter. As if to drive the latter point home, Bell’s editorial 
was accompanied by a vivid cartoon that depicted a big 
chicken carrying a protest sign reading “War is im­
moral.’’31
The Warrior's editors had no reason to expect that 
Bell's assault would provoke any significant negative 
response. Similar editorials supported by similar car­
toons after Operation Clean-Up, the dress code demon­
strations and the December 1965 pro-war editorials had 
not drawn criticism greater than die Warrior staff could 
handle by their control of the debate in the pages of the 
paper. The paper was thus caught unawares by the 
appearance in their offices of an ad hoc antiwar student 
delegation led by no less respectable figures than a sitting 
justice of the Student Court and a former chief justice of 
that court. This delegation demanded that the paper 
provide space in the next issue for an opposing viewpoint 
article and supporting cartoon. They argued that this 
consideration be extended not merely because antiwar 
students were entitled to equal time, but because the 
paper needed to demonstrate its fairness and commit­
ment to the freedom of expression, two values that
seemed to them to be diminishing as the war in Vietnam 
progressed.32
The delegation was fortunate in that the Warrior staff 
member they confronted was the newly appointed assis­
tant opinion editor. Robert Crane. Crane surprised the 
delegation by concurring with their demands. Crane was 
as much a died-in-the-wool conservative as any of his 
colleagues on the paper but, perhaps because of his own 
unique vantage point, Crane was better able than they to 
appreciate both the value of and need to observe the 
standards of responsible journalism. Crane was a fine
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arts major and a member of the student band which 
marched with a color-guard provided by the campus 
ROTC program. The ROTC program, as old as the school 
itself, had been highly respected, but the Vietnam War 
and the cadet detachment's decision to march in chrome 
helmets had made the military color guard and its 
musical support a target of increasing derision at school 
events. Perhaps because he felt the musical and political 
tide turning beneath him from John Philip Sousa to Phil 
Ochs. Crane was more sensitive to the Warrior's one­
sided treatment of political issues. In any event. Crane 
had long been concerned at the paper's editorial tone, so 
much so that, just before he joined the staff, he had 
written to the then editor David Altshuler that “it was time 
to broaden the Warrior's horizons."
Get out of the rut that the W arrior has been in. Write 
something that will make the students think. Maybe 
what you r paper needs is a little controversy... the draft 
looms over the heads of graduating seniors. Doesn’t 
this mean anything? Give the students... views of the 
liberals and conservatives. Take a stand and print 
student reactions.33
The student delegation presented Crane with tin 
opportunity to practice what he preached and he proved 
to be more than willing to accede to the student delegation's 
request for a chance to reply to Bell's editorial, as was the 
faculty advisor to the Warrior. Cecile McKenna, a gradu­
ate of Columbia University's School of Journalism, who 
held a Masters Degree from Columbia Teachers College.34 
Even David Bell ultimately approved of this step.
However, when word of the possible editorial content 
of the upcoming edition of the Warrior reached the ears of 
Hugh Foley, he immediately ordered that the publication 
of the Vietnam counterpoint essay be banned, and a 
frightened, nontenured, McKenna obeyed hisorder. Foley's 
argument was that the original editorial on so “controver­
sial" an issue as the Vietnam war should never itself have 
appeared and that to permit a reply to be published would 
be to contend that two wrongs made a right. The students 
involved in the controversy pleaded that this decision 
violated recent campus precedent. A balanced, if super­
ficial. opposing viewpoints treatment of the Vietnam War 
had appeared in the Warrior as early as 1964 and as 
recently as March 1965. Further, the administration's 
opposition to controversial issues had not led to the 
banning of either one of the December 1965 pro-war 
Warrior editorials. Foley was. however, immune to these 
protestations and to the student’s other chief argument: 
that the very fact that a reply to a pro-war editorial would 
be censored justified the student delegations fears that 
the war in Vietnam was threatening the very ideals for 
which the war in southeast Asia was being fought to 
preserve.
Having failed on their own to impress the school 
administration of the seriousness of the issue, the 
student's took their case to the only forum left to them: 
the Student Council. They found that, like the Warrior's 
editorial board, the Council was in an unexpectedly 
receptive mood to listen to their concerns. After the 
Operation Clean-Up and dress code incidents, reform-
minded students had flooded the Warrior and student 
government mailboxes with complaints regarding the 
behavior of their elected representatives during these 
crises, which at best could be described as complaisant, 
and at worst, a toady-like fealty to administration policy. 
This criticism was unrelenting and struck at the founda­
tion of the purpose of student government, just as the 
Warrior pro-war editorial policy struck at the heart of 
freedom of expression. In both cases key American 
institutions were beingjudged not on how they performed 
in support of the status quo, but how they responded to 
minority or dissenting opinions. Few in student govern­
ment could avow that they had met the highest standards 
expected of them in this regard and the students had 
agreed. In the last elections, students had voted into 
office a slate of candidates who promised to listen and 
quickly respond to student opinion.35 Not only were the 
student officers of spring 1966 determined to "Let the 
Student Voice Be Heard."36 but a good number of them 
were politically aware students whose college of choice 
was not an Ivy League school or Ivy-League wanna-be, 
but then tumultuous University of California at Berkeley.
Fortuitously, the faculty leadership of student gov­
ernment was at that moment also undergoing a profound 
change. Its longtime advisor, the silver-haired and iron- 
willed Jean Prince, had retired from teaching at the end 
of January. She was ultimately replaced by the pragmatic 
Jack Moskowitz. Moskowitz set a different tone for stu­
dent government by permitting its officers to shoulder 
more responsibility.37
The stage was thus set for the moment when the 
student delegation appeared at the door of the student 
government class and demanded to be heard by the 
Council. With Jack Moskowitz out of the room attending 
to other duties and the curiosity factor quite high, the 
normal rules of order were suspended and the delegation 
was allowed to address the Council. Their remarks were 
simple and to the point: after explaining the nature of the 
dispute over the antiwar editorial and Foley's unwilling­
ness to lake student socio-political concerns seriously, 
they asked the council members to pass a resolution 
supporting their appeal of the principal's decision and 
asked that it be carried immediately to school adminis­
trators by Student Council representatives.
The students' appeal was eloquent and clearly heart­
felt, but there was no getting around its import. They was 
asking the Council to do what no previous incarnation of 
the Council had done, i.e. mount a defense of an abstract 
liberal principle arising from a controversial issue, the 
antiwar movement, that would certainly be regarded by 
the school's administration as an act of defiance. It was 
taken as a given that if the vote went the petitioners' way 
the members of the Student Council might pay a high 
price for their temerity, such as a failing grade for student 
government class or the very least, a dishonoring remark 
recorded on the then much feared permanent record, not 
a pleasant thought for students awaiting admission to 
college.
A brief debate followed the students' appeal, but the 
Student Council's past embarrassment over its failure to 
take a stand on past administration-versus-student is­
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sues, combined with the basic justice of the students’ 
complaint, made the vole's outcome a forgone conclu­
sion. Armed with the Student Council's resolution and 
supported by a number of student councilors, the stu­
dent delegation walked up to the administration building 
and presented their appeal to the only member of the 
administrative staff likely to be responsive to it: Dr. 
Warren Steinberg, the boys' vice principal and the officer 
responsible for student discipline.
During Olsen's and Foley'sadministration. the hard­
working but affable Steinberg successfully used humor 
to defuse controversy. When enforcing the dress code's 
requirement that all shirttails be tucked inside pants and 
skirts. Steinberg devised a comic "shirt untucked detec­
tor,''38 which consisted of a stick which was poked into the 
back of the student-offender. While the humor of such 
devices was often lost on its victims, who viewed them as 
demeaning or outright emasculating,39 it was the opinion 
of many students that Steinberg was an administrator 
who sought to temper the enforcement of rules with 
mercy and was “always willing to work things out to the 
advantage of the student."40 Further, Steinberg had 
previously made it clear that so long as students acted 
within the law and were fiscally responsible, he would not 
interfere with student government or student publica­
tions. Thus, there was no better choice for an interlocutor 
between the students and Foley.
The difficulty for Steinberg was that while he re­
spected the students’ position and their freedom of 
speech, he could not in any way countenance their appeal 
or the Student Council Resolution, as doing so would 
constitute a challenge to his superior's authority and 
undermine the very student discipline he was charged 
with maintaining. He had. in fact, already tried to do what 
he could for his young charges. When Foley had first 
learned of the students' attempt to publish a reply to the 
pro-war article, he had asked both Steinberg and the 
girls' vice principal, Sheila Bauer, to comment on the 
matter. Both urged him to permit the publication of the 
proposed reply on free speech grounds. Steinberg had 
then tried to overcome Foley's procedural concerns by 
suggesting that the reply could be printed with a dis­
claimer that would indicate that while the student re­
sponse to the Warrior editorial would be run in the 
interest of fairness, all editorials on such controversial 
subjects would in the future be prohibited. As Foley had 
rejected this advice, Steinberg knew his only course was 
to reason with the student delegation. He tried to make 
them understand that Foley had spoken so clearly on the 
issue that there could be no hope he would now back 
down and that there was even less hope that a school's 
administrative control of a campus newspaper would be 
overruled by a higher authority. The interaction that 
would result from the students' appeal would be a 
confrontation. not a meeting of minds or the achievement 
of the students' immediate goals. Had there not been 
already been enough such confrontation? Could not the 
current incident be made into a beginning of a period of 
bridge-building, instead of a springboard for more cam­
pus unrest? The choice lay with them.
Steinberg's lack of encouragement and sober advice 
brought a full stop to the students' effort to appeal Foley's 
decision over the Warrior's pro-war editorial, but not to 
their concern about the relationship between school 
authority, the conflict in Vietnam and their freedom of 
expression. Within a short lime, these students appeared 
in Foley's office with a request that he approve of the 
holding of an on-campus teach-in on die Vietnam War. 
They then had no idea that, while they had lost the battle 
over Bell's editorial, they had won the war for the recog­
nition of student rights.
Foley had been shaken by the virulence of the 
campus unrest that had surrounded the “Big Chicken" 
incident, and may have been further disturbed by a 
phone call from a reporter from The Los Angeles Times, 
who was interested both in the recent political dispute 
and the entire issue of student freedoms.'" He certainly 
found no support for his hard-line position at the Board 
of Education, which might have acted against him had 
they not feared setting a precedent for removing princi­
pals at the behest of parent or student unrest.42 With his 
next possible promotion/transfer on the line. Foley came 
to the conclusion that discretion was the better part of 
valor. There would, of course, be no wholesale retreat, but 
ra tlier a strategic withdrawal. He not only approved of the 
students' request for an on-campus teach-in for the 
spring of 1966. but permitted the publication of pro and 
con editorials on the subject of the admission of China to 
the United Nations. He also opened the questions of 
“controversial issues" and the student dress code for 
student comment and faculty-student debate.
Moderate student leaders were overjoyed at these 
victories. The Student Body President. Harvard-bound 
Brian Wong, declared that the fight for the right to 
discuss issues such as the war in Vietnam marked a sea- 
change that could not be reversed. “We have grown up," 
he wrote. "We are no longer content to devote our high 
school lives to sports nights and track meets."43 Wong 
predicted that, if current trends continued, there was 
great hope for the growth of student social and political 
awareness on campus in an atmosphere not of confron­
tation. but student-administration amity.
Wong’s hopes initially appeared fullyjustified. When, 
after a "decent interval" of one year, Foley was reassigned 
to other lesser duties,44 the floodgates of change were 
opened. His replacement, Warren Juhnke, acted swiftly 
Lo introduce a new school newspaper editorial policy that 
allowed for the airing of a multiplicity of views on even the 
most controversial of social and political issues. Unprec­
edented revisions were made in Ihe student dress code. 
Whereas one student. Kerry Katz, had been suspended 
four times between March 1966 and January 1967 for 
excessively long sideburns, most of his friends at his 
graduation in June 1967 not only displayed the formerly 
forbidden sideburns, but the once-prohibited shoulder 
length hair as well.45
Student government procedure was also dramati­
cally altered to make it more responsive to student 
opinion. These changes included new regulations provid­
ing students with the right of initiative and allowing the 
Student Council to suspend its rules at any time in order
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to open the floor for debate.'"3 These reforms were not 
limited to University High. In what amounted to a ripple 
effect, secondary school students throughout Los Ange­
les fought for the same privileges won by their contempo­
raries on other campuses. This effort ultimately coa­
lesced into a city-wide movement to secure a Student Bill 
of Rights, which included the right to freely discuss any 
issue and the right to petition the school administration 
for change.'17
The editorial policy of the Warrior swiftly adjusted to 
suit the rapidly changing times. After Foley had banned 
the reply to the pro-war editorial. David Bell had ordered 
a retraction of his own work and offered “our sincere 
apologies to those offended by it.”48 When subsequent 
events seemed to favor student dissidents, Bell argued 
that, while the newspaper had been the cause of much of 
the recent campus unrest, that unrest had led to a new 
sensitivity to student concerns on campus. He thus felt 
justified in claiming that the paper had thereby contrib­
uted substantially to the growth of student rights.49 Such 
tortured logic was soon unneeded to justify the paper's 
place in the student movement. The Warrior quickly 
exploited the new editorial policy approved by Foley’s 
successor: any issue could be discussed in the paper so 
long as it was presented in a pro and con format. Under 
this policy, the paper regularly published explorations of 
controversial issues, such as school prayer and consci­
entious objectors. Inevitably, this stance upset the radi­
cal right as much as the previous policy had upset 
campus Vietnam dissidents. Steven Symons, who de­
scribed himself as the area director for the Coordinating 
Committee of Republican Youth, was angered at the 
apparent left-wing radicalism that had led to editorials on 
Vietnam and “other issues which are supposed to be 
[read: should be] suppressed by the administration."50 
Ultimately, however, forces on the extreme Left proved to 
be the political elements most dissatisfied with the course 
of post-Foley student activism.
Two years after the events of February and March 
1966, several veterans of the Vietnam editorial contro­
versy were interviewed by the producers of a documen­
tary film addressing the question of adolescent rights and 
freedom of the press. The comments of these former 
students clearly indicate that because Foley's authoritar­
ian gestures addressed the issue of dissent in warLime. 
his actions served to undermine not only these students’ 
belief in the freedom of the press, but also their faith in 
a host of traditional values and institutions.51 Their 
activist successors at University High shared these views 
to the extent that they rejected the student newspaper as 
a venue for social debate, and struck directly at the core 
cultural and political values Foley had tried to uphold. 
Their initial weapons were two student ‘‘alternative" 
newspapers: the Free Student and the Worrier, the latter 
founded in 1968 by two students active in the University 
High School chapter of the Students for a Democratic 
Society (SDS). which had been established on campus 
that same year.
According to the editor of the Worrier. Neil Beger, 
lasting progressive change on issues like Vietnam could 
never be accomplished via the Warrior, student govern­
ment or even his own paper, but he felt that “if we 
continue to publish articles opposing the war in Vietnam, 
linking it to the racism in America and U.S. imperialism 
throughout the world, we will have accomplished our 
purpose.”52
Beger's opposite number at the Warrior. Skip 
Alexander, argued that the changes SDS sought in 
American society could be brought about by working 
through the establishment. He asserted that many cam­
pus reforms for which SDS claimed credit were initiated 
by the establishment in the form of the University High 
leadership class.53 Alexander, however, argued in vain. 
Beger and his associates were no longer concerned with 
on-campus activism, but rather the linking of campus 
activists to the national political arena. In time, they 
found a more suitable means for this task than the 
Worrier. That weapon was The Red Tide, the student 
alternative newspaper that rocked the Los Angeles edu­
cational community for a decade. This publication, whose 
name was intended to evoke both the scum-like beach­
closing fauna of the Pacific Coast and revolutionary 
rhetoric, melded elements of muckraking journalism 
with guerilla theater to pierce through what its editors 
considered the veil of paternalism of the city school 
system to expose the venality and pretensions of its 
administrators. The very name of the paper still unnerves 
school administrators and is uttered with reverence by 
students now fettered by the constraints of adult life.
As might be expected of a school with Foley’s legacy. 
The Red Tide, necessarily published in obscura, was 
avidly read on the University High campus. When the 
school's authorities eventually acted to stifle its distribu­
tion in 1974, they found themselves dragged into court by 
one of their students. Susannah Bright, who sought 
redress through a precedent established by high school 
students in Des Moines, Iowa, whose wearing of black 
arm bands in protest of the Vietnam War had led to the 
landmark case. Tinker v. Des Moines Independent School 
System (1969).
In Tinker, the U.S. Supreme Court established that 
secondary students “did not shed their constitutional 
rights to freedom of speech or expression at the school- 
house door.” The Justices declared that “personal inter­
communication among the students... is not only an 
inevitable part of attending school: it is also an important 
part of the educational process.”54 The court further 
noted that this student communication, especially the 
expression of an unpopular view, may cause trouble and 
lead to disturbance, but. “our history says that it is this 
sort of hazardous freedom—this kind of openness—that 
is lire basis of our national strength and of the indepen­
dence and vigor of Americans who grow up and live in this 
relatively permissive, and often disputatious society.”55
In the case of University High School 10th grader 
Susannah Bright v. the Los Angeles Unified School District 
(1976), the California Supreme Court determined that 
both on campus and off-campus publications were pro­
tected under Tinker, even though “newspapers of this 
genre typically contain material which criticizes school 
administration, challenges the principles and policies of 
public education and covers controversial topics outside
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the curriculum-all frequently couched in strident and 
blunt, even earthy language."5®
The rights identified in Tinker and Bright were reaf­
firmed by the 8th Circuit of the U.S. Court of Appeal's 
finding in Kuhlmeier v. Hazelwood School District (1986). 
wherein that court determined that particularly where 
school newspapers were the product of a journalism 
class, such papers were more than merely a part of the 
adopted school curriculum where students learned to 
prepare papers and hone writing skills, but “a public 
forum established to give students an opportunity to 
express their views while gaining an appreciation of their 
rights and responsibilities under the First Amendment to 
Lhe United States Constitution and their state constitu­
tion."57
The Circuit Court's opinion, however, marked the 
high water mark for several decades of federal court 
support for the expansion of individual liberties, as well 
as the exercise by high school students of the responsi­
bilities identified by that court. In 1988. Kuhlmeier 
reached the U. S. Supreme Court, a more conservative 
body than that which heard the Tinker case, whose own 
activist agenda favored (he rights of the groups over 
individuals. Upon review, this court overturned the ver­
dict of the Circuit Court and modified the Tinker prece­
dents by adopting a new deferential standard: that 
student newspapers were not a public forum, but a part 
of a school's curriculum and that the content of these 
newspapers was subject to school officials' "broad range 
of discretion in determining the educational suitability of 
tire curricular materials in question."58 The impact of the 
final disposition of Hazelwood School District v. Kuhlmeier 
was quickly felt and is fraught with meaning for the 
legacy of the Vietnam experience.
In Virgil u. School Board o f Columbia County, Florida 
(1988). an action was brought challenging a school 
board’s decision to remove classic literary materials from 
high school libraries and course reading lists that did not 
suit the local public school board's Christian fundamen­
talist agenda. The facts of the case were not in dispute. 
School officials at Columbia High School sought to re­
move classical texts and several textbooks from the 
school library and from course lists for the purpose of 
restricting access to alternative political ideas and social 
perspectives, in direct violation of both Tinker and the 
equally important Board o f Education v. Pico (1982).59 
The U. S. District Court in Miami failed to see what harm 
"could conceivably be caused to a group of eleventh- and 
twelfth-grade students by exposure to (works by( 
Aristophanes and Chaucer" whose sexual content had 
ostensibly led to their removal from the school's shelves. 
The court even went so far as to agree with the plaintiffs 
that "the School Board's decision reflect[ed] its own 
restrictive views of the appropriate values to which 
Columbia High School students should be exposed." 
However, they found themselves bound by the broader 
standards laid down in Kuhlmeier. which established 
that such “content-based decision-making regarding 
curriculum is permissible regardless of the intent so long 
as the Board’s action was not unreasonable." and that, 
“while the Board could have taken less drastic action
than excision of the books in question, its act of censor­
ship was not inconsistent with that standard given its 
right to limit exposure to material that may be inappro­
priate for their level of maturity."60 The District Court 
concluded its finding by repeating the basis of tire new 
doctrine stated in Kuhlmeier. that “the education of tire 
nation’s youth is primarily the responsibility of parents, 
teachers, state and local school officials and not federal 
judges."
This noble sentiment has heartened those who wish 
to assert control over our nation's school system to 
promote their own agendas. Across tire country, many 
Christian evangelists, acting under the banner of televi­
sion minister Pat Robertson’s “Christian Coalition," are 
attempting to seize control of local school districts by 
contesting poorly attended local school board elections 
with a view to imposing their views on American youth to 
the exclusion of all others. They have particularly tar­
geted the values of political pluralism, multiculturalism, 
social tolerance, and student rights, the chief features of 
the post-Vietnam era “Rainbow Curriculum" whose 
antecedents had similarly threatened the devout Hugh 
Foley.61 California is currently the chief target of this 
campaign and it is possible that under their pressure 
today's more conservative California Supreme Court 
might seek to challenge the Bright ruling which lives 
despite Kuhlmeier (California incorporated the Bright and 
Tinker findings into state law under the more liberal 
provisions of its own state constitution; after Kuhlmeier. 
Massachusetts and several other states also acted to 
protect the rights upheld in Tinker).
There are those who would be pleased to see the 
course of student dissent and civil liberties come full 
circle though the restoration of the authoritarian control 
of school officials over their pupils. Some of these groups 
and individuals would no doubt relish this result as just 
punishment meted out to the Radical Left whose views 
presumably superseded the views of the Radical Right in 
political forums during the late 1960s. Of course, this is 
a contest that predates the Vietnam War. Conflict be­
tween secularist liberals and evangelical conservatives 
over civil liberties on the battlefield of public education is 
at least as old as the Scopes Monkey Trial. The war in 
Vietnam merely exacerbated this struggle. However, an 
examination of policies and opinions now current at 
University High suggests that the continuation of the 
Vietnam-era battle over the exercise of freedom of the 
press by secondary school students is not only unneces­
sary and unwanted, but may threaten the very way oflife 
Robertson and his conservative allies ostensibly seek to 
preserve.
University High School has shared in the recent 
general decline of the Los Angeles public school system, 
though its recent success in the annual California Aca­
demic Decathlon competition was judged to have "reaf­
firmed the fact that you can still find an excellent 
education at Uni High.”62 Its journalism staff is com­
posed of an ethnic cross-section of the pupils of this 
traditionally multicultural school, which now embraces 
members of the Vietnamese as well as Northeast Asian. 
African-American and Hispanic communities. When this
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writer asked what this editorial staff would do if their 
paper and their school faced what they regarded as 
censorship, several current members of the Warrior 
editorial team—including the daughter of two "hippies" at 
Berkeley in the sixties—questioned whether they would 
ever have to address this problem. Their principal, the 
same Jack Moskowitz who figured in the campus clashes 
of 1966, has implemented a plan—a community school- 
based program now common in Los Angeles—that re­
spects the freedoms protected under the Tinker and 
Bright decisions, while also respecting community stan­
dards. But these student-journalists had no doubt what 
they would do if their school violated this social contract. 
"We would protest and then we would take the issue to 
die streets." When this writer asked them why they 
would do so. they argued that the unfettered exercise of 
their freedoms of speech and of the press was central to 
their ability to appreciate these freedoms as students and 
exercise them appropriately as adults. This writer then 
sought to test h e ir  mettle by inviting hem  to declare 
he ir  positions on h e  late Gulf War and U.S. intervention 
in Somalia, and evaluate the role played by the news 
media in each of hese events. They responded with a 
debate among hemselves h a t was critical, articulate, 
and informed. They voiced diverse opinions scattered 
across h e  entire range of traditional ideological perspec­
tives and demonstrated boh  a respect for opposing views 
and an awareness of the dangers of extremism of boh  the 
Left and the Right.1 203 4The behavior and ideals evinced by 
these young people indicates h a t the history of student 
activism in American high schools during h e  Vietnam 
era has culminated in h e  advancement of quintessential 
American values well w orh  some ideological flexibility 
and personal sacrifice. To deny or negate h e  hard-won 
freedom h a t sustains h is  positive achievement is cer­
tainly a poor way of honoring h e  memory of over 58.000 
other young Americans who, in Vietnam, gave he ir very 
lives in its defense.
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TN e T e t  O ffENsivE ANd MiddlETOWN: 
A  STU d y IN CONTRAdiCTION
Anthony O. Edmonds. History Department, Ball Stale 
University, Muncie, IN 47306.
Although much controversy still swirls around the 1968 
Tet offensive, most observers seem to agree on one broad 
proposition: Tet was probably instrumental in causing a 
major reassessment of U.S. policy, given the official 
perception that the offensive had caused a shift in public 
opinion. In other words, Tet helped push the American 
public toward a deepening pessimism about the war and 
America's role in it; this pessimism, then, was instru­
mental in causing an alteration in U.S. policy.
Journalist Don Oberdorfer. in his early and still 
valuable account of the offensive, argues that Tet “was a 
pivotal event, one of the great turning points of our day."1 
He emphasizes one Tet's “powerful impact on American 
public attitudes and governmental decision-making" and 
concludes that "the American people and most of their 
leaders reached the conclusion that the Vietnam War 
would require greater effort over a far longer period of 
time than it was worth.”2
Writing two decades later, James Olson and Randy 
Roberts make the same point in their superb textbook, 
Where the Domino Fell: Tet was an overwhelming 
strategic victory for the Communists.... Americans were 
no longer in the mood for more talk about victories."3 For 
Olson and Roberts. Art Buchwald's column entitled "We 
Have the Enemy on the Run, Says General Custer" aptly 
symbolizes the public'sTet-induced pessimism about the 
war.'1
Finally, one of the most recent specialized scholarly 
accounts ofTet, James Wirtz's masterful The Tet Offen­
sive: Intelligence Failure in War, echoes the views of 
Oberdorfer and Olson and Roberts. Wirlz proclaims at 
the outset that:
The Tet offensive was the decisive battle of the Vietnam 
war because of its profound impact on American 
attitudes about involvement in Southeast Asia. In the 
aftemiath of Tet, many American became disillu­
sioned.... To the American public and even to members 
of the administration, the offensive demonstrated that 
U.S. intervention... had produced a negligible effect on 
the will and capability of the Vietcong and North 
Vietnamese.5
Tet, finally, “contradicted the claims of progress... made 
by the Johnson administration and the military."6
I wanted to test this proposition in a local context— 
that of Muncie, Indiana. I chose Muncie for two reasons. 
First. I live and teach there. And second, Muncie has a 
long history of being singled out as a microcosm worth 
studying. From the Lynds’ pioneering Middletown works 
of the 1920s and 1930s through a recent Chicago Tri­
bune feature on politics in Muncie. this medium-sized 
city of 80.000 souls has been under the microscope for 
eight decades. It is "the nation's most studied city" and
therefore has a kind of cachet as a starting point for local 
history.7
Did the Tet offensive tend to make Munsonians 
pessimistic about the war? Did they call for a change in 
policy downsizing America’s commitment? Unfortunately, 
no public opinion poll data exists specifically for Muncie 
during Tel. Thus. I will rely on two traditional types of 
sources in this exercise: two local daily newspapers as 
well as the local university paper and a series of inter­
views about the war with local citizens. By carefully 
examining the front pages and editorial pages of papers 
and listening to the oral histories, we might have at least 
a tentative sense of public attitudes and public dis­
course.
Based strictly on quantitative evidence, Tet must 
have had some impact on Munsonians. During February 
1968, ninety-six front page articles on the Vietnam war 
(the majority of them on Tet or related issues) appeared 
in Muncie's daily newspapers, Lhe morning Muncie Star 
and the afternoon Muncie Evening Press. Moreover, 
twenty-one of the articles were “banner headline." lead 
articles.8 In addition, twenty-four letters to the editor. 
Lwenty-two columns by national pundits, twelve editori­
als. and ten political cartoons related to Tet and the war 
appeared on the editorial pages of the two local papers 
during February. Even the Ball State News weighed in 
with four front page articles, three letters to the editor, 
three editorials, two cartoons, and one "outside pundit" 
column in its abbreviated February run.9
Certainly, much of the considerable attention de­
voted to the Tet offensive did seem to indicate a degree of 
pessimism among the letter-writers, editorialists, car­
toonists. and columnists. At one end of the spectrum, 
some readers became convinced that those who pro­
tested against the war. the draft, and American hypocrisy 
might well have a valid point. Ball State student Mary 
Mayfield, for example, used Tet to launch a spirited 
defense of all who condemned the war. They were rightly 
protesting "the loss of innocent lives in Vietnam land) the 
unfairness of United States draft laws (and of tire draft 
itself)....”10 James Keating indeed saw the elimination of 
most draft deferments as potentially more dangerous 
than the war itself: "Artists will use their hands for 
combat rather than advancing culture.. . he complained. 
This... draft ruling wears away the fabric of American 
strength."11
Other letter writers argued that South Vietnamese 
and American hypocrisy undercut the United States’ 
attempt to occupy the moral high ground. Carl van 
Buskirk (a "registered Republican") wrote that he could 
"not support a government ISaigon] who arrested mem­
bers of the opposition party." while Ball State professor 
David Scruton contended that the enemy's actions, no 
matter how "bestial" duringTet. could in no “way serve as 
a moral justification for what we may do if our acts are 
unwise, intemperate, or inconsistent with our national 
ideology...."12
More common, however, were sentiments of bewil­
derment, disappointment, and concern over the real 
possibility of a protracted war and stalemate. Partly, this 
feeling derived from a sense that events beyond American
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control were closing in. The North Koreans had captured 
the Pueblo a week prior to Tet: the trade deficit was 
growing; Charles DeGaulle was increasingly a thorn in 
America’s side. One cartoon in the Press, for example, 
poignantly showed a bewildered and wounded LBJ in an 
arm sling named “Viet Nam" and a foot cast labeled 
“Korea." He stood in front of George Washington at Valley 
Force, complaining, “...Talk about a Rough Winter."13
But many observers were not so sympathetic to­
wards the President. More representative of this sense of 
pessimism and loss are three other editorial cartoons 
suggesting administrative mendacity and false optimism. 
One in tire Star showed Johnson in a track suit, running 
furiously in place with bullets knocking his hat from his 
head. It was titled: “We're Advancing on All Fronts.'1'1 
Johnson here is clearly misleading his public. A Bill 
Mauldin cartoon in the Ball State News echoed this 
sentiment from a grunt's point of view. As rockets fall 
around two soldiers in a foxhole, one says to the other, 
"Maybe They Have Had Enough and Are Being Inscru­
table about It."10 Finally, a cartoon in the Press made 
disillusionment manifest. A sandaled fool named “Viet 
Cong Offensive" steps on eyeglasses labeled "Official U.S. 
Optimism." Title: "Rose Colored Glasses.’16
Several nationally syndicated columnists published 
in Muncie papers also expressed this sense of disillusion­
ment engendered by Tet. Not that they urged unilateral 
withdrawal or a negotiated settlement on enemy terms; 
rather, we get a sense of futility, stalemate, and an 
uncertain future. Rowland Evans and Robert Novak, with 
great prescience, suggested only two days after the initial 
communist attack that the battle might end in a "stale­
mate” with tire United states faced with the need for “an 
agonizing reappraisal" of its policy.17 Bruce Boissat ex­
panded this view when he noted that America’s "bargain­
ing position" was "seriously weakened" because of the 
offensive.18 while Michael Padev took a slightly different 
tack, viewing Tet from the point of view of U.S. credibility: 
'The Communist attacks... have politically defeated the 
basic purpose of American policy in Vietnam—to show 
the South Vietnamese people that they would be safe 
from Communist aggression and terror."111 If South Viet­
nam could trust the U.S. less, its own reconstruction 
tasks were almost insurmountable after Tet. According to 
Evans and Novak. "...Saigon now has to perform the near 
miracle of physical reconstruction, internal reform, and 
pacification.... IThere] is scarcely reason for general 
optimism about Saigon capitalizing on its last chance."20
If this was a barely tenable final opportunity, then 
columnist Henry Taylor perhaps best summarized why 
many pundits seemed so pessimistic. He wrote of an old 
Chinese proverb: "Well, a full 4.000 years ago a Chinese 
general observed: 'In shallow water the dragon is eaten by 
the minnows.'"21 And it was surely clear after Tet who the 
respective dragon and minnows were.
Sometimes, local editorial writers joined this chorus 
of doubters. An editorial in the Star, for example, noted 
the government's "official" line "that the Communists 
have suffered such heavy losses in the offensive” that 
they clearly experienced a military defeat. “But," con­
cluded the editorial, "what i f  this version “is wrong?"22
Peggy Howard, editor of tire Ball State News, certainly 
felt that the official story omitted a key fact: “In spite of 
claims that the enemy has lost a great number of troops," 
she wrote, "this has been a great psychological victory for 
North Vietnam."23
Part of this "victory" for the enemy involved a sense 
of powerlessness on the part of U.S. strategists. An 
editorial in the Star argued that "the recent offensive... 
by the Communists... has demonstrated that Lhey still 
call the shots....”2'1 Indeed, they were able to control the 
tempo of the war in part because of cooperation from the 
South Vietnamese. An editorial in the Press, for example, 
noted that, although there was no massive “popular 
revolution among the South Vietnamese” during Tet, tire 
Viet Cong would not have been able "to infiltrate men and 
weapons into so many South Vietnamese cities... [with­
out] some aid from the populace" of the South.25
A powerful editorial in the S tar on 11 February, 
about hallway through the offensive, best summarized 
this sense of pessimism and foreboding. Entitled “ 1984," 
the piece painted a nightmare scenario in which 2,500,000 
American troops fight another Tet in that Orwellian year. 
There were, of course, "light casualties" for U.S. troops 
and "heavy" ones for the Viet Cong. The American forces 
would have done even better had ARVN forces not been 
"in recreation areas celebrating the New Year."20
For some Munsonians who read and wrote to the 
local press, Tet did seem to engender that sense of gloom 
posited by conventional wisdom. But for many others. 
Lhe dominant response was one of guarded optimism. 
The massive communist losses, if combined with re­
newed determination to commit fully towinning the war. 
provided an opportunity for victory.
Columnist Roscoe Drummond argued that the Tet 
offensive actually played to America's military strength. 
Hanoi "abandoned... guerrilla tactics and embraced di­
rect conflict with U.S. and South Vietnamese forces." In 
spite of some initial surprise created by the assaulL, 
Drummond argued that the enemy had not “been able to 
hold their gains and have suffered punitive losses of 
men." Tet then became “a turning point in the war" 
favorable to the American side.27 H.O.V., writing to the 
Press, echoed Drummond's point: “The Viet Cong... have 
paid and will pay |for Tet] with huge losses."28 Finally, a 
major editorial in tire Press made clear the sense of U.S. 
victory and communist defeat:
The communist leaders of North Vietnam made a big 
mistake in their recent offensive against the cities of 
the South.
The idea of the Red Campaign was to achieve some 
stunning victory and break American will to resist. As 
Dien Bien Phu finished the French in Vietnam, it was 
hoped, some single military stroke would accelerate 
the spread of dovish sentiment in America and force a 
withdrawal.
So far the result has been exactly the reverse. The 
American people were indeed shocked and angered by 
the assault on the cities, and became unsettled about 
the course of U.S. policy in Vietnam. But their discon­
tent has fueled a demand that military efforts be 
increased rather than diminished.20
120
Biq Book
Of course, the key assumption in this clarion call 
was that the U.S. would increase its “military efforts.” 
And manifestly, a substantial body of local opinion 
supported the option of more force, not less. For example, 
the same Star editorial which bemoaned Lire fact that 
communists "still call the shots" in Vietnam claimed that 
the U.S. could “prevent" an enemy victory if it really "tried 
to win."30 Indeed. American success in recapturing Hue 
provided a model for future strategy. According to a Star 
editorial, “We used all-out force" to dislodge the enemy 
from Hue. Therefore, “isn’t it ridiculous to refrain from 
using full firepower against the enemy and his supply 
route through Laos?"31 In fact, as early as 2 February, 
only a few days after the initial Tet assaults, when Saigon 
was still in chaos and Hue under firm enemy control, the 
Star offered its own blueprint for military victory in the 
wake of Tet. It called for “a declaration of war against 
North Vietnam; the closing of Haiphong Harbor; invading 
North Vietnam; destroying all targets of consequence; 
warning China and Russia that... any attempt to supply 
[North VietnamI with arms will be answered militarily."32 
There was no pessimistic talk of stalemate here.
If anything, letters to the local press were more 
militant than columnists and editorial writers. Mrs. 
B.E.F., for example, wanted to throw the United Nations 
off American “soil" because it continued "to condone the 
murder of our boys in Vietnam...."33 In a considerably 
weirder vein. John C. Roberts wrote that the U.S. was 
"terrorized" by "small” communist countries "because we 
have lost God out of our national life,” a loss which 
resulted in America's being possessed by "evil spirits." 
Presumably a forceful domestic exorcism would lead to 
spiritual uplift and the kicking of some Commie butt.3'1
The "evil spirits" killing U.S. troops in Vietnam also 
deserved a dose of exorcism, apocalyptically Kurtz-like, 
in the eyes of some locals. P.J.P. wrote bitterly that the 
U.S. had been too "lenient" towards North Vietnam. We 
needed to "give them some of their own medicine," 
specifically, “kill women and children."35Two letters went 
so far as to call up the nuclear option. P.H. said that Tet 
showed America as "weak." We could still win if we 
weren't afraid o f “provoking a nuclear confrontation."30 
Like-minded Leonard Sherry pulled out all the plugs:
President Johnson should use nuclear weapons with­
out delay. Failure to do so makes him look chicken. 
Blast Haiphong, Hanoi, North Vietnam. Ho Chi Ming 
[sicl to Hell and back if that's what it takes to win.... 
Fulbright should be tried for treason.37
In light of such contradictory evidence, it would be 
ludicrous to argue that there was a Muncie consensus on 
the Tet offensive. Based on the best evidence possible, it 
seems apparent that confusion, ambiguity and contra­
diction marked Muncie's response to this most crucial 
event of the war. While some cried doom, gloom, and 
stalemate, others saw a window of opportunity to apply 
maximum force for maximum results. The conventional 
wisdom that there was a national cri d e  co u e r , a sense of 
pessimism over the obvious psychological victory of the 
enemy duringTel may well be true. But this modest local 
study does not prove the case.
A brief epilogue: Although Munsonians appeared to 
notice Tet and be concerned about it. Tet was certainly
not tire major focus of local life. 1 read more than twenty 
interviews dealing with the Vietnam war as remembered 
by local citizens. None of these even mentioned the Tet 
offensive.38 Certainly, by the last two weeks in February, 
the local press was much more concerned with local 
issues than international crises like the Tet offensive. A 
cartoon in the Evening Press of 21 February clearly 
illustrated the point. World problems like Vietnam stand 
outside a locked door labeled "Indiana.” A  sign hangs 
from the door: "Hoosier Hysteria: Do Not Disturb."39 
Something as insignificant as Lhe major "battle" in 
America’s longest war could hardly compete with high 
school basketball in the heart of the heart of the country.
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P o e tr y  by t . kilqoRE splAkE
Tet
"yes, I was there,"
slight shrug, distant stare, cold steel limp, 
all day repairing motorcycles, turning a wrench 
bolt here, washer, nut there, 
restless nighttime sleep, 
continuously turning.
t. kilgore splalce. Drawer 337. Mimising. MI 49862
PoETRy by M a t t He w  D iomecIe
BuLIets fROM tHe Heart
For Lieutenant D. Dobbin. USMC
The dead we always have with us
like bullets of Viet Nam
buried in the dust,
empty of gunpowder—
a ray of sunlight
shines in the thickness
of the heat.
They shine in that sunlight 
bringing us memories.
Matthew Diomede. 815 Bourbon Red Drive. Des Peres. MO 
63131-2017. Diomede writes that he served six years in 
the Marine Corps Reserve, but never went to Viet Nam. His 
prose, poetry and translations have been published in a 
number o f magazines, including The Centennial Re­
view, Nimrod, and Kansas Quarterly.
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P o e tr y  by D on Y o st
WHUP...
Nothing sounds quite like it...
It has a heaviness to it.
Like the toll of a church bell 
on a rainy day...
The muffled drum of John Kennedy's 
funeral procession.
It has the hopelessness of a 
lost child...
And the loneliness of tire 
last leaf in autumn...
But nothing has its 
sadness...
There’s nothing as sad as 
the sound of its rotors...
Nothing sounds like a Huey.
D o n  Y o s t. 1 1 3  W a g o n  W h e e l R d .. N o r r is to w n . P A  1 9 4 0 3 . 
V ie t  N a m  s e rv ic e :  1 9 6 8 -6 9 . A m e r ic a l  D iv is io n . 11 th  In fa n ­
try  B r ig a d e , g r u n t  a n d  c o m b a t  c o r re s p o n d e n t .
HAiku by L enarcI D. Moore
After the ambush.
Lhe dust settling 
into the silence
a village woman
running across the white-hot sand 
her baby in hand
rifle rounds ended— 
a flying squirrel leaps 
from the jungle vines
the heat in the trench 
a marine lifts the helmet 
off his head
L e n a r d D . M o o re . W r ite r - in -R e s id e n c e ,  U n ite d  A r t s  C o u n c il  
o f  R a le ig h  a n d  W a k e  C o u n try , 5 6 2 5  C o n t in e n ta l W a y . 
R a le ig h . N C  2 7 6 1 0 .
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A n O fficER ANd a Ge n t I eiwan: 
Gen er a L Vo NquyEN GiAp as 
M iL iTA Ry Man ANd P o e t
Cecil B. Currey. 3330 Lake Crenshaw Rd.. Lutz, FL33549.
Outstanding generals in the western world have been 
known more for their victories and personalities than for 
their erudition or interest in aesthetics. This is not a 
criticism but simply a matter of recognizing their orien­
tation. Despite the fame of fighting war poets such as 
Siegfried Sassoon (1886-1967). Thomas Hardy (1840- 
1920), Wilfred Owen (1893-1918), Randall Jarrell (1914- 
1965) and others—none of whom ever sought or desired 
flag rank—battlefield realities seldom heighten poetic 
sensitivities.
We know the reputations of famous generals and 
recall snapshot images of them. We can recall pictures of 
Erwin Rommel's begoggled and dust-caked face as he 
stared from the open hatch of a desert tank. We can 
visualize Douglas MacArthur striding unarmed along 
trench parapets facing out into No Mem’s Land during the 
Great War, weeiring about his neck a long hand-knit 
muffler emd bremdishing a swagger stick in his fist.
If we are no personeilly old enough to remember 
those desperate wartime days, we can still see George C. 
Scott in the movie role of Georgie Patton, slapping a 
hospital patient who suffered from combat fatigue, called 
today Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. Pictures abound 
of Dwight Eisenhower's broad smile and friendly way as 
he endeavored to orchestrate joint allied efforts in the 
European Theater and to smooth over jealousies and 
ruffled feelings.
Those who know a little about British leaders of 
World War II have read accounts detailing how Field 
Marshal Viscount Bernard Law Montgomery stockpiled 
men emd materiel before launching a military campaign 
until he was ready to advance toward enemy lines—in the 
words of General Patton—"like a fighting white rabbit.” 
Americans rejoiced as they learned of the exploits of 
Georgy Konstantinovich Zhukov, the great Russian gen­
eral. as he led the eastern drive toward Berlin and the 
final destruction of Hitlerism. U.S. citizens were im­
pressed by the taciturn solemnity and ineffable dignity of 
the American wartime chief of staff, George Catlett 
Marshall.
Many readers will recall later years in which televi­
sion news reports showed the snowy crown and carefully 
pressed and tailored uniforms o f William Childs 
Westmoreland as he led U.S. military efforts to pacify 
enemy fighters operating within the Republic of Viet 
Nam. During the Recent Desert Storm, television repeat­
edly brought us images of the poise and gracious, easy 
professionalism of General Colin Powell and the brusque 
mannerisms of General H. Norman Schwartzkopf. Jr.
A list such as this of famous recent military leaders 
could easily be lengthened. The results would not change 
if their numbers were increased or if we selected western 
generals from any other earlier time period. They re­
flected what was expected of them by their peers, their 
leaders, their society.
Authors have provided us with much information 
about these fighters and. sometimes, they have written 
accounts of their own. We know their rise through officer 
ranks until they received the coveted stars of a general. 
We know their campaigns and their casualty figures, 
their exploits their achievements, and their victories. 
Inevitably, however, western generals were (and are) men 
of practical bent—individuals who mastered the art of 
moving masses of men. varied military units, and moun­
tains of supplies at the proper time and into the appropri­
ate place on a battlefield in such a way as to overpower 
enemy forces. They have become eminently successful 
practitioners of the art of war. Further, they have often 
possessed a sometimes canny awareness of political 
realities, enabling them to protect and advance their own 
careers and their rise to flag rank. Their success in this 
has sometimes even allowed them to move from the realm 
of military matters into national politics.
Anyone reading historical accounts of the careers of 
these men inevitably comes to the conclusion that, while 
they were great military captains, they were also prima­
rily individuals wiLh a limited grasp of ideas apart from 
the application of tactics. Their own writings—whether 
autobiographical or analytical—bear out this view. We 
certainly do not think of them as scholars, or as cultured 
members of their own society, nor has anyone suggested 
that they ought to be so. We have been content to allow 
most generals to remain military craftsmen. We have 
sought nothing more from them than that they be ca­
pable of achieving battlefield victories.
Even a moment's reflection makes clear that few of 
our great military captains have been well-rounded men 
with broad knowledge, skilled in any area other than that 
which has enabled them “to cry havoc" and allow them to 
“let slip the dogs of war." There have been some few 
exceptions. Dwight Eisenhower, in later life, found con­
tentment as a gentleman farmer at Gettysburg and 
derived pleasure from producing amateur oil paintings. 
George Catlett Marshall made an successful transition 
from high military command to cabinet level direction of 
America’s foreign and defense policies within a profes­
sion not noted for its literary achievements. His greatest 
writing, and it will long live in memory, was his 1947 
proposal dial became known as the Marshall Plan.
Rommel's 1937 publication of infanterie Greift An 
(The Infantry Attacks) pretended to be no more than it 
was—a military textbook on tactics. Patton died in 1945: 
the posthumous 1947 publication of his War As I  Knew 
It was a disappointing, uneven book that, while it be­
spoke the general's wide reading, failed to provide any 
evidence of a cultured man. Eisenhower's Crusade in 
Europe was dull and pedantic. British Field Marshall 
Montgomery's two best-known works. Memoirs (1958) 
and The Path to Leadership (1961) frantically extolled 
his own virtues and gave little hint that he eschewed not 
only military innovation but imagination. Published in 
English in 1971 as The Memoirs o f Marshall Zhukov. 
the Russian general's work is singularly devoid of any 
material other than what is necessary to describe his role 
in military history. Westmoreland's A  Sold ier Reports
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left much unexplained and nowhere tended toward artis­
tic merit. Nor has any resounding note of literary merit 
flowed from the pen of the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs 
of Staff, Colin Powell. Schwartzkopf s recent autobiogra­
phy, It Doesn’t Take a Hero, despite the efforts of his 
writer, Peter Petre, fails to achieve more than an exciting, 
action-packed story, which is. after all. what was in­
tended.
Only MacArthur, as well-educated as any, had a 
penchant for pithy phrases, some of which will long be 
remembered, as when he spoke of the “mournful mutter 
of musketry" or called the minds of academy cadets to 
“duty, honor, country," and revealed that “old soldiers 
never die." The Reminiscences of this imperious and 
pretentious man, published in 1964, are a pleasure to 
read.
Asian military captains have had an alternate role to 
play within their societies. They are expected to be more 
than battlefield victors, in part, perhaps, to offset the 
blood they had shed, for soldiery has never ranked very 
high among the professions of the East. We have read of 
Chinese warriors who were artists, and who. with brush 
and ink. could produce simple ideograms of startling 
beauty. We know of Japanese generals who were adepts 
in the traditional tea ceremony of their land or who left 
memorable inscriptions in the three lines and seventeen 
syllables of haiku, or who quietly cultivated the stone and 
sand gardens within the walls of their home. On the field 
of battle they might be filled with blood-lust: in the quiet 
of their homes they sought harmony with nature.
For the last several years I have been studying the 
career of Senior General Vo Nguyen Giap. It is he of whom 
I will speak here. I have met and talked with Giap, 
interviewed his compatriots and buried myself in the 
requisite sources. I have recently completed a manu­
script biography of him, and thus know him and his 
background fairly well. He is not a nice man. but then 
neither were other warriors from Attila the Hun and 
Timur the Lame to Napoleon. Zhukov, Patton and 
MacArthur. Nice men do not become legendary generals: 
they teach Sunday school classes or become professors 
of history or military chaplains.
Giap is best known for his fanatical obsession with 
freeing his homeland from western domination and unit­
ing it under the communist rule of Ha Noi: for staggering 
battlefield losses he was willing to absorb in furtherance 
of those ends: and for his skill as a logistician as he moved 
men and supplies across impossible terrain in sufficient 
numbers to accomplish his goals. His icy exterior overlay 
a temper so fiery the French described him as a “snow- 
covered volcano" and, sometimes, even Ho Chi Minh had 
difficulty keeping him within bounds.
There is, however, another and less well known 
aspect of General Giap. I nsofar as westerners are familia r 
with his prolific writings, we are apt to recall the turgid 
prose, repetitive, cliched harangues, slogans, occasional 
fictions and sweeping generalizations of People's War, 
People's Army (New York: Praeger, 1962), or Big Vic­
tory, Big Task (New York: Praeger, 1967).
His voluminous speeches, regularly given to captive 
audiences, were stultifying, with titles so awesome they
could have been drafted only by a communist or by a 
college professor preparing for a presentation at a major 
history conference. One such address, given in 1971, is 
much like many others he offered. Giap labeled it: "Let Us 
Step Up LheTask of Reviewing, Studying, and Developing 
Vietnamese Military Science as a Positive Contribution to 
Defeating the U.S. Aggressors." It had an introduction 
and five lengthy parts and, liking the sound of his own 
voice, he went through each portion with meticulous care 
so those in the audience would not miss any of his 
thoughts on the subject. His audience was undoubtedly 
aghast with appreciation at his thoroughness and we can 
imagine how their brows must have wrinkled in anticipa­
tion as he neared the end of his lengthy tirade.
Many of his publications have similar titles: The 
Party's Great Experiences in Leadership Over Armed 
Struggle and the Building o f Revolutionary Armed 
Forces (Ha Noi: Su That Publishing House, 1961), "The 
Brilliant Victories and Great Power of the People’s War in 
the Local Areas" (Ha Noi: Hoc Tap, Vietnamese Studies 
#8, Aug 1969). Victory o f the People’s War Against the 
War o f Destruction in the Towns and Industrial 
Centers o f Socialist Viet Nam (Ha Noi: People’s Army 
Publishing House. 1972). or Viet Nam People's War Has 
Defeated the U.S. War of Destruction (Ha Noi: Foreign 
Languages Publishing House, 1969).
There is. however, another and less well known 
aspect of General Giap's public declamations. Although 
he normally felt it to be his duty to extol the virtues of 
socialism (one wonders how his mind escaped total 
paralysis as he spewed forth such nonsense), and call for 
objectives such as “one hectare per laborer, three hogs 
per hectare," when the setting was right and he wished to 
do so. he could speak with beauty and grace, his words 
suddenly devoid of their usual communist jargon.
He has a real ability as an orator, a writer, a poet, and 
he has occasionally called upon that talent. In 1980, in 
a visit to a historical site in Hai Hung province to celebrate 
the sixth hundredth birthday of Nguyen Trai, one of the 
comrades of the famous Vietnamese hero. Le Loi. Giap 
reminisced about his own days as a warrior. He told how 
he had drawn inspiration from the example of Nguyen 
Trai.
In his graceful tribute to Nguyen Trai. Giap said that 
he, like the ancient poet, was “very proud of his beautiful 
country with its imposing mountains and rivers, its 
abundance of produce, proud of its old civilization and 
unique life-style, proud of its brilliant and heroic history 
of resisting foreign aggression.” His choice of words was 
better that day, free from the constraints of mind-numb­
ing cant that usually beset them. Then he rose to even 
greater heights.
Remembering his life in the back country wilderness 
of Viet Nam as he and his Viet Minh warriors fought the 
First Indochinese War against tire French, Giap told how 
"the mountains and rivers [then] appeared fresh and 
new.” He elaborated, in a lyric moment of memory: “The 
chirp of a bird, the petal of a flower, a gentle breeze, a few 
drops of rain, a gust of wind in the spring, all of these 
could stir the soul of a poet." And in that moment, for at 
least the second lime in his life, this puret dure Commu­
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nist doctrinaire b e c a m e  a poet. In Haiku-like lines, he 
declaimed:
Talents were like leaves in the autumn,
and heroes appeared like the dawn."
and again:
When a herdsman played his flute.
The moon rose higher in the sky.
"Literature." Giap said that day in closing his tribute to 
Nguyen Trai, “can and must elevate a man’s soul.” It was 
one of his finest hours.
My interest in these matters came about as a result 
of long years o f acquiring war poetry and reading to my 
students the verse of soldiers of the Great War. Over time 
I added examples from the American Civil War, World 
War II and the Viet Nam war. Then while researching the 
life of Vo Nguyen Giap. I came across a paper in his file at 
the Indochina Archives (University of California. Berke­
ley) that provided for me a new dimension to him whom 
I studied, inside a slim volume by Viet Phong entitled We 
Fight Yankees, Therefore We Exist ([np: nd]) appeared 
a reprint of a poem said to have been found on the body 
of a dead northern Vietnamese soldier. The man had 
recopied it from some other source and, because it 
bespoke emotions within his own heart, kept it with him. 
The page was charred and bloodstained when found on 
his body. The soldier's copy indicated it had been com­
posed by Giap.
The poem expresses a man's romantic, emotional 
statement of longing for an absent loved one, yearning for 
reunion, while simultaneously declaiming the necessity 
of fulfilling his warrior's responsibilities of battle and 
possible death.
Giap might well have written such sentiments. He 
had experienced romantic tragedy in his own personal 
life.
In early 1939. Giap married NguyenThi QuangThai. 
In later years, friends observed thalhewas never happier 
in his life, before or alter, than during those few months 
which followed his wedding.
As war broke around them, Giap and Quang Thai 
kept their heads down and tried to maintain a reasonably 
normal life. In May 1939, four months before the German 
war machine exploded across the fields of Poland, Giap 
and QuangThai conceived a child. On 4 January. 1940. 
Quang Thai gave birth to a baby girl. Giap have his 
daughter the beautiful name of Hong Anh, or “red queen 
of flowers."
Those quiet days lasted only a few months. In April, 
1940. the communist party’s Central Committee decided 
to send Giap and a comrade to safety in China where they 
might there plan for the launching of a future guerrilla 
movement within Viet Nam. Quang Thai was to remain 
behind.
The newlyweds said their good-byes on the bank of 
Ha Noi’s West Lake one Friday afternoon, 3 May 1940. 
Giap taught at the private ly c e e , Thang Long IRising 
Dragon] in the city. By leaving on a Friday, he would have 
the entire weekend to make good his escape from tire
watchful eyes of the French colonial S u r e te  N a t io n a le  d e  
I 'In d o c h in e 's  D e u x ie m e  B u re a u . Only when he failed to 
show for classes the following Monday morning would 
anyone begin to raise questions about his absence and 
even then several more hours would pass before police 
could be notified and an alarm raised.
Giap held the baby as he and Quang Thai walked 
beside the lake. He urged his wife to go underground as 
quickly as possible so no harm would come to her or Hong 
Anh. Quang Thai cried quiet tears as they slowly walked 
back from the lake down Co Ngu Road. At last they broke 
apart and went their separate ways. They would never see 
one another again.
Like many others before and since, they paid in 
blood for their devotion to a cause. In May 1941 Quang 
Thai was arrested by the 2 e m e  B u r e a u  in her home town 
of Vinh. chief city of Nghe An province. Only moments 
before tire police arrived, she entrusted Hong Anh, now 
one-and-a-half years old, to Giap's mother.
The French took Quang Thai back to Ha Noi and 
jailed her at Hoa Lo [literally: the Oven] prison, known 
years later by American flyers as the “Hanoi Hilton." She 
was tried before a military court for conspiracy against 
the security of France and sentenced to life imprison­
ment. While in Hoa Lo she was tortured to the edge of 
sanity and perhaps beyond. Unable to endure the pain 
any longer, she allegedly killed herself while in her cell by 
swallowing her g ia i  ru t. a kind of soft belt material. U.S. 
intelligence sources later claimed she died another way: 
the French hung her by the thumbs and beat her to 
death.
Giap had no chance to communicate with Quang 
Thai after his flight from Ha Noi in 1940. Throughout the 
years of the war he lived in hiding in the far northern 
reaches of Viet Nam as he developed ways of combating 
the Japanese and French. It was not until 15April 1945, 
when he traveled to Bac Giang for a meeting of the Central 
Committee that he received word of his wife. He later 
wrote that he looked forward to the meeting: "I thought 
1 would at last have news from my family from whom I had 
not heard for all these years. I had written letters but 
didn't know if they ever arrived and I was thinking it 
would not be long until I had news."
Terrible news awaited him at Bac Giang. An old 
comrade. Truong Chinh. casually turned to him during a 
group conversation and, as an example of the danger in 
which they all lived, recalled the case of Giap’s wife: 'Thai 
was caught because she didn’t have time to find someone 
to care for the baby. She died in prison before we could do 
anything."
Giap felt his blood chill. He finally asked, “You say 
Thai is dead?"
“What?” Truong Chinh replied. “You didn't know?"
Giap sat quietly, speechless for long minutes. Then 
he silently rose and left his fellows, desperate to find a 
way to accept the idea of the death of his wife.
Those were Giap's experiences with personal heart­
break. From them he might well have drafted Lire lines 
which are attributed to him in the dead soldier's copybook.
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He thus becomes, unexpectedly, another example of the 
Eastern general who knows more than the art of war.
K i s s
Civic AcTioN: T h E  M a r i n e  C o r p s  
ExpERiENCE iN VIETNAM
Peter Brush, 8 Morrison Avenue. Plattsburgh, NY 12901.
The earth bore you here.
To bring beauty.
The earth bore me here 
To love you deeply.
In love people kiss.
The sweetness they would not miss.
My heart is passionate for you 
Still I must go to battle.
My love, it is possible
That I may die in combat
The lips torn there by bullets
Might never be kissed [again] by yours.
Even if I die, my love,
I love you, though I am unable 
To kiss you with the lips 
Of a slave.
—Vo Nguyen Giap
My thanks to Ho Thi Xuan Hong (whose name means 
"Spring Rose”). Nguyen Hai Quoc, and his Jather, Nguyen 
Khac Niem. fo r their translation o f Giap's poem.
Obituary Notice
John Bradford, ex-Marine, town drunk, 
Viet Nam veteran, and social irritant, died 
today in the emergency room of the Bis- 
"Armed Right" mark memorial hospital. He died ol injuries 
sustained when he was hit by an early 
morning garbage truck on its way to the 
dump. "I didn't see him. He moved just like 
a shadow—so quick, so quiet," said Ernest 
Tubman, driver of the truck. Dr. Roland 
Cardiff, spokesman for the Bismark re­
gional hospital, stated, "When we got him 
in. we could see he was huring, but he 
wouldn’t let us take off his old flight suit. 
Torn, dirty, and discolored, he kept clutch­
ing at it as if it was his life. We tried to cut 
it off, but he kept thrashing, flailing at the 
staff, and calling us all these names. When 
he died we cut the suit off and his body was 
in surprisingly good shape. The autopsy 
will. I am sure, show massive internal inju­
ries. If he would have only parted with that 
suit!"
According to a 1939 US Army Field Manual, the ultimate 
objective of all military operations is the destruction of 
the enemy's armed forces in battle. Decisive defeat in 
battle breaks the enemy's will to continue fighting and 
forces him to sue for peace.' This early Clausewitzian 
doctrine served tlie US well in World War II, but by the 
1960's the teachings of MaoTse-Tung, Lin Piao and Che 
Guevara became relevant to an understanding of the 
nature of "people's wars" or “wars of national liberation." 
The most effective strategy for opposing communism in 
wars of this type was of a dual nature. The destructive 
phase would address the conventional force threat, while 
the constructive phase was concerned with the political, 
economic, social, and ideological aspects of the struggle.
The Marines understood this duality best. According 
to British counterinsurgency expert Sir Robert Thomp­
son, “Of all the United States forces [in Vietnam] the 
Marine Corps alone made a serious attempt to achieve 
permanent and lasting results in their tactical area of 
responsibility by seeking to protect the rural popula­
tion."2 This appreciation of the value of pacification was 
part of tlie historical baggage that the Marines brought 
with them to Vietnam.
The Americans and South Vietnamese seemed to 
understand Lhe importance of the relationship between 
the government and the civilian population, but were 
unsuccessful in translating this understanding into prac­
tice. With the Communists, their self- interest demanded 
that they impose severe controls on the use of violence 
toward the population. Sir Robert Thompson wrote, 
"Normally communist behaviour towards the mass of the 
population is irreproachable and the use of terror is 
highly selective."3 To a much greater degree than the 
American and South Vietnamese (GVN) troops, the Com­
munists depended on the goodwill of the Vietnamese 
rural population.
In February. 1965, the US began Operation Rolling 
Thwider, the sustained bombing of North Vietnam. Many 
of the USAF and SVNAF fighter-bombers making those 
attacks were based at Danang. whose airfield was consid­
ered vulnerable to retaliatory attacks by the PLAF (the 
military forces of the National Liberation Front). With an 
insufficient logistical base in place to support the arrival 
of heavily armed US Army units, it was decided to 
dispatch Marine Corps forces. The Marines were able to 
go ashore where no port facilities or airfields were avail­
able, and it was not necessary to stockpile supplies ahead 
of landing. By mid-1965 there were 51.000 US service­
men in Vietnam, some 16,500 Marines and 3.500 Army 
troopers in defensive missions; the rest functioned in an 
advisory capacity to the ARVN4 and as airmen flying and 
supporting combat missions. The Marines would be 
assigned responsibility for I Corps, the military region of 
Sou 111 Vietnam comprising the five northern-most prov-
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inces. The remaining three military regions were the 
responsibility of the US Army.
By 1966 Westmoreland had completed the con­
struction of the requisite support infrastructure. The 
Army, denied the opportunity to invade North Vietnam, 
applied tlie doctrine of conventional operations and force 
structure that had worked against the Japanese and 
Germans in World War II and against the Chinese in 
Korea: the efficient application of massive firepower. The 
goal of this search and destroy strategy was the attrition 
of insurgent forces and their support systems at a rate 
faster than the enemy could replace them, either by 
infiltration from North Vietnam or by recruitment inter­
nally. The strategy of attrition offered the prospect of 
winning the war more quickly than with traditional 
counterinsurgency operations.
Westmoreland’s strategy notwithstanding, the Com­
munists were largely successful in controlling the fight­
ing during the war. General Lewis Walt, commander of 
the Marines in Vietnam, noted. "The fact is that every 
enlargement of U.S. military action has been a specific 
and measured response to escalation by tire enemy."5 
Whether one sees the US as leading this escalation or 
merely responding to it. as with the strategic, so too was 
the tactical; over 80 percent of the firelights were initiated 
by tire Communists.0
The US government seemed cognizant of the relative 
value of pacification efforts—programs designed to bring 
security and government control and sendees to the 
countryside. In 1966. Secretary of Defense Robert 
McNamara offered the following evaluation of the situa­
tion in Vietnam:
The large-unit operations war. which we know best 
how to fight and where we have had our successes, is 
largely irrelevant to pacification as long as we do not 
have it.
Success in pacification depends on the interrelated 
functions of providing physical security, destroying 
the VC apparatus, motivating the people to cooperate 
and establishing responsive local government.7
Both the US Army and Marine Corps understood 
that the war in Vietnam could not be won solely by 
defeating the large units of the enemy. Attention to 
counterinsurgency operations8 would be necessary to 
remove the political influence of the NLF, particularly in 
the rural areas of South Vietnam. The Army remained 
convinced throughout that the emphasis should properly 
remain focused on conventional warfare and the interdic­
tion of the enemy’s external support mechanisms. For the 
Army, large unit operations were felt to be the key to 
victory, and small unit operations were largely ignored.
The US Marine Corps had adopted a strategic ap­
proach that emphasized pacification over large-unitbatlles 
almost from the outset of their arrival in Vietnam. Previ­
ous Marine deployment as colonial infantry in Haiti, the 
Dominican Republic and especially Nicaragua had ele­
ments of civil development and an emphasis upon the 
training of local militia. Marine General Walt, himself 
trained by Marines active in these Caribbean campaigns, 
held that many of the lessons learned in the "Banana
Wars" were applicable to Vietnam.9 These lessons were 
spelled out in the U.S. Marine Corps Small Wars Manual 
(1940):
In regular warfare, the responsible officers simply 
strive to attain a method of producing the maximum 
physical effect with the force at their disposal. In small 
wars, the goal is to gain decisive results with the least 
application of force and the consequent minimum loss 
of life. The end aim is the social, economic, and political 
development of the people subsequent to the military 
defeat of the enemy insurgent forces. In small wars, 
tolerance, sympathy, and kindness should be the 
keynote of our relationship with the mass of the 
population.10
This was not merely a policy of altruism: one Marine 
general noted that there were 100,000 Vietnamese within 
81mm mortar range of the Da Nang airfield. Anything 
that would instill a friendly attitude toward Marines 
among the civilian population would clearly help carry 
out the more conventional mission of the Marines."
Shortly after the arrival in force of the Marines in 
1965, a program called Combined Action Platoon was 
initiated. Each CAP unit consisted of a fifteen-man rifle 
squad assigned to a particular hamlet in the Marine 
tactical area of responsibility. CAP units worked with 
platoons of local Vietnamese militia (Popular Forces, or 
PFs). CAP Marines were volunteers with combat experi­
ence who were given basic instruction on Vietnamese 
culture and customs. These combined units conducted 
night patrols and ambushes, gradually making the local 
Vietnamese forces assume a greater share of responsibil­
ity for village security. Their mission was the destruction 
of the NLF infrastructure, organization of local intelli­
gence networks, and the military training of the PFs. 
CAPs were immediately successful. General Walt de­
scribed the results as being "far beyond our most optimis­
tic hopes.”12 Two years after tire initiation of CAP a US 
Department of Defense report noted that the Hamlet 
Evaluation System security score gave CAP-protected 
villages a score of 2.95 out of a possible 5.0 maximum, 
compared with an average of 1.6 for all 1 Corps villages. 
There was a direct correlation between the time a CAP 
stayed in a village and the degree of security achieved, 
with CAP-protected villages progressing twice as fast as 
those occupied by the Popular Forces militia alone.13
The casualty rate for CAP units was lower than that 
of units conducting search-and-destroy missions. Brit­
ish counterinsurgency expert Gen. Richard Clutterbuck 
noted that although Marine casualties were high, they 
were only fifty percent of the casualties of tire normal 
infantry battalions being maneuvered by helicopters on 
large scale operations.1'1 The extension rale of Marine 
participants in CAP exceeded sixty percent, and there 
were no recorded desertions of Popular Force soldiers 
from CAP units.15 The NLF never regained control of a 
hamlet which was protected by a CAP unit.10 By the end 
of 1968 there were 114 CAP units in I Corps, providing 
security for 400,000 Vietnamese people, or fifteen per­
cent of the population of I Corps.17
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One of Lhe superior combat narratives of the Viet­
nam War, The Village, by F. J. West, Jr., describes the 
history of one CAP unit in a typical Vietnamese village.18
General Lewis Walt, commander of the III Marine 
Amphibious Force, was in the habit of asking his district 
advisors to comment on the effectiveness of Marine 
battalions in I Corps. In June, 1966, Walt visited Major 
Richard Braun, advisor to the Binh Son district chief in 
Quang Ngai Province. Braun told Walt that the Marines 
would be more effective if they worked with the Vietnam­
ese rather than searching for Viet Cong on their own. 
When Walt asked for specific recommendations, Braun 
suggested sending a platoon of Marines to the village of 
Binh Nghia.
The ARVN had been chased out of Binh Nghia two 
years previously. A  platoon of the Viet Cong lived there 
regularly, and often a company or more would come in to 
resupply or rest. Binh Nghia belonged to the NLF, and 
was the full-time government of five of the seven hamlets 
in the region and controlled the boat traffic moving on Ore 
Tra Bong River.19
On 10 June, 1966. Corporal William Beebe led a 
group of Marine volunteers from their base camp to the 
Vietnamese village of Binh Nghia. All the Marines were 
seasoned combat veterans who had been chosen on their 
ability to get along with the villagers. With the arrival of 
the Marines, the village police chief felt strong enough to 
move his security forces into the village proper from a 
nearby outpost. Chief Ap Thanh Lam called a meeting of 
the villagers, explained that tire Americans and his men 
had to come to stay, and asked for volunteers to construct 
a new fortified headquarters. Forty civilians joined the 
Marines, policemen, and Popular Forces in constructing 
a fort. Work progressed on the fort by day. and by night 
combined Marine-PF patrols went hunting for the enemy. 
Beebe later commented on his early experiences in Binh 
Nghia: “I still get shaky thinking of those first few 
nights.... It was nothing [previous experiences in combat] 
compared to that ville. That was the most scared I've ever 
been in my life.”
The activities of the combined unit settled into a 
regular pattern. The police left combat to the Marines and 
PFs. Chief Lam considered his police to be highly trained 
specialists and concentrated on intelligence matters, 
leaving night patrols and ambushes to the others. Ini­
tially, the Marines and PFs were distrustful of each other, 
but over time came to respect each others' particular 
strengths. The Marines used the PFs as "eyes and ears” 
because they could not always depend on them to ad­
vance with the Marines. But the PFs were valuable at 
point due to “the belief that a Vietnamese soldier could 
spot a Viet Cong at night before an American could." From 
the beginning the Marines could shoot belter than the 
Viet Cong: “Long hours on the ranges of boot camp.... had 
seen to that. And after hundreds of patrols in tire village 
the Marines were learning to move as well as the Viet 
Cong."
The Marines liked duty in the village. They enjoyed 
the admiration of the PFs who were unwilling to challenge 
the Viet Cong alone. They were pleased that the villagers 
were impressed because the Marines hunted the Viet
Cong as Lhe Viet Cong for years had hunted the PFs and 
village officials. The Marines were aware that the rill age 
children did not avoid them, and that the children’s 
parents were more than polite. Tire Marines "had ac­
cepted too many invitations to too many meals in too 
many homes to believe they were not liked by many and 
tolerated by most."20 Their conduct had won them admi­
ration and status within the Vietnamese village society in 
which they were working. This combined action platoon 
would pay a high price for their success, for most of them 
would die at Binh Nghia.
In September. 1966, tire NLF attempted to force the 
Marines out of the village. Eighty local-force Viet Cong 
joined with sixty soldiers from the 5th Company of the 
409th NVA Battalion in an attack on the fort, which was 
defended by six Marines (the others were away from Lhe 
fort on patrol) and twelve PFs.21 Five Americans and six 
PFs were killed.22 but the position held. The day after the 
fight tire commander of the 1st Marine Division entered 
the smoldering fort to speak to the Marines. General 
Lowell English remarked that perhaps the combined 
platoon was too light for the job. too exposed, and 
overmatched from the start. He was considering pulling 
them out: they could stay at the fort, or go.
One Marine stated the position of the group:
The general was a nice guy. He was trying to give us an 
out. But we couldn't leave. What would we have said to 
the PFs after tire way we pushed them to fight the 
Cong? We had to stay, There wasn't one of us who 
wanted to leave.23
Once during a fight the Marines called in an artillery 
strike on thirty Viet Cong. The single round fell three 
hundred yards short, destroying a thatched hut and 
killing two civilians.2,1 Even though the combined unit 
Marines were not responsible for tire error, they saw too 
much of the villagers and lived too closely with them not 
to be affected by personal grief. Rifles and grenades were 
to be the weapons of the Americans at Binh Nghia. The 
village stayed intact throughout some of tire heaviest 
fighting in Vietnam—there was never an airslrike called 
for Binh Nghia during Lhe war.25 Although the region was 
marked as “VC" on military operational maps, they were 
also marked in red as “out of bounds" for harassment and 
interdiction artillery fire because American ground forces 
patrolled the area.
By March. 1967, it appeared that the enemy had 
modified their strategy toward Binh Son district in gen­
eral and toward Binh Nghia in particular. Tire PLAF 
previously had sought out contact with the combined 
unit, but now avoided the patrols. Vietnamese military 
intelligence reported that tire NLF political cadres had 
attended a conference in January, where it had been 
decided to no longer fight the spreading pacification 
efforts with local troops. Rather, the guerrillas were to 
gather intelligence and act as guides and reinforcements 
for the main forces. At the January conference the Binh 
Nghia combined unit had been denounced more bitterly 
than any other US or GVN program. The unit was hurting 
the NLF militarily: its patrols and ambushes prevented 
NLF use of the Tra Bong River and blocked one route to
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the air base at Chu Lai. Its presence impeded rice 
collection, taxation, proselytizing, and recruitment. NLF 
aLtempts to reestablish control over tire area after the 
attack on tire fort in September were a failure.
By October, 1967, it was felt by District and Marine 
Headquarters that the job of the combined unit at Binh 
Nghia was finished. Tire village was pacified and the 
Marines were needed elsewhere. By December, 1967, the 
US Army and ROK (Republic of Korea) Marines moved 
into the area while the Marines moved further north, 
toward the DMZ. A captain from District Headquarters 
felt that security in the area had not improved, as the 
Army troops were too far in the hills and the Koreans were 
behind a massive defensive barrier.
By 1971 Uie war had passed by Binh Nghia. The 
Americans were gone. The Viet Cong guerrillas and local 
force soldiers were gone. The fort constructed by the 
combined unit and the Vietnamese was gone, the wind 
and rain having caused the sand bags and punji stakes 
to cave in and wash away. But the village was intact, and 
survived tire fighting.
The Marines knew they held no inherent right to 
institutional perpetuity within the US armed forces. The 
Corps had remained a separate sendee because of its 
performance in previous conflicts. For the Marines, a 
reading of the primers for Marxist guerrilla warfare and 
revolution provided evidence that wars of national libera­
tion would be the principle means of exerting Communist 
political and military influence. As a consequence, a 
comprehensive counterinsurgency program must include 
a serious commitment to civic action-style pacification. 
CAP units were felt to be an efficient allocation of Marine 
assets:
When the guns are quiet, destructive combat power is 
dormant: lire commander limited to only this dimen­
sion of warfare is hobbled. Here civic action, the 
constructive aspect of combat power, gains increased 
significance.20
Marine civic action was not limited to the utilization 
of military assets in Vietnam. Organized Marine Corps 
Reserve units in the United States also made significant 
contributions. Marine reserves spent $80,000 on el- 
ementaiy school “kits" containing pencils, notebooks, 
erasers, scissors, and other essential school items. 
$33,800 was spent on brick-making machines. $7,200 
on rice threshers, $3,100 toward the construction of 
dams to increase agricultural production through irriga­
tion. $32,095 for civilian hospital construction, and over 
$3,000 for the purchase of water pumps to provide 
drinking water. Money from the Marine Corps Reserve 
Civic Action Fund also bought emergency food, toys for 
children, and supported the Vietnamese 4-TProgram, an 
organization similar to the 4-H Program in the United 
States.27
Marine civic action included the provision of medical 
care for Vietnamese civilians. US Navy doctors and 
corpsmen working with the Marines provided over four 
million medical treatments and trained about 9,000 
Vietnamese nationals in nursing-type skills. Marine he­
licopters and land vehicles evacuated 19.000 sick or
injured civilians to civilian and US military treatment 
facilities. Marines assisted the Vietnamese in the con­
struction of schools and additional classrooms. Thirteen 
million meals were provided to refugees, and over 400,000 
pounds of clothing were distributed by Marines. Other 
aspects of civic action in the Marine area of responsibili ty 
included the construction of wells, bridge building, repair 
of irrigation facilities, animal husbandry projects and 
agricultural seed purchases, and the distribution of 
carpentry and blacksmith tools to the civilian popula­
tion.28
Marine civic action necessitated a partial resource 
allocation away from more conventional modem fighting 
techniques, and this could provide a benefit to the 
Marines as well as to their Vietnamese allies. In warfare 
soldiers are obligated to find justifications for their ac­
tions on personal levels. The standard rhetoric of “fight­
ing communism" and "making the world safe for democ­
racy" often prove inadequate, and the constructive as­
pects of civic action can assist in solving the social 
problems that soldiers will face in the future. All wars end 
and all soldiers who survive must return to more peaceful 
pursuits. Their personal conduct at home will reflect 
their wartime behaviors.29
For the Army, pacification remained an added duty, 
and not a primary one. Resources committed to civic 
action were resources not available for the accomplish­
ment of Uie military’s major mission. The Army’s aggres­
sive approach to pacification is reflected in the Strategic 
Hamlet Program, the forcible relocation of Vietnamese 
peasants into armed refugee camps mound the district 
towns. Having drained MaoTse-tung’s “sea of people" in 
which the guerrilla "fish" swam, massive firepower would 
destroy the remaining enemy inhabitants in these free- 
fire zones. For the Army, tire strategic hamlet program 
"represented the last, best hope for a... civic-action- 
oriented solution: if it failed, the decks would have been 
cleared for the implementation of the military approach."30 
Given that the Strategic Hamlet Program was a demon­
strated failure even before US Army ground units arrived 
in Vietnam, it is not surprising that the Army put but 
minimal faith in the efficacy of civic action.
Army leadership was united in their disapproval of 
tire Marine CAP program. Westmoreland felt that pacifi­
cation should be primarily a South Vietnamese task.31 “1 
simply did not have enough numbers to put a squad of 
Americans in every village and hamlet: that would have 
been fragmenting resources and exposing them to defeat 
in detail."32 Westmoreland felt Marine tactics were insuf­
ficiently aggressive, that their practices “left tire enemy 
free to come and go as he pleased throughout (he bulk of 
the region and. when and where he chose, to attack the 
periphery of the [Marine] beachheads."33 General Harry 
Kinnard, Commander of tire Army 1st Cavalry, was 
"absolutely disgusted" with the Marines. “I did everything 
1 could to drag them out and get them to fight.... They just 
wouldn't play. They just would not play. They don't know 
how to fight on land, particularly against guerrillas.’’34 
Westmoreland's operations officer. General William 
Depuy, observed that “the Marines came in and just sat 
down and didn’t do anything. They were involved in 
counterinsurgency of the deliberate, mild sort.”35
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Marine General Victor Krulak was the most articu­
late spokesman of pacification. Krulak was a former 
special assistant for counterinsurgency to the US Joint 
Chiefs of Staff and. by 1965. the Commanding General of 
the Fleet Marine Force, Pacific. He felt that Westmoreland's 
strategy of attrition would fail because it was Hanoi's 
game. The Communists' strategy in Krulak's view was to 
seek “toattrite U.S. forces through the process of violent, 
close-quarters combat which tends to diminish the effec­
tiveness of our supporting arms.” By killing and wound­
ing enough American soldiers over time they would 
“erode our national will and cause us to cease our 
support of the GVN."36 For Krulak, a strategy of pacifica­
tion was the only way to succeed. Krulak went over 
Westmoreland's head and in 1966 presented his views to 
Secretary of Defense McNamara in an attempt to force 
Westmoreland to adopt a pacification strategy for the 
whole of South Vietnam. In the summer of 1966 a 
meeting was arranged between Krulak and President 
Johnson. After hearing Krulak describe his plan for 
winning the war in Vietnam, Johnson "got to his feet, put 
his arm around my shoulder, and propelled me firmly 
toward the door.”37
In the test of wills between Westmoreland and 
Krulak, the Army general possessed a formidable 
weapon—a general's fourth star. Westmoreland was popu­
lar with the press, the public, and especially with Presi­
dent Johnson. Eventually the Marines gave up their 
attempts to more widely implement their pacification 
strategy and fell in line with the Army.
It is ironic that the Marines, who favored a long­
term. small-unit approach to combat in Vietnam were 
ordered by the Army to implement Dye Marker. This plan 
called for the construction of a barrier along the DMZ 
employing minefields, sensors, and barbed wire to re­
duce PAVN (Peoples Army of Vietnam) infiltration from 
North Vietnam. Marines and Navy Seabees provided the 
manpower to strip a 600-meler belt, or "trace," of its 
vegetation, taking large numbers of casualties in the 
progress.38 Eventually the project would be abandoned 
after the investment of 757.520 man- days and 114,519 
equipment-hours because Westmoreland felt that 'To 
have gone through with constructing the barrier, even in 
modified form that I proposed, would have been to invite 
enormous casualties."39
Marine Corps strategy and tactics were more appro­
priate to the reality of the Vietnam battlefield than those 
of the US Army. Civic action might have made a difference 
had it been instituted on a wider scale. The CAPs were not 
uniformly successful and were too scattered to have a 
maximum impact. Several months after the CAP program 
was instituted the US noted a large enemy buildup in the 
Demilitarized Zone. Westmoreland decided this area 
should receive the focus of the US effort in I Corps, which 
obligated the Marines to move northward. Civic action 
remained a sideshow to US efforts to wage conventional 
war. To acknowledge the efficacy of pacification would 
deny tire appropriateness of US military doctrine and 
ignore the historical successes of the US Army. Civic 
action was a time-consuming process, and time was a 
precious commodity in an industrial society.
Civic action had promise. Had it been adopted on a 
wide scale the war would have been different, but it is a 
matter of speculation as to whether it would have ulti­
mately affected the outcome. Less speculative is the 
applicability of the strategy and tactics that prevailed:
It was never clearly understood by the American ad­
ministration. and certainly not by the Army, that the 
whole American effort, civilian and military, had to be 
directed towards the establishment of a viable and 
stable South Vietnamese government and state, i.e., 
the creation of an acceptable alternative political solu­
tion the reunification with North Vietnam under a 
communist government.
Instead, through the bombing of the North and a 
war of attrition within the South, the whole effort was 
directed to the military defeat of the Viet Cong and 
North Vietnamese divisions infiltrated into South Viet 
Nam. Even if such a military defeat had been possible, 
it would not have achieved victory without a political 
solution.40
The U.S. Army in Vietnam was a force configured to 
wage conventional and nuclear warfare in Europe. Its 
insistence on waging large-unit battles ensured that the 
enemy would avoid the deployment of its forces in large 
units when it was to its advantage to do so. The utilization 
of massive firepower to inflict large numbers of casualties 
on the enemy resulted in civilian casualties and social 
disruption. The U.S. was perceived as the ally of the GVN; 
neither government was seen as an ally by the civilian 
population. The more the U.S. took control of the war to 
avoid the defeat of the ARVN by the Communists, the 
greater the ability of Hanoi to portray the U.S. as neo­
colonialists and the GVN as a puppet regime.
The Vietnam War is not merely history. It is history 
that must be understood. Its lessons must be applied to 
the present. With the end of the Cold War the humanitar­
ian functions of the US military will assume increased 
importance in low-intensity conflicts. Recent troop de­
ployments to Iraqi Kurdistan. Bangladesh, and Somalia 
are testimony to the utility of civic action. The nontradi- 
tional use of military force represents a fusion of political 
and military assets that can further the foreign policy 
goals of the United States.
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The girl kneels in the parking lot, 
her face uplifted, mouth so twisted 
she appears to be hysterical.
She has turned her outstretched hands 
palm up. her arms extended down 
as if to lift the body at her feet 
out of tire photo into a place 
where none of this would be happening, 
where May would still be springtime 
flowers, Frisbees. marijuana, love, 
not soldiers, not these loaded rifles, 
not the nightmare war that’s Anally come 
to fill her unbelieving eyes with this 
boy who will not rise again.
His blood coagulates on dusty asphalt.
She drinks some great injusdce done.
She thinks the pain too great to bear.
She doesn’t understand 
the gray-haired men who’ve done this 
or the millions more who drink 
the dead boy at her feet has gotten 
just what he has asked for and deserves.
G uatemaIa
Like a large cat rising out of a sleep 
after a good kill is fully digested, 
its stomach beginning to ask for more, 
the general grins In the woman's face, 
pulls the top of her dress aside, 
cups a breast in his hand and pinches 
the nipple hard, like a bullet.
She winces. American, twenty-six, 
she's come to bring the joy of Jesus 
to the children of the city dump. 
Thousands o f families, thousands 
of children, living on trash. She runs 
a kitchen and school, begs for what 
she gets and thanks the Lord, 
but wants to know why the general 
feeds steak to the family dogs while 
families starve. He rubs her breast.
He rubs his groin against her hip. 
“There will always be poor.” he says. 
"The ones in the dump would find you. 
Your embassy would send me a letter. 
Nothing more would be done."
TLie D istance W e T raveL
The strange American steps out of the night 
into tire flickering light of candles and small 
lires and open stoves cooking evening meals, 
families and neighbors clustered together, 
moving like birds on the wings o f words.
Discreetly their eyes follow the man, 
bowls and chopsticks rising, pausing, 
gracefully rising, so subtle a gesture 
he wonders if he has imagined it.
In silence he passes among them 
nodding agreeably, nodding in wonder, 
nodding at what he remembers was here, 
wanting to gather the heart of this place 
into himself, to make it forgive him.
He is sure the older faces remember:
“Why are you here? Who are you?"
Questions alive in thick summer air, 
a suggestion of posture.
But he has no answers to give them.
His explanation lies on his tongue 
like a bird with a broken wing.
Only the fact of the lives around him.
Only the need to be near.
Two girls too young to remember 
are playing badminton without a net.
They turn to look, then giggle and stop.
One offers a racquet and shuttlecock.
In the dim street, he begins to play.
He marvels at his ineptitude, 
their simple delight with his laughter, 
how they have taken him into their game 
as if he were not a stranger.
From out of the shadows a stool appears, 
a cool drink. The girls' mother gestures 
for him to sit. Unsure of himself, 
he takes from his wallet a photograph.
"My daughter,” he says, "Li-La."
He touches his heart with his open hand.
He writes the name in Vietnamese.
She touches the picture. The father appears, 
another daughter, a nephew and son.
The father is reticent. Finally the stranger 
touches the scars on his neck and says, “VC. 
He points to the opposite bank of the river. 
“Over there.,,,.... " he says, “Tet Mau Than."
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The father lifts his shirt to reveal 
a scar on his chest. “VC,” he says, then 
drops his shirt and lights a cigarette, 
offers one to the stranger. Together 
they smoke the quiet smoke of memory.
Seven years the father spent in a camp 
for prisoners of war. The wife 
lightly touches her husband's knee.
Lightly his hand goes to hers.
The stranger considers the years he has spent 
wearing the weight o f what he has done, 
thinking his tiny part important.
The father points to the gap-toothed bridge 
the VC dropped in the river, long-repaired.
The children are playing badminton again. 
The shuttlecock lands in the stranger's lap. 
"Li-La," the father softly says, touching 
the stranger's heart with his open hand.
THe O pen Door
The door was opened just enough 
to let the wind inside the house 
and curl itself from room to room 
like mist, or like a bony finger calling:
Here. Come here. I've come for you.
I didn't even know the door was open 
till 1 felt those quiet words, a tingling 
in my spine, like flakes of ice on bare skin.
! shivered once, twice, turned, saw nothing 
but a fleeting shadow and the door ajar.
So. I thought, and listened hard.
The old house groaned, as old houses do.
No other sound disturbed the night.
And yet I’d seen a shadow, and a chill 
settled on my heart and softly shook it.
Afraid, I tiptoed to my daughter’s room, 
but she slept soundly, and the cat beside her 
didn't stir. Down the hall, my wife slept too.
I checked each room, each closet, the attic 
and the basement. Nothing was amiss.
Sleep. I thought, but I couldn't sleep.
1 hadn't left the door ajar. 1 know 
I saw a shadow, just a passing breath 
but real as cold or love or sorrow 
or the loss of dreams we hold too dear.
TNe Last TirviE I D reamecI AbouT tHe W ar
Ruth and I were sitting in the kitchen 
ten years after Vietnam. She was six-feet-two 
and carried every inch of it with style, 
didn't care a fig that I was seven 
inches shorter. “You’ve got seven inches 
where it counts,” she’d laugh, then lift her chin 
and smile as if the sun had just come out.
But she didn't want to hear about the war.
I heard the sound of breaking glass 
coming from my bedroom, went to look:
VC rats were jumping through the window.
They looked like rats, but they were Viet Cong. 
Don’t ask me how I knew. You don't forget 
what tried to kill you.
1 tried to tell her, but she wouldn't listen.
“Now look, Ruth.” I said so loud the woman 
sleeping next to me woke up and did 
what Ruthie in my dream refused to do: 
she listened to me call the name 
of someone she had never heard of. 
anger in my voice, my body hard.
The woman I was sleeping with
would be my wife, but wasn't yet. 1 was
still a stranger with a stranger’s secrets
and a tattoo on my arm. She'd never known a man
who'd fought in Vietnam, put naked women
on the wall, smoked marijuana, drank gin straight.
And here I was in bed with her,
calling someone else’s name in anger.
She wanted to run, she told me later, 
but she didn’t. She married me instead.
Don't ask me why. I only know
you never know what’s going to save you
and I've never dreamed again about the war.
All o f these poems will be included in The Distance We 
Traifel, 1993, Adastra Press, 101 Strong St., Easthampton, 
MA 01027: 25 handsewn cloth. $10 paper (both editions 
handset letter-press, prices include shipping). W.D. Ehrhart, 
6845 Anderson St.. Philadelphia, PA 19119.
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Common G rouncI
We share common ground 
My father and me.
It's a small patch 
Of dead grass 
In the back yard 
Where we throw 
The cigarettes 
That we smoke 
Hidden from my mother 
His wife.
We're veterans 
Of the same war 
Though we don't talk 
To each other 
About it.
We go to tliat patch 
Of ground 
Alone
Hidden from each other.
It's what we share 
Instead of words.
WhEN It s Late
Sometimes, when it's late 
and the house is asleep 
except for me 
pacing from room to room, 
1 walk to the backyard, 
look out across the ground 
lit only
by a distant streetlamp.
1 remember nights 
in some Asian bar 
drinking a few exotic beers 
that sweat quickly 
through the khaki’s 
heavy starch:
We'd walk out late 
go back to the base 
sleep off as much 
of the war as we could.
When you were lulled 
I drank for days 
made love until I 
couldn't recall 
anything but tire hot 
sun, the red dust 
rising.
Now, this late 
under the circling stars 
I see you walking 
in the shadows 
of these trees 
sheltering
the backyard playthings 
of my daughter:
You pick them up— 
they are your daughter's, 
your son’s, 
you have a wife 
sleeping,
dreaming through 
the rest of her life 
with you: It is 
this love I see 
lost in the shadows 
of this night, my 
mind turning back 
with the chill 
of late spring.
Steven W. Gomes is Viet Nam Generation’s new busi­
ness manager. He is a Gulf War-era vet. His father served 
in Vietnam, in the 1st Infantry Division. 1965.
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This is the loss, the love 
1 bury each night in the shadows, 
turning a spadeful of war 
over and over, and always, 
in the vigilant spin of this earth 
digging it up before morning.
BiEN Hoa, 1968
We were talking in this bar
after the fight broke up: music.
the bar girls, the heat—it was
easy to set someone off: it was
like everyone was primed, a charge, a claymore
like that could be set off by static.
Anyway, he said this was something, 
ordered another round; "I love this place," 
he said, “just extended—again." He said 
for three years before Nam he'd had 
training companies; it was "Police 
the company area, sergeant," or 
"Make sure the troops have the right 
pair of boots on” (the ones with the dots 
or the ones without), or “Paint the 
day-room, sarge," or “Give 'em a 
surprise inspection." He'd make them see 
the training film twice, just so they got it.
Once he spent two weeks dealing with all
the flak over an NCO who'd hassled
one of the trainee’s wives; she'd complained to
the battalion commander. Anyway, no more
training; “Isn't this great?” he said—
the dancer flashed a shot of her pelt. 1 said, “Yeah,"
and went to the john. I pissed the last two beers
and a hand grabbed my cock, asked if I wanted some
help—I said, “No thanks, maybe next time, but
I'll buy you a drink." She was cute and her
hand felt good. I went back to the bar. ordered
the major a drink, and the chick, and myself.
He yelled, "Isn't this great!"—again. She put her arms 
around his waist, shouted something in his ear 
over the music. I didn't think anything at the time.
He shouted, as the girl pushed her tongue in his ear, 
“I love this fucking war; if it wasn't 
for this fucking war. I'd go crazy."
Conversation
He says, "You've never seen anything 
unless you've seen a man hit in the chest 
with an RPG round."
I said. “I guess not," and drank on
into tire heavy Asian night, weighted and packed.
I thought how many times you could say.
“You've never seen anything unless you've 
seen..." and then go on. just fill in 
the blanks...
an F-4 Phantom drop napalm along a tree-line
an illumination round light up the perimeter 
as night probes catch in the outer defenses
body bags lined up at the edge of the pad. 
rotors rippling the plastic as they descend
And i said, long after that night, after I’d felt their 
names carved in that stone, “You've never seen anything... 
anything... anything..."
ShouldERS
For CPT. Paul Bowman KIA VN. 1969 
Before you went
we sat at the bar in the Officer’s Club 
and drank and talked—you said the EOD 
course wasn’t challenging enough, the war 
was going badly, many mistakes were being made.
We talked of tactics till our minds wore out 
and then of women—not breasts or legs— not the 
common concerns of those lieutenants 
sitting over there eyeing that pretty waitress.
We talked of shoulders
and the smooth line that went down the eye 
the way that last farewell liqueur 
went down our throats. Then two weeks later 
you were dead—a letter said it all.
I’ve hated mail the long years since.
I still love a woman’s shoulders—
I watch them always, always;
and some nights when I lie with my wife,
1 curl my hands around her shoulders and pull tight— 
and see your hands, your heart and lung all shot away, 
and somewhere, shoulders, shivering—with your kiss.
Dale Ritterbusch. English Dept.. Univ. o f Wisconsin— 
Whitewater. 800 W. Main St.. Whitewater. WI 53190- 
1790. A collection o f Ritterbusch's poetry, edited by W.D. 
Ehrhart. will be published by Viet Nam Generation. Inc.
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Jesu s  W as a Gook
RonRidenhoiir, 205S. Telemachus, New Orleans. LA 70119.
Gooks. I know, 1 know. It's a dirty word. When you come 
right down to it, through, the world is filled with gooks. 
Gooks, gooks, gooks. The poor motherfuckers are every­
where. Doesn't really matter what you call them, of 
course. They're there.
I've known them all my life. I just didn't always know 
it. They knew it, of course. They never forgot. If you're a 
gook, you know it. It's simple. Nobody lets you forget. 
Happens in all kinds of ways. But then, that just means 
that there are all kinds of gooks.
I first came face to face with my own intimate 
knowledge of gooks in Vietnam. First time I heard the 
word was on the way to Vietnam. "When you get to 
Vietnam.” one of my first drill sergeants said, "you'll have 
one job. Killing gooks." Seemed straightforward enough.
By the time 1 got to Vietnam, just before Christmas 
1967, everydamnbody was talking about killing gooks. 
Gooks this, gooks Lhat. The gooks, the gooks. the gooks. 
At first there was some confusion. How did you tell gooks 
from the good Vietnamese, for instance? After a while it 
became clear. You didn't have to. All gooks were VC when 
they were dead.
Understanding that sure took the uncertainty out of 
tilings. You could kill 'em all, if you wanted. Well, not 
literally, at least not literally most of the time. Sometimes, 
like at My Lai. you really could just waste 'em all. Usually, 
though, you did have to be more selective. And you did 
have to say grace over the dead, of course. Looked like a 
VC to me, sir. Went for something. Figured it was a 
grenade. Zapped 'im. Not everybody was doing that, but 
there were plenty who were. Everybody who knew them, 
knew what was happening. Within a few weeks of its 
occurrence, for instance, hundreds of American soldiers 
knew about My Lai. Within three months, thousands 
knew.
Gooks weren’t all on the other side, of course. I had 
a sergeant, for instance, who was a gook. Actually, he was 
a Pima Indian. Grew up on a reservation not eighty miles 
from my family's home in Glendale, Arizona. We got lots 
of gooks other than Pima Indians, though. Blacks and 
Mexicans, bunches of other kinds of Indians, for in­
stance. Arizona is part of America.
His name was Juan. Sergeant Juan, and he was the 
team leader for my first LRRP mission. He was a thin, 
tawny-skinned man who seemed to know his business. 
His nickname when I got there—nearly everybody in Nam 
had a nickname—was “Gook." Made me blink the first 
time I heard it. but it didn't seem to be any big deal.
It was a strange lot, that first mission. It was me and 
Juan and four guys who’d been in Lieutenant Calley's 
platoon at My Lai. Juan—through some confusion. I'm 
sure—had me lake point. Walking point was a heavy 
responsibility. It was an honor, of however dubious sorts, 
to be the first man down the trail on a LRRP mission. I 
eagerly and stupidly accepted the assignment without 
question. When Juan learned later that day that my
combat experience was all earned firing a machine gun 
from the skid of a chopper, his cheeks turned pale. My 
taking off without waiting for the rest of them was no 
accident. I was stupid. Point was too critical to be turned 
over to a cherry.
We went into the landing zone led by a pair of shark 
gunships and followed by an empty slick. The LZ was a 
stinking, abandoned, overgrown rice paddy cupped into 
the wrinkle beyond the crest of the ridge. A small finger 
forked north from the ridge there, away from the valley. 
We'd lifted off from Camp Baldy at daybreak that morn­
ing, nosed over and lifted out, floating high above the 
paddies towards the mountains to the west. Thirty miles 
from the coast we descended to the treetops and began to 
wind west along the side of a slender finger of low. jungled 
hills that wandered along the north side of a huge valley. 
The valley, a huge green mouth that opened towards the 
coast until it looked like it might swallow the sea, 
progressively narrowed away from it, eventually melting 
into the mountains in the distance, a thin crack in the 
horizon. Itwas said to be a major route of gook infiltration 
west to the coast from the Ho Chi Minh trail.
A few miles past where the first fingers of the 
mountains stretched eat, our ships turned away from the 
valley floor, popped over a ridge, and dropped into the 
small rice paddy nested in the cup two-hundred feet 
below the hill's crest. We were out of the chopper in less 
than five seconds. Six figures in camouflage, boonie hats, 
grenade-laden web-belts and full field packs, pounding 
heavily through thigh-high grass, lumbering toward the 
relative safety of the jungle at the edge of the paddy. The 
sharks and trail ship circled once, the insertion bird lifted 
up to join them and all four peeled out back toward the 
sea. It was still less than an hour after daylight. It had 
been a nearly perfect insertion—except for one tiling.
There was a cherry on point who didn’t know what 
to do. When we reached cover at the edge of the landing 
zone. Juan, the second man out, stopped to gather the 
rest of the team and listen for a moment.
Not me. Nope. When we hit the bush 1 kept going, 
moving steadily and quickly, off-trail, toward the crest of 
the ridge, perhaps a quarter of a mile uphill to the south. 
1 had not gone far. however, when one of the others 
caught me. and said wait for us, stupid.
Oh yeah, you guys.
It was less than a mile to where Juan wanted to set 
up our observation post. It was a small, clear spot on the 
edge of the hill, just over the crest. From it we could look 
south, into the valley and see a well-worn trail that wound 
along the base of the hills on the valley floor below us. a 
gook highway from the mountains to the sea. Perhaps two 
miles west of us the trail emerged from a line of forest, 
crossed a half mile of open rice paddies, and then went 
back into the woods as it wound east along the hill maybe 
two-hundred feet below us. Our mission was to sit there 
for four days, maybe five, watch the Lrail, count the gooks 
that came down it, and call in some artillery on them—if 
we had the chance.
It was a tense boredom. We rotated three modes in 
two-man teams, one team watching the trail, one team 
watching our back, and one team off-duty. Silence was
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the rule, especially at night. During the day, though, 
everybody brought a book to read during their breaks.
My buddy Mike Terry and I were sharing a book. The 
Passover Plot, taking turns reading each successive 
chapter. Mike was an intensely religious Mormon guy. He 
had also been the state wrestling champ in his high 
school weight class—which may have been as much as 
133 pounds—and had gone on to a full scholarship at 
BYU, where he was drafted. He was nineteen. And he was 
pure. He didn't cuss, discuss women, lie, cheat, steal or 
speak badly of anyone. It was enough to make most 
people sick. It did, too. And he wasn’t even that sanctimo­
nious about it. Just sort of determinedly innocent. And 
Mormon. People hated him for his purity—that and the 
fact that he seemed determined to convert every soul he 
met to the buoyant, white optimism of the Church of the 
Latter Day Saints.
So Mike the Mormon and 1 the atheist spent all our 
off time that entire mission arguing in whispers about the 
book and religion. Mike thought maybe he had a potential 
convert. Me? I just liked to fuck with Mormons. It can 
happen to you. If you grew up and went to high school in 
Phoenix. Arizona in the fifties and early sixties, there’s a 
good chance that it did. Everybody went to school with at 
least one Mormon kid who made it his or her life's work 
to convert you.
There we were. Mike the Mormon and me. Trying to 
figure it out. Christ, according to the book, was a clever 
political activist, a revolutionary whose plan was to fake 
his own death at the hands of the Roman Empire. Things 
just got a little out of hand. It was almost predictable. 
Jesus was a gook. That was his problem. Something like 
that was bound to happen. He gets up on the cross and 
some soldier decides to stick him in the side with his 
spear. It didn't matter. Jesus was a gook. Shit happens 
to gooks—especially if they get in Caesar's way. Who 
cared?
I haven't the faintest idea what either of us thought 
about any of it then, only that we sat in the scrub brush 
on the side of a hill in Vietnam for five days together, 
reading it. and occasionally arguing about what it meant 
in low. earnest whispers. What did it all mean, anyway?
Sergeant Juan, who was about twenty-three, in­
dulged us as long as he could not hear our whispered 
argument. The irony of it did not strike me at the time. As 
Mike and I sat and read and argued in whispers about 
religion and right and wrong and what it all meant, I 
already knew that when we got off that hill I was going to 
ask him about Pinkville. I would not learn its Vietnamese 
name. My Lai. for another sixteen months, but 1 knew by 
then that it was the site of a big massacre.
The pickup choppers came in with the last breath of 
daylight at the end of the fifth day. There was a big 
firelight over on the south side of the valley. We had heard 
it in the distance all day. watching the jets make run after 
run at something unseen in the jungle at the foot of the 
far mountains. The occasional lines of North Vietnamese 
soldiers we had counted trudging along the trail below us 
were probably there now.
We had seen several groups of NVA on the first day, 
one of roughly thirty-five men. all well equipped, clad in
full uniform and field gear, carrying AK-47s: battle ready. 
About thirty minutes after the largest group disappeared 
into the jungle below us Juan called for artillery, ordered 
in several marking salvos, and zeroed the big guns in on 
the trail. He must have been too eager. They pretty much 
stopped coming down the trail after that, as if someone 
had been watching and knew that we were waiting. That 
made the next four days a little more tense than they 
might otherwise have been. Made you wonder if the NVA 
were out looking for us. They usually were.
But there was another source of tension, too. Juan 
was beginning to rankle about being called "Gook." Not 
that he said anything. It was a look. Everybody knew that 
“Gook" was about to wear out its welcome as a nickname. 
And it was easy to keep quiet out there. We didn't want 
the mean gooks with the guns to come and get us.
When the choppers finally scooped us up on the fifth 
day, it was nearly dark again. We did not make it back to 
the coast that night, either. We'd been in the air only a few 
minutes when the pilot changed direction and headed for 
the nearest firebase, a primitive forward camp that had 
been gouged into the mouth of the valley. A circle of 
bunkers and barbed wire less than a quarter mile across, 
it was the U.S. Army's point fort in the grand plan to 
staunch the flow of gooks through the valley. The battle 
on the sou tli side of the valley was part of the plan. Now. 
our pilots told us, we were going to be dumped there for 
the night while they headed off as makeshift medevacs. 
There were some wounded who had to be gotten out now, 
while there was some light left.
That evening the firebase was a beehive of activity. 
The GIs fighting tire battle a few miles away were laagered 
there. A couple of companies of grunts, filthy and greasy 
with sweat, were standing around in clumps, eating from 
field kitchen trays, talking wearily. The gooks were dug in 
at the base of the mountains to the south. One company 
had walked in to an ambush there. That was two days ago. 
Been going on ever since. We shot the breeze with some 
of them, grabbed some chow from one of the field kitch­
ens. and decided to turn in.
All the inside space was taken. Terry and I walked 
out to an outer ring of bunkers near the perimeter, chose 
one that looked like it had a soft top, climbed up, spread 
our ponchos and poncho liners and lay down. It would be 
the first time in five days we would be able to sleep for 
more than four hours in a row. We were not likely to wake 
up there in the dark with somebody trying to slit our 
throats. We could relax. Off in the distance we could hear 
the sounds of the battle. Not far away a battery of 155s 
was belching rounds into it. But on top of that bunker it 
was cool, clear, relatively safe, and you could see every 
star in the sky. It felt good to come back from a LRRP 
mission alive.
As we lay there we began to talk about what hap­
pened at Pinkville. Mike had been my closest friend in the 
sendee. We were drafted on the same day. We were from 
similar circumstances in some ways. We were both blue- 
collar, working-class kids, athletes and from the west. 
For whatever reason, we'd latched onto each other in 
basic training at Fort Bliss, Texas, and ended up the best 
of buddies from there all the way to Vietnam. We'd been
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In Lhe same units every step of the way. from basic, to 
advanced infantry training at Fort Ord. to jump school at 
Fort Benningand from there to jungle warfare training at 
Scholfield Barracks, Hawaii. The only time we were 
separated was the four months Mike spent in Lt. Calley’s 
platoon in Charlie Company before transferring to LRRPs. 
I’d been a door gunner in a small helicopter unit during 
that time. When I transferred into the Americal Division's 
LRRP company in lateApril, 1968, Mike had already been 
there for several weeks.
It was a reunion of sorts, but things had changed. 
Charlie Company had been through Pinkville by now. 
Although I knew he'd been there, 1 did not ask Mike about 
it right away. I’d heard a couple of versions of Lhe 
massacre by then—and what Mike had done that day. It 
was tough stuff. First time I heard it, I didn’t believe it, 
didn’t believe he would do what they said he’d done. I 
would not believe it. I guess, until I'd heard it from him. 
I thought the odds were higher that I would do what they 
said Mike had done. Me first. Mike Terry? Never.
Funny, how it sometimes takes forever for the per­
fectly obvious to crystallize for you. I'd been seeing little 
murders right along, ever since I’d gotten to Vietnam and 
started flying light air cover for grunt companies. Some­
times, standing on the skid, flitting along fifty feet above 
them, you'd actually see some grunt just blow some 
peasant farmer away. Blip. Blip. Like that. Nothing to it. 
One VC KLA. Got us a gook. Captain.
In five separate cases I actually saw. Lhe poor 
bastard who was killed just happened to be home when 
Lhe grunts arrived. In other instances, we’d fly over 
moments after some infantry' company or Vietnamese 
patrol had blown holes in a bunch of civilians for no 
apparent reason. They'd be laying there, three, four, 
maybe as many as half a dozen, bleeding and dying, some 
piece or another of them flopping around in the road. No 
weapons. Travel was hazardous for gook civilians.
I had even heard two sergeants talking about an­
other smaller massacre a few months earlier. Same thing 
as My Lai. Lined up a hamlet of perhaps forty people and 
blew them away. A platoon sergeant from a line company, 
an E-6, was visiting a buck sergeant whose bunk was 
next to mine. We'd all been in the same unit together, in 
Hawaii. The platoon sergeant was telling the buck ser­
geant a story' about how his company had done this 
massacre of roughly forty women and kids from a small 
hamlet one night. "Jesus," the buck sergeant said, "how 
did you shoot women and kids?"
"Just closed my eyes and followed orders." the other 
guy said.
There was other stuff, too. Even with all of that I had 
not gotten it. There was a pattern to all this. It was on 
purpose. The whole plan all along really was to kill a lot 
of gooks. Didn't really matter who they were. What was 
happening all around us in Vietnam was not a strategy 
that went awry, or one that had some unforeseen and 
regrettable consequences for civilians, but one in which 
the deliberate military aim was to lay waste the country­
side. Yes, yes. kill them all. Let God sort 'em out. The 
brass knew what they were doing. They' knew what we 
were doing.
It took me a long time to really understand that. I 
knew the first time I heard the stoiy Lhat My Lai was not 
some grunt’s idea. These dirty motherfuckers, I thought. 
Look at what Lhey’ve gotten me into. Funny, the things 
you think at certain times. How stupid. 1 had been “into" 
it for months, of course, but for some reason it never 
dawned on me just what the “it" I was into was.
It did Lhe night I heard about My Lai for the first time, 
though, and the story ignited an instantaneous spark of 
anger that soon grew to rage. I decided Lhat I would track 
down the story. If it was true, then the chips would land 
where they fell.
They fell all over two friends. Mike and Billy Daughtery 
sat down for lunch near the infamous ditch in Pinkville 
on March 16, 1968 at roughly eleven. We had all been to 
jump school and at Scholfield Barracks together. Their 
squad had followed Calley through Lhe village, just as the 
rest of the platoon had done, shooting people, burning 
their houses, lulling their livestock. By the time Mike and 
Billy stopped to feast on C-rations. there wasn't much left 
at Pinkville except live Americans, burning hooches, 
dead animals and dead Vietnamese—nearly five hundred 
of them.
Eating must have been difficult. There were dead 
Vietnamese everywhere. To sit down near the ditch, 
however, must have been a special horror. For there 
arose from the ditch a continual, sometimes piercing din. 
the wailing and thrashing of the wounded. Earlier, some­
where between 9:00 and 9:30. after Charlie Company's 
first sweep through the hamlet. Lt. Calley ordered his 
men to round up the rest of Lhe living and bring Lhem to 
the bank of a ditch at its edge. When somewhere between 
two hundred and three hundred people were herded into 
the ditch in a clump—nearly all of whom were women, 
children, and old men—Calley ordered his men to open 
fire. A few soldiers resisted Lhe order, but there were 
plenty who did not.
It took Calley and two dozen grunts fifteen minutes 
or so to put all the gooks down and silence most of the 
cries. With that many, of course, it's hard to be really 
thorough. By the time Mike and Billy hunkered down for 
lunch an hour later, Calley and his triggermen had moved 
on and Lhe undead in the ditch had begun to cry out. their 
limbs flopping about spasmodically, the way Lhe seri­
ously wounded do. It must have been a terrible sound, all 
that flopping and slapping of flesh. Lhe crying, all Lhat 
agony out there polluting a now otherwise peaceful 
morning.
After a certain point, after the pork and beans but 
before the peaches. Mike and Billy stood, checked their 
M-16s, and walked down the ditch, dividing up the 
survivors and finishing Lhem off. Just the two of them, 
pacing deliberately along the edge of Lhe death pit. 
There's one moving. Pow. Pow. There's another one. Pow. 
Up and down the ditch bank once and no one moved any 
more.
As Mike told me the story, my head felt like it must 
feel when someone is scalping you alive. Even as it is 
actually happening, you can't bring yourself to believe it. 
But yes, yes, yes. he said on every detail. It was all true. 
He hadn't shot into the people when Calley first had them
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all crowded into the ditch. That was awful. The whole 
thing was like a bad dream. “It was like a Nazi kind of 
thing,” he said.
But he made a distinction between what Calley had 
done at the ditch and the coups de gras he and Billy 
administered later. The people he and Billy polished off, 
Mike said, were mercy killings. Those people were going 
to die anyway. No need for them to suffer. How many were 
there? He didn't know. A dozen. Maybe two. It was hard 
to count.
We'd been laying there for nearly an hour then. It was 
not late. It could not have been past 21:00 hours. We were 
laying on our sides, looking at each other across a few feet 
of sandbags. We were both tired. It had been a long, 
nerve-wracking five days and we had not gotten much 
sleep. This conversation wasn’t going to help any. A long 
silence hung there after Mike finished the story'. I was 
stunned. Finally, after what seemed forever, I whispered 
the last question I ever asked him about My Lai.
"Mike, Mike," I asked. "Didn’t you know that was 
wrong?"
“1 dunno man," he said and a change came over him. 
It was as if I saw a wall roll down behind his eyes. “I 
dunno. It was just one of those things."
He rolled over at that and a few minutes later I could 
hear the regular hum of his breath. He was asleep. We 
never talked about My Lai again after that, though we 
pulled four more LRRP missions together and finished 
the remaining seven months of our tours in Vietnam in 
the same company. We continued to be cordial, but we 
were not close after that.
My question had taken me over the line, beyond a 
limit I should not have crossed, a line a friend should have 
known was there. While we did not yet know it, there 
would be plenty of time forjudges in our lives. Life is filled 
with them. He did not need me to be his. It seems like such 
an obvious, stupid question now. in retrospect, but I 
could not help myself at the lime. It was, I thought, such 
an extraordinary and awful tale, especially for it to come 
tumbling from the lips of pure. Mormon Mike Terry.
A few days later, back on the beach of the South 
China Sea at Chu Lai, someone on tire team called Juan 
by his nickname again. "Hey Good." he said. Maybe it was 
Gruver. It could have been me. “When we going out 
again?"
Juan turned. Real sudden. Not just pissed. Really 
pissed.
“Listen motherfucker." he said, a furious, steely 
anger in his voice, "Don’t you ever call me that again! You 
hear? Don’t none of you motherfuckers ever call me that 
again!”
We didn't. Clearly, it had the potential to be a killing 
offense. I was, strangely, almost as shocked by Juan's 
burst of anger that day. in a certain way, as I was by Mike 
Terry’s revelations to me a few days earlier. Perhaps I was 
a slow learner. It took me years to understand why.
Ten years later, sometime in 1978. a woman came to 
me. I had been doing some investigative reporting for a 
local hippie rag in Phoenix for several years by then and 
people with trouble sometimes found their way to my 
door. This woman was a Native American, a member of
the Pima Tribe. Her son. whose name I do not remember, 
had been murdered on the reservation. The reservation 
police wouldn’t do anything about it. Yes, they knew who 
did it—a neighbor her family had been having a running 
feud with for years.
The next week another reporter and I drove out to the 
reservation at Sacaton, forty miles east of Phoenix. The 
woman would show us the scene of the crime, the house 
of the killer, etc. When we got to her home, it was like a 
step back through time, back to Vietnam. The house was 
little more than a hovel, pounded together with bits and 
pieces of scrap lumber, cardboard and flattened beer 
cans. It could easily have come out of any refugee slum 
in a Saigon side-alley or any refugee camp at the height 
of the war. As we traveled the reservation that day, we 
came to see that her house was not unusual there. 
Everyone was so poor it would take your breath away. 
Most Americans could not comprehend it. It looked 
nearly identical, to me, to the state of hundreds, thou­
sands of Vietnamese refugees I had seen, people whose 
entire life’s effort had been reduced to a shack and some 
rags.
So it was in Pima country—flat, desolate and arid— 
a desert, except for when it is a flood plain. As we drove 
around the reservation, one of the many that dot Arizona, 
the woman and her husband would stop every few miles, 
sometimes every few fields, and point to the place where 
some relative or friend had died. By that cattle guard, 
right over there. That's where they found Manuel. He was 
my cousin. His face was hacked off with an ax. See that 
old cottonwood, way over there? That's where his brother 
shot uncle Joe with the shotgun. Most were men. All were 
murdered or committed suicide. Thirteen of their rela­
tives were on the list—brothers, fathers, sons, uncles, 
cousins. Yeah, it was clear. These motherfuckers were 
gooks. No doubt about it. No matter how the government 
dresses it up, you can always tell by the kill ratios. These 
people were definitely still gooks.
Sometime during that drive I realized that Sacaton 
was where Sgt. Juan had grown up. He had not needed 
us to tell him about being a gook. He already knew. His 
people have been gooks for a long time.
The theaters have changed now, of course. We no 
longer call it Vietnam—because it is not. It is a new, much 
grander era. It might be called the era of perpetual 
internal warfare: the Perpetual War. America's military 
and foreign policy apparatus is its hub— the driving, 
organizing, controlling center of an international security 
state. Tire Vietnam war never really went away: the tiger 
simply rearranged its stripes, changed its name—and 
grew. Its mechanisms of political control were also ex­
tended home, but that is a story for another time.
Today, in Latin America, the U.S. pays for and 
sponsors “Vietnamized” wars of one kind or another in 
roughly half the countries from Mexico south. Every one 
of the drug war countries, for instance, is currently 
involved in some variation of a Vietnam-style counterin­
surgency campaign. Some are disguised as "drug wars," 
others as counterinsurgency campaigns separate from 
simultaneous drug wars, or as in El Salvador and Nica­
ragua, as an outright counterinsurgency or insurgency
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operation. Each country has a MILGROUP, the modern 
variation on MACV, boatloads of traveling TDY (tempo­
rary duty) advisors, American military and/or drug war 
aid. and tons of American training. Other similar wars are 
also being waged in Africa and Asia.
In every case, amazingly enough, the enemy happen 
to be citizens, usually large numbers of them, who oppose 
the government we support. Gooks. i guess you’d say.
In each of those countries the tools, the tactics and 
the techniques o f the Vietnam war are at work. The 
Pentagon calls it Low intensity Conflict: Pentagon pack­
aging of the same old thing. Richard Wright, tire Assistant 
Commander of the School of the Americas (Lhe U.S. Army 
Lraining school for Latin American military leaders) said 
in an interview that LIC is nothing more Lhan a sanitized 
version of counterinsurgency.
Because few allegations of direct U.S. involvement in 
Vietnam war-style atrocities surface in the pages of 
America’s newspapers, however, there is not much press 
or public interest in the perpetual war. The U.S. is 
nevertheless still orchestrating the slaughter of gooks 
throughout the world. Massacres, assassinations, disap­
peared ones, forced relocation of the rural poor, govern­
ment “secure" zones, death squads, the torture of prison­
ers, tire labeling of any and all opposition as "terrorists"— 
all have a familiar ring.
Call it Nixon's revenge. It is Vietnamization that 
seems to work. We provide the money, the guns, Lhe 
strategies, and plenty of on-the-scene advisors to our 
friends, the good gooks. They in turn steal most of the 
money, do Lhe dirty work on Lhe bad gooks, and if 
someone gets caught, take all the blame. A whole conti­
nent with gooks on one side and potential Lt. Calleys on 
the other. Gooks and Lt. Gooks. What could be more 
perfect in a world of perpetual war?
The Perpetual War will be bigger than the Vietnam
war. And longer, o f course. It already stretches from 
Mexico south to Bolivia, a reach that covers eleven 
countries. If this entire region is looked at as one theater 
o f operations, with each country the equivalent of a U.S. 
Army Corps such as I Corps in Vietnam, and each 
ambassador as a Corps level provincial military advisor, 
then the drug war suddenly starts looking a whole lot like 
a real war—a real big war.
Some Corps are quieter within the Latin American 
theater, of course, but there is still plenty of action. If all 
the war news from each of the eleven Corps of the Drug 
War were ballyhooed and concentrated by America's 
daily newspapers the way the war news from tire Gulf War
was. how much space would Lhe Perpetual War take?
Too much. All the news—let's face it—is not fit to
print. Some of it is R-rated: too strong for the stomachs 
of discerning adults.
It's funny how people are. I never heard Mike Terry 
say the word “gook." If you'd have called him a racist, he 
would have denied it with tire purest conscience. Some­
times I wonder, though, what Mike would have done if the 
people in that ditch at My Lai had been Mormons, white 
Mormons? Would he have put them out of their misery? 
Maybe, but I doubt it.
That's kind of the way it is with the people trapped 
in the Perpetual War. We only catch occasional glimpses 
of the victims moaning from the ditch during our lunch. 
The audible sound of human agony is less obtrusive for 
us than it was for Mike and Billy that day at My Lai.
We don't actually hear them. We still do not feel 
compelled to make a choice, instead, we turn the page on 
the three-inch story at the back of the news section in the 
New York Times, down at the bottom just before tire 
crossword puzzles begin, and barely have a second 
thought about the massacre of more villagers in some 
remote spot in some Latin American country. It doesn’t 
even dawn on us that we're leaving them all to die in the 
ditch. Perhaps, if they were white Mormons, people would 
be pissed.
Ron Ridenhour was instrumental in bringing public and 
media attention to the My Lai massacre.
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W hAT Did A m e r ic a  L earn  Pr o m  t Ne 
W in ter  So ld iER  In v est iq a t io n ?
William F. Crandell, 4607 Connecticut Ave., NW, # 702. 
Washington, DC 20008.
Am erica’s p ress an d  elected officials m ay have been, like 
the  c o rru p t police ch ief in Casablanca, “shocked, 
shocked” a t the  My Lai m assacre , b u t it w as no surprise  
to m ost V ietnam  veterans. My Lai w as ju s t  one terrible 
exam ple from a  long anthology of ho rro r stories. W hat did 
America learn  from these  bloody tales?
W hen the  My Lai story  broke in 1 9 6 9 ,1 w as the only 
one of a  dozen vets who gathered  a t  Ohio S tate  who did 
no t have my own atrocity  story  to tell. A year la te r 1 talked 
to one of the  o ther platoon leaders from my old company 
an d  learned  th a t he had  been charged with shooting 
civilians on M arch 17, 1967, a da te  th a t w as fresh in my 
m em ory because  1 had  resum ed  com m and of my rifle 
platoon th a t day. N either of u s  w as really su re  w hether he 
had  done it, bu t we th o ugh t we would probably have 
rem em bered  it. The m oral certain ty  com m on to both 
haw ks an d  doves back  hom e seem ed to be a  luxury to the 
footsoldiers in Vietnam .
P lANN iNQ ThE W iNTE R  S o l d i E R  iNVESTiqATiON
The W inter Soldier Investigation fWSI) grew out of 
the  m oral ou trage of A m erican soldiers who had  com m it­
ted ac ts  in response to official o rders and  policies that 
were crim inal in n a tu re . The Citizens Com m ission of 
Inquiry (CCI), organized w ith the  suppo rt of clergy, 
ve te rans, Q uakers, a n d  lawyers, had  presen ted  the te s­
tim ony of a  few courageous vets in 1970 a s  a  m eans to 
expose the b ru ta lity  of the  Vietnam  war. D uring that 
period, m en who had  taken  p a rt in the  CIA’s Phoenix 
Program —including form er U.S. Army intelligence agents 
M ichael Uhl. Edw ard M urphy, an d  Robert Stem m e— 
disclosed its  record of terror, to rtu re , and  assassina tion . 
The need to dem onstra te  a b roader p a tte rn  becam e clear.
WSI began a s  a  project of CCI, supported  by Vietnam 
V eterans A gainst the  W ar (WAW) cofounder J a n  Crum b, 
a tto rney  M ark Lane, and  a c tress  J a n e  Fonda. The object 
of W inter Soldier w as to take the  all-too-available atrocity 
sto ries com ing ou t of V ietnam  and  show  their direct 
re la tionsh ip  to Am erican policies. We w anted to bring our 
b ro th e rs  and  sis te rs  in uniform  hom e alive an d  un tain ted  
by fu rth e r involvement in su ch  deeds.
In W AW  we knew  a s  veterans th a t everyone who 
p artic ipa tes in w ar crim es suffers, an d  we needed to tell 
o u r coun try  th a t these  horrib le ac ts  were no t simply 
ab erra tio n s  or psychotic episodes, b u t the  inevitable 
outcom es of the d irection soldiers in V ietnam  had  been 
given. The n igh tm ares we had  participated  in during  our 
to u rs  in V ietnam  w ere following u s  hom e an d  spilling into 
the  s tree ts .
The Citizen’s Com m ission of Inquiry had  contacted 
W AW  to find w itnesses to atrocities. After m onths of 
increasingly  d isharm on ious work together, W AW  de­
cided th a t the public event th a t w as growing ou t of 
gathering  th is  testim ony would have m ore credibility a s  
an  all-veteran project. V ietnam  V eterans A gainst th e  W ar 
took over the  W inter Soldier Investigation in late  1970.
P R t p A R I N q  Fo r  t He W iN T E R  S o l d i E R  
IN V E S T iq A T iO N
A six-m em ber steering  com m ittee for WSI w as com ­
posed of th ree  national office leaders (A1 H ubbard , Craig 
Scott Moore, and  Mike Oliver) an d  th ree m em bers of the  
growing list of ch ap te rs  (Art Flesch. Tim Butz, and  me), 
reflecting the increasing  im portance of the  m em bership . 
One of ou r first decisions was to hold WSI in Detroit 
because  it w as centrally  located in the  A m erican h e a rt­
land. W AW  had  over 7,000 m em bers by J a n u a ry  31, 
1971, w hen W inter Soldier convened.
The nam e “W inter Soldier Investigation” cam e from 
Tom Paine’s first Crisis paper, in w hich he  wrote:
These are  the tim es th a t try m en 's souls. The 
sum m er soldier and  the su n sh in e  patrio t will in 
th is  crisis, sh rin k  from the  service of h is  country; 
b u t he th a t s ta n d s  it now, deserves the  love and  
th an k s  of m an and  wom an.
We were the soldiers who served p as t o u r en listm ents, 
w hen we were m ost needed. The identification w ith the 
Am erican trad ition  of revolution m arked  the  beginning of 
W AW ’s self-aw areness th a t ou rs  w as a revolutionary 
role.
The steering com m ittee set up  a  collective in a  house  
on the industria l ea st side of Detroit w ith the help of 
Catholic an tiw ar activists. Mark Lane an d  J a n e  Fonda 
con tribu ted  both  their fund-raising  ta len ts  and  their 
perspectives a s  national figures who understood  media. 
The gathering  of testim ony had  begun u n d e r the  aegis of 
CCI the previous sum m er, and it took a  m on th -and-a- 
ha lf of on-site  p lanning  to pu t the  conference together.
The su p p o rt of an tiw ar celebrities w as essentia l. 
J a n e  Fonda and  her agent. Steve Jaffe, c rea ted  a series 
of benefit concerts, including “Acting in C oncert for 
Peace,” in which Fonda. Dick Gregory, Donald Su therland , 
and  B arbara  D ane perform ed, a n d  two m usical concerts 
given by G raham  N ash and  David Crosby (of Crosby. 
Stills. Nash an d  Young), and  by folk song legend Phil 
Ochs.
WSI also relied on w idespread com m unity  support. 
Five P ro testan t, Jew ish , and  Catholic clergym en a r ­
ranged housing  for w itnesses because , a s  Dr. Jo h n  B. 
Forsyth, director of m issions for the  D etroit M etropolitan 
Council of C hu rches p u t it. “it is im portan t th a t the  
public realize th a t A m erican atrocities in V ietnam  are  an 
every day occurrence.” A ttorneys Dean Robb an d  Ernie 
Goodm an raised  m oney from a rea  law yers. UAW Secre­
tary -T reasu rer Emil Mazey and  M ichigan Secretary  of 
S ta te  R ichard A ustin  also  endorsed the  program  and 
sough t con tribu tions for it.
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THe WInter SoLdiER iNVESTiqATiON C onvenes
The program was crammed with testimony. Some 
105 Vietnam vets appeared on panels arranged by unit so 
they could corroborate each other’s reports. Veterans 
and civilian experts who had been to Vietnam spoke on 
weaponry, prisoners o f war. and the medical effects o f the 
war. Two long panels discussed the ecological and cul­
tural damage the war was causing (“What We Are Doing 
to Vietnam ”) and the wounding o f America (“What We Are 
Doing to Ourselves”). The first public testimony on the 
toxic effects o f Agent Orange was presented at W inter 
Soldier by Dr. Bert Pfeiffer o f the University o f Montana.
I wrote and presented the opening statement, which 
incorporated a superb passage written by Jan Crumb on 
the nature o f war crime.
The testimony was chilling. Veteran after veteran 
described the training and orders that led to the murder 
o f civilians. Several vets admitted that they had commit­
ted torture and killed prisoners, had seen acts o f rape and 
arson, all stemming from policies o f their commanders.
L essons of t Lie  WInter SoLdiER InvestIqatIon
There are those who have no patience with the moral 
niceties underlying the notion o f war crime. War itself is 
a crime, they assure us, having read something about it. 
why be so picky? It is like arguing that the burglar who 
commits rape and murder need not be further stigma­
tized after being convicted o f housebreaking.
W ar is a crime I have committed. Rape, mass mur­
der. torture, the burning o f homes, and the killing of 
prisoners are not. Yet I have known decent and coura­
geous men who did these things, men for whom I would 
take serious risks. It has taken me twenty years to work 
out my feelings o f guilt for loving them.
Decent men— and women—will commit these crimes 
again. W ar is the great dehumanizer, and a war against 
guerrillas and terrorists— enemies who do not play by 
rules that favor the powerful—bring forth a response in 
kind.
When a war is conducted according to the law o f land 
warfare, which is rare, uniformed armies meet in combat 
and avoid the killing o f civilians. Napoleon’s use o f mass 
armies and Sherman’s March to the Sea eroded this 
distinction. Guerrilla war renders it all but meaningless. 
What made the Vietnam war a dirty war was that the 
communists hid among a people whom neither the 
Americans nor the ARVN cared to treat as innocent. 
Indiscriminate killing was bad enough, but it gave way to 
deliberate killing o f civilians as well.
Armed forces from foreign nations will find them­
selves defending against “guerrillas” and “terrorists" sup­
ported by a population that is willing to conceal them. It 
is a formula for war crime.
At the end o f World War II the triumphant Allies, 
declining to submit their own bomber offensive to ju rid i­
cal scrutiny, rendered just verdicts in the Nuremberg 
Trials and the Yamashita case, ruling in the former that 
orders do not excuse war crimes and in the latter that the 
commander is ignorant o f the crimes his troops commit 
at the peril o f his own life. These verdicts set tough
standards, placing all responsibility at the level o f the 
individual.
The Winter Soldier Investigation was not a trial. At 
the outset we pledged that there would be “no phony 
indictments,... no verdict against Uncle Sam . ’’ Instead we 
presented “straightforward testimony— direct testimony—  
about acts which are war crimes under international 
law... acts which are the inexorable result o f national 
policy.” We set out to balance the judicial decisions o f the 
Second World war by insisting that the nation and its 
leaders examine their own responsibility for atrocities 
before those who committed such deeds were tried.
What relief we found as misled warriors came from 
confession rather than blaming. We never denied our 
individual responsibility for the acts we took part in. We 
were an army that was profoundly troubled by guilt for 
indefensible acts, and we admitted as much. Then we 
went further. We explained why we did those things, what 
orders we took, what assumptions we held, what policies 
and permissiveness we operated under. We confronted 
the racism, the sexism, the cultural egomania that 
shaped the Vietnam war. We invited America to come 
clean.
In a way. it did. The American people listened to our 
testimony, despite the barriers the government and 
corporate media put in the way. Our testimony corrobo­
rated what they saw on television, from the executing of 
a handcuffed prisoner in the streets o f Saigon to the 
torching o f villages that could never threaten our homes. 
And in April, they watched hundreds o f decorated veter­
ans throw our medals into the gutter and walk away 
cleansed.
The American people made a decision, however 
unclearly, however unconsciously. They turned away 
from the war their elected leaders had made. They 
withheld their approval and, at long last, their sons. 
Without realizing it— or we would never have gone for­
ward in Central America in the 1980s— we decided as a 
nation that colonialism is a filthy business and we did not 
want to be that kind o f country.
It is easy from a left perspective to write o ff the 
American people. As a nation we have difficulty some­
times telling war from professional football, we waste 
things that other nations wish they had a little of, and we 
still allow hatemongers to voice their views. Surely, it is 
urged, the People, when they come into power, will be 
kinder and gentler than the American people. This is a 
view that rests on a breathtaking smugness that cannot 
explain the reluctance o f our nation to go to war with 
either Nicaragua or Iraq.
When the people learn, they learn one person at a 
time. Raised on images o f valor from what may have been 
the most just war in human history—W orld War II— the 
soldiers o f the Vietnam war made up the most volunteer- 
laden army this nation ever fielded. We never dreamed 
that a democratic nation could do anything as evil and 
destructive as the Nazis or the communists had done.
What we learned as a nation from the W inter Soldier 
Investigation is that atrocities result from unchecked 
power, which is not limited to dictatorships. The lesson 
o f W inter Soldier is one Tom Paine understood: never 
turn your back on Authority.
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OiiqANiziNq V eteran s  ThRouqh W ar 
C r im es  D ocum entation
Tod Ensign, Citizen Soldier, 175 Fifth Ave.. #808, New 
York. NY 10010.
We are not judges. We are witnesses. Our task is to
make mankind bear witness to these terrible crimes.
—Bertrand Russell, opening the International 
War Crimes Tribunal, May 1967.
American veterans were first given a forum to testily 
about Vietnam war crimes in the obscure venue of 
Roskilde, Denmark in November 1967. The first three 
veterans to testify, Peter Martinsen, David Tuck, and 
Donald Duncan, were heard at the second session of the 
international tribunal organized by Bertrand Russell and 
other antiwar activists. Their eyewitness testimony of 
wanton killing and torture reportedly had a powerful 
impact on many illustrious tribunal members like Jean- 
Paul Sartre, James Baldwin, and Simone de Beauvoir.
Although the Russell hearings received wide atten­
tion in Europe, they were largely ignored by the American 
media. The New York Times did, however, find the space 
to print an editorial lambasting the tribunal as a kanga­
roo court which lacked any legal or moral authority.
While the Russell tribunal hearings were known 
within the American peace movement, two more years 
passed before anyone began documenting U .S. war crimes 
policies by gathering testimony from Vietnam veterans.
In November 1969, Jeremy Rifkin and I. both anti­
war activists, responded to a public call from the Bertrand 
Russell foundation in New York to organize Citizens 
Commissions of Inquiry to document war crimes in 
Indochina. This proposal was stimulated by the disclo­
sure that American troops had slaughtered almost four 
hundred Vietnamese civilians at My Lai (Son My) eigh­
teen months earlier.
The Pentagon had responded to the furor over the 
atrocity by claiming it to be an isolated incident. Vice 
President Spiro Agnew blamed the incident on a few "bad 
apples" who should be rooted out and punished. Only the 
Tet Offensive did more to shake Lhe public's faith in the 
American military than did the revelations about My Lai. 
The disclosure lent strong support to the antiwar 
movement's claim that we were waging a genocidal war 
against lire Vietnamese people.
To quiet the firestorm of criticism, the Army hur­
riedly set up a special blue-ribbon commission composed 
of high-ranking military officers. It was headed by Gen­
eral William Peers, then serving as Commandant at West 
Point. While the Peers Commission report recommended 
criminal action only against a few relatively low-ranking 
officers, it delved deeply enough into lire episode to show, 
at least to the careful reader, that the entire command 
knew, in general terms, what had gone on at My Lai 
village that day.
One little-noticed recommendation in the Peers Re­
port was that Gls not be allowed, in tire future, to carry
personal cameras into combat zones. Had it not been for 
the vivid color photos taken by a G1 that day it's possible 
that the Army could have stone-walled about My Lai until 
questioning reporters gave up.
Jeremy Rifkin and I discussed the concept of citi­
zens' commissions with Ralph Schoenman. an American 
leftist who had played a central role in organizing the 
earlier tribunals.
We all felt that such commissions could be valuable 
in both organizing Vietnam veterans against the war and 
to advance the larger struggle to end the war. We rea­
soned thaL most combat veterans would feel threatened 
and angered by the Pentagon's insistence that war crimes 
were caused by aberrant or sadistic Gls—rather than the 
logical consequences of military policies designed at the 
highest levels of the command.
Unfortunately, the Bertrand Russell group was un­
able to contribute any money to help launch the commis­
sions. This, however, didn't deter us in tire slightest. Our 
attitude may be hard to understand in the recession- 
bound 1990s, but at that time we were happy to forge 
ahead, confident that, somehow, money and resources 
would be found. Certainly the sense Jeremy and 1 both 
had of being part of a large and vital “movement" fed our 
confidence.
One of my first jobs, as the commission’s only 
lawyer, was to investigate the legal implications of veter­
ans publicly admitting to criminal acts which they had 
witnessed or participated in. With legal assistance from 
the Center for Constitutional Flights we were able to 
conclude that the armed forces could not try' veterans for 
alleged crimes committed while they were on active duty.
Next, we turned to the problem of how to work with 
veterans organizations. The so-called "big three" veter­
ans groups, the American Legion, the Veterans of Foreign 
Wars, and the Disabled American Vets, were still rabidly 
pro-war. Clearly, they would do nothing to help us gather 
war crimes testimony from their members. At that time, 
there were only Lwo national veterans groups that were 
antiwar—the Vietnam Veterans Against the War. then 
headquartered in New York City, and the Chicago-based 
Vets for Peace. Both groups were quite small, with W A W  
consisting of only a few active members and no regular 
staff. The midwest group was larger but many of its 
members were veterans of earlier wars—not Vietnam.
After assembling the obligatory “national advisory 
panel" which consisted of every antiwar notable from Dr. 
Benjamin Spock to Dick Gregory, we were ready to begin. 
We decided to seek our first witnesses among the many 
Vietnam veterans who had deserted and sought refuges 
in Canada. Before going toToronlo, however, we attended 
the national convention of the American Association for 
the Advancement of Science which was meeting in Bos­
ton in December 1969. It was at this conference that the 
issue of the human health effects of herbicide Agent 
Orange was first raised publicly. The AAAS designated a 
special study team which later traveled to Vietnam in an 
effort to determined the extent of damage caused by the 
massive use of these toxic chemicals. Jeremy and I were 
also heartened by Lhe strong interest that many AAAS 
members expressed in the war crimes initiative.
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On a bitter cold January day. Jeremy and I arrived 
in Toronto, then the center for exiled war resisters. In no 
time we had arranged to talk with a number of deserters 
about their experience in Vietnam.
I’ll never forget our first interview. After some cloak 
and dagger maneuvers, we arrived at a modest house in 
one ofToronto’s suburbs. For the rest of the afternoon, we 
sat transfixed as two baby-faced GIs described, in horri­
fying detail, what it was like to fight with the 173d 
Airborne Brigade. They gave new meaning to sterile 
military terms like "free fire zones" and "search and 
destroy” operations with their accounts o f some of the 
human carnage they'd witnessed. That night. I was 
awakened several times by nightmares in which 1 imag­
ined myself in Vietnam. In one episode. 1 was involved in 
helping the scalp a corpse, just as it had been described 
by one of the veterans that day.
After tlrat night, my psyche made some sort of 
adjustment because I never again had a strong emotional 
reaction to the gruesome testimony. 1 was helping to 
gather. While we did befriend a number of the veterans 
with whom we worked, I don’t think we understood that 
some of them were suffering from post-traumatic stress 
disorder. I’m afraid our concern for uncovering and 
presenting powerful testimony of war crimes policies 
sometimes blocked out our awareness of the anguish 
many vets felt about their role as soldiers.
Word spread quickly about the citizens commis­
sions and within weeks a Veterans for Peace group in 
Baltimore had agreed to co-sponsor the first commission 
in Annapolis. Maryland in February, 1970. The day 
before the Annapolis event, we co-sponsored with Cana­
dian peace activists, a hearing in Toronto at which several 
deserters provided war crimes accounts to the Canadian 
press.
For reasons I can no longer recall, the next citizens' 
commission was held in the gritty factory town of Spring- 
field, Massachusetts. This was the first commission that 
received national attention and it taught us how the 
Pentagon would respond when unwanted publicity be­
came too pervasive.
One witness, David Bressem, who held been a heli­
copter pilot, testified that several helicopters had en­
gaged in a "turkey shoot” in which at least thirty-three 
Vietnamese civilians were killed. Both the New York 
Times and the Associated Press gave prominent coverage 
to these allegations and with hours, the Pentagon had 
sent criminal investigators to Bressem’s home. They 
wanted to question him about the identities of those 
involved in the incident so, they claimed, they could 
prosecute any who might still be on active duty. Bressem 
also received a phone call from his former commander, a 
Major as I recall, who expressed fear that his Army career 
might be ruined. While not condoning his commander’s 
actions. David felt that the focus on military policies such 
as body-counting which encourage such massacres was 
being lost.
The Pentagon's tactic of seeking the identities of 
wrongdoers for possible prosecution presented us with a 
difficult problem. By taking the position that witnesses 
should not cooperate with military investigators whose
goal was to prosecute low-ran Icing GIs. we came across as 
being indifferent to criminal conduct. Even though we 
continually explained that we wanted a thorough, inde­
pendent investigation of policies conceived by our mili­
tary and civilian leaders. I’m afraid that we were often 
viewed as moral agnostics, even by some in the peace 
movement.
During the next few months, successful citizens 
commissions of inquiry were held in Richmond, Virginia; 
New York City; Buffalo; Boston; Minneapolis; Los Ange­
les; and, Portland, Oregon. In some cities, the commis­
sions were co-sponsored by antiwar coalitions, in o th e r s  
they were organized independently. Several Vietnam 
veterans, most notably Michael Uhl and Bob Johnson, 
joined CCI as staff members. We also established contact 
with a growing number of veterans throughout the coun­
try who were beginning to mobilize, as veterans, against 
the war. For some, testifying before a citizens commission 
was the first political act of their lives. As we had hoped, 
it often led veterans to become much more active in local 
antiwar work.
During the summer of 1970 we were approached by 
A1 Hubbard who had become a full-time organizer with 
Vietnam Veterans Against the War. A1 proposed that CCI 
join forces with Jane Fonda. Mark Lane, Rev. Dick 
Fernandez of CALC, and Donald Duncan (the Green 
Beret who had testified at the Russell Tribunal in Den­
mark). The W A W  steadily gained membership and vis­
ibility as the citizens commissions took place. One 
boost was a free ad in Playboy that brought in over 
12,000 responses and many new members.
In retrospect, we entered into a close collaboration 
witli Fonda. Lane and the others without any real discus­
sion of roles and responsibilities. Since we all agreed that 
our goal was a national hearing lasting several days, we 
assumed that other problems would take care of them­
selves.
It was a mistake to think that celebrities like Jane 
Fonda and Mark Lane who were used to operating as free 
agents would submit to the discipline of a steering 
committee. We should have placed them, instead, on sin 
advisory panel where their visibility and political and 
money contacts would have been used without haring to 
tangle with them on broader strategic and tactical ques­
tions.
At any rate, less than three monlhs into planning for 
the Winter Soldier Investigation, most of the Vietnam 
veteran coordinators and Jeremy Rifkin had become 
adamant that WSI disassociate itself from Mark Lane. He 
had published a book. Conversations with Americans, 
which was denounced by a Vietnam expert in the Sunday 
Times Book Review as a shoddy piece of research.
Even in 1970. Mark Lane displayed the same pen­
chant for sleazy dealings and associations that led him, 
years later, to the jungles of Guyana. There, he climbed 
a tree to escape the brainwashed minions of his friend 
and client. Rev. Jim Jones, who had just ordered hun­
dreds of his followers to commit ritual suicide.
A1 Hubbard, the W A W s  representative on Winter 
Soldier, had originally been one of the veterans most 
critical of Lane. However, once he learned that Fonda
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wasn't willing to jettison her pal Mark, he promptly 
reversed himself. A1 was to have some additional credibil­
ity problems later on when it was disclosed that, despite 
his war stories, he'd never served in Vietnam.
So, a split occurred and the work of organizing 
national hearings proceeded along two parallel tracks. 
We at CC1 set our sights on a December event in Wash­
ington, DC, while the WSl's new organizers continued 
with the original plan to hold its hearings in Detroit. 
Fonda had insisted on this obscure venue because she 
saw it. mechanistically in my opinion, as a way to reach 
out to blue-collar America.
James Simon Kunen summarized the two hearings 
in his book Standard Operating Procedure as follows: 
"the goal of both events was the same—to show that 
American policies lead to war crimes—and the substance 
was similar. Some veterans testified at both. The WSI got 
less attention in the mass media and more in the under­
ground press.”
The National Veterans Inquiry, as we called the 
Washington event, sparked the participation of a number 
of active-duty personnel, especially those active in the 
Concerned Officers Movement. In January. 1971. we 
organized four COM members to file formal criminal 
charges against several U.S. generals for violations of 
international law.
The election of black radical Ronald Dellums as 
Congressman from the Bay Area also gave a boost to our 
efforts to expose war crimes policies. Within days after 
arriving in Washington, Ron agreed to turn over part of 
his office for an exhibition of war crime materials. We also 
convinced him that another large hearing under Con­
gressional auspices was needed.
Since the formal committees with jurisdiction over 
military operations were tightly controlled by pro-war 
hawks, we knew that official hearings were unlikely. 
Therefore. CCI began organizing for ad hoc hearings 
under Dellums’ leadership. In April 1971, we held four 
mornings of hearings on Capitol Hill. Twenty members of 
Congress attended some or all of the hearings.
One of the witnesses before the Dellums panel. 
Danny Notley of Minneapolis, described a massacre 
identical in all respects to that which occurred at My Lai. 
The only differences were that Notley's Army unit killed 
fewer civilians (about one hundred) and that the atrocity 
occurred thirteen months after My Lai. Typically, the 
Army responded by fryingto Notley to “name names." 
No less a luminary than Nixon's Counsel Fred Buzhardt 
contacted me seeking Notley's cooperation in identifying 
the guild (read: low-ranking) parties.
LookiNq BAck: WHat Did We Accoiviplish?
The fact that thousands of combat veterans were willing 
to “go public" to document U.S. war crimes policies in 
Indochina indicates how little legitimacy the war effort 
retained. For veterans who had been raised on a spiritual 
diet of unquestioning patriotism, participation in the 
various hearings represented a radical break with their 
pasts. The hearings helped them overcome their feelings
of powerlessness and allowed them to fight back against 
the military's cynical scapegoating. Their testimony chal­
lenged one of American's most guarded myths—the myth 
of its sacred purpose.
Recently, it has again become fashionable to talk 
about Vietnam as a war in which the military was not 
allowed to "do its job." George Bush repeatedly pledged 
that his military chiefs in the Persian Gulf would not have 
to fight with “one hand tied behind their backs.” I believe 
that our work in documenting the actual conduct of the 
Vietnam war has helped to counter this demagogy, at 
least among those who were called to fight there.
T5uw Anh
O d u  k ic k  nhb  g iU d n g  c a o  s u n g  
T h S n g  M g  l&nh kh& nh bade  cut ctth i’ 
R a  lh&! T o  g a n  hdn  b e o  b u n g  
A n h  h u n g  dau cur p h i i  m a y  rfau!
— T & H u u
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TN e I n ter n a tio n a l  W ar Cr im e s  
Co n feren c e , Oslo, June, 1971: 
E x c e r p t s  Fro m  t He D iARy oF O ne 
oF t He W it n e s s e s
Kenneth J. Campbell
The fallowing are excerpts from  a diary I kept while 
traveling with a delegation o f Americans and a Canadian 
to the International Commission oJEnquiry into U.S. Crimes 
in Indochina, held in Oslo. June 20-25, 1971. The delega­
tion consisted o f Dorothy Forman, o f Women Strike fo r  
Peace; Claire Culhane, a Canadian hospital volunteer in 
Vietnam; Frank Browning, a writer fo r Ramparts maga­
zine: and six members o f Vietnam Veterans Against the 
War: Danny Notley, former Army infantryman: Nathaii 
Hale, former Army interrogator: Randy Floyd, former Ma­
rine fighter-bomber pilot; K. Barton Osborn, former Army 
intelligence agent and CIA “Phoenix Program" operative; 
Larry Rottmann. former Army information officer; and 
myself, former Marine artillery forward observer. Early in 
the trip. Danny's wife Karenjoined us and remained as an 
important part o f our group. A little later, Bart’s cousinJim, 
a West Point cadet on his way to Germany fo r summer 
training, joined us and quietly and honestly observed. The 
delegation was put together by Tod Ensign and Jeremy 
Rifkin o f the Citizens Commission o f Inquiry, based in New 
York. Tod Ensign accompanied us to Oslo.
The significance o f this trip was that, fo r thefirst time 
during the Vietnam war, a broad group o f veterans o f 
Vietnam were able to provide to an international audience 
firsthand evidence o f  routine American policies which 
undercut the myth that the war was a "noble cause" worth 
fighting for. (The official record o f the conference can be 
found in The Wasted Nations, edited by Frank Browning 
and Dorothy Forman, Harper & Row. 1972).
The value o f this diary is that it provides the only 
record o f an amazing odyssey o f a group o f political 
neophytes who were committed to telling the world their 
story o f  what was actually happening in Vietnam. The 
diary has been extensively edited, however, because o f 
space considerations. —I<JC
Day 1: Wednesday, June 16, 1971, Philadelphia/ 
New York
Left Philly on the Metroliner for New York City; met 
Bart when he got off the same train. We took a taxi to CCI 
office where we met Tod and Danny. We were briefed and 
taken to the airport where we met Larry. Nathan. Dor­
othy, Claire and Frank. After several hours wait, we 
boarded Aeroflot (Soviet airline) and flew to London. We 
stopped in London for about an hour, then flew on to 
Moscow.
Day 2: Thursday, June 17th, Moscow
Arrived in Moscow, met Boris and Tamara (reps from 
Soviet Peace Committee) and waited 3-4 hours. Finally 
caught taxis to our luxurious Hotel Russia (6,000 rooms!).
World Petroleum Congress was meeting there and this 
upset everyone in our party. We got rooms and had 
dinner. (Drank too much vodka!) Later, we all went for a 
ride on the Moscow subway, and then we saw the 
changing of the guard at Lenin's tomb in Red Square, 
before returning to our hotel and going to bed.
Day 3: Friday, June 18th, Moscow
Up early for breakfast. I went with Tamara to get a 
photo for my visa. Had a good personal talk with her. 
Then all of us met with the Charge d’Affairs of North 
Vietnam (DRV) at his office. Very good meeting. Returned 
for lunch. Many of us had been requesting to go to the 
countryside and this was promised but never fulfilled. 
Instead, we met with Comrade Tarasov who is the Assis­
tant Head of the International Department of the Soviet 
Peace Committee. He was very cold and formal, unlike 
our Soviet guides and translators. Boris and Tamara. We 
had dinner, then went to the Kremlin on Tarasov's 
insistence. We met some Russian student vaudeville 
performers and exchanged gifts and song. Very moving 
for all! In the evening we went to the ballet. Returned and 
had supper. Then we went for a walk in Red Square.
After walking Tamara to the subway stop, Larry, 
Nathan and I decided to see if we could take off unat­
tended. We walked about a half-mile from our hotel but 
got tired and stopped in tire Hotel Metropol for a drink. 
Met a Scandinavian pilot and had a short, good talk. He 
invited us to Stockholm for the 28th of June to his yacht. 
Went into the bar, had a drink and took in the entertain­
ment. Went back to the hotel and crashed.
Day 4: Saturday, June 19th, Moscow/Helsinki/ 
Stockholm/Oslo/Utoya
Left the hotel with the DRV and Pathet Lao delega­
tion on the same bus. Went to the airport and flew out on 
the same flight during which we met General Sinkapo 
who led the counterattack on Lam Son 719. (U.S. inva­
sion of Laos, Operation “Dewey Canyon II").
We arrived in Helsinki about one and a half hours 
later without my blue bag. Nothing of great value in it, 
luckily. We went on a sight-seeing tour of Helsinki and 
established a deeper friendship on the bus with the 
Laotians. There were three beautiful Lao children with 
them. Had dinner at a hotel in Tapiola.
We returned to the airport and boarded a plane for 
Stockholm and were there just long enough to catch a 
plane for Oslo. Arrived in Oslo and were met by reps from 
Norway Antiwar Movement. We were whisked off (just the 
American vets and Frank) to the Island of Utoya. Utoya is 
about thirty miles north of Oslo, in the middle of a fjord 
and it is a picturesque "Democratic-Republic Socialist 
State." I t's maybe one-half mile long and one-quarter mile 
wide. About fifty guys and girls were waiting for us and 
they had an entire pig roasting over a pit. named “Nixon 
II.” (“Nixon I" was the year before.) Much beer, vodka, 
food, song and dance.
Day 5: Sunday, June 20th, Utoya
Awoke about 10am. had breakfast at the big house, 
played football with mostly Americans and some Norwe­
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gians. We used a soccer belli. Later. Nathan, Larry. 
Danny. Karen. Greta, Trina, another girl and 1 went down 
to the fjord and went skinny-dipping. The water was like 
ice!
I returned to the cottage with a headache and 
napped. Greta woke me with pleasant singing and guitar 
playing (Norwegian folk songs). I listened for about one 
hour then asked three Norwegian girls to take me around 
the island. It was a nice walk, especially on the rocks of 
the cliff. We stopped to have a beer with Stal, then the 
girls left the island.
By this time, almost all Norwegians (except for our 
large male "guides") were gone from the island. Stal. Nate. 
Bart, Phil, Danny, Karen, two Norwegian “heavies" and 
myself took a sauna. drinking cold beer and then running 
naked into the icy fjord. We did this twice. It was great!
That night we all sat around the fire in our cottage, 
played the guitar, sang folk songs and drank beer.
Day 6: Monday, June 21st (“Escape from Utoya!”)
We were alone on the island (except for our guides 
who acted more like guards!) Up until now all our 
questions about the conference had gone unanswered: 
all requests to go to Oslo frustrated. We were assured that 
we would be permitted to leave the island by 1 1am and 
that transport would be provided. About 1p m , faced with 
continued stonewalling by our hosts, we began a discus­
sion among ourselves of our growing concerns. By 2 pm  we 
began to get a feeling of confinement and we couldn't 
understand why we were not at least briefed. We were told 
by our hosts that we could not go to the conference in Oslo 
yet, because of fears for our safety. We felt this was 
bullshit and began to gel angry. By 3 pm  we decided to go 
ashore one way or the other. We got our bags, went down 
to the dock, and demanded the boat. We were prepared 
to take it. One of the “heavies," not happy, complied. 
When he got us to the other side, we told him when we 
reached Oslo we would notify the conference organizers 
where we were.
There were six of us (“Oslo Six") and we decided to 
take the bus. We took all recognizable buttons off. The 
bus came in fifteen minutes and we headed for Oslo. The 
bus trip took about an hour. We got off in Oslo and 
decided to get a hotel room, eat, then contact the confer­
ence organizers. We knew they must be climbing the 
walls over our disappearance. We wandered around 
getting directions until we found the Hotel Regina, where 
we got rooms for the night. Then we went to eat at the big 
station by the waterfront. Nice meal: we were starved!
We then went for a walk while Lariy went to the 
conference organizers with our demands. They were: 1) a 
briefing: 2) explain who the "International Commission of 
Enquiry" is; 3) tell us what will happen to our testimony: 
4) explain why we were isolated from the conference; 5) 
give us open return airline tickets so that we can get off 
the plane at London to visit the Vietnamese in Paris. We 
wanted a meeting that night or no testimony in the 
morning. We walked around town abut an hour, then 
returned to the hotel. About fifteen minutes later. Larry 
returned with the answer: They were upset but would 
have all the biggies of the conference meet with us at our
hotel at 9 p m . Tod Ensign arrived and we explained our 
situation to him. Gradually, all people concerned arrived 
and we held the meeting. Results: we were briefed, all 
written materials concerning the conference were pro­
vided, we were allowed to attend the conference whenever 
we pleased, all questions were answered, an apology was 
given for lack of communication, etc. Also, tickets for 
open flight to London/Paris promised, if possible to 
persuade the Soviets.
We were satisfied and agreed to testify. It all seemed 
like a big misunderstanding. We also arranged another 
meeting for lunch with Hans Frank (Commission Presi­
dent) for the next day to work out any final problems 
before we testified. The meeting adjourned, and I re­
turned to my room and worked on my testimony, then 
retired.
Day 7: Tuesday, June 22nd, Oslo
Awoke early, had breakfast, then we all checked out 
of the hotel. We went to the conference, listened to the 
Vietnamese witnesses. Don Luce, then our own testi­
mony. First Danny, then Nate, me, then Randy, it went 
well.
Our group then had a meeting with the DRV delega­
tion in the conference room. One of the members of the 
PRG delegation, Nguyen Van Tien, and the President of 
the DRV Supreme Court, Pham Van Bach, were there. 
Meeting was good and we were invited to meet with 
Madame Binh in Paris on our way home.
We then went to check into a hotel for the rest of our 
stay in Oslo. After settling in we went to meet with the 
Pathet Lao. We soon confronted an American who fol­
lowed us into Danny's hotel and sat in the lobby with us.
I asked him if he worked for the CLA. CID. FBI or the 
American Embassy. He looked surprised and uneasy, 
but replied that he was a deserter and studying in Oslo. 
We left, but Larry hung back and noticed him leave the 
hotel and get into a Norwegian police car up the street and 
drive away!?
The meeting with the Pathet Lao delegation was 
intense and emotional. General Sinkapo welcomed us; 
we exchanged gifts and they gave us pictures of two 
American pilots killed in Laos so that we could notify their 
families. General Sinkapo told us we were his “little 
brothers" and promised to help us whenever we needed 
him. After the meeting we went back to our hotels and 
slept.
Day 11: Saturday, June 26th, Utoya/Oslo/Moscow
Got up about 7 a m  to leave the island. Said a difficult 
good-bye to Norwegians. We went by car to Oslo where we 
met the rest of the Americans, the Vietnamese and the 
Laotians; then boarded a bus to the airport. After a short 
slop in Stockholm, we arrived in Moscow and were met by 
Boris and Tamara. At the airport, we held a press 
conference concerning the success of the Oslo confer­
ence. Chief Justice Smirnoff of the Soviet Supreme Court 
spoke for the Soviet delegation and I spoke for the 
American delegation.
We then went to the Hotel Ukraine in the center of the 
city. After a nice dinner. Randy and I went for a walk and
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ran into two hawkers trying to exchange money. We also 
ran into a right-wing artist, which surprised us a little. 
We returned and slept well.
Day 12: Sunday. June 27th. Moscow
Awoke, ate breakfast, then went on a tour of the 
economic, scientific, and cultural exhibit. 1 was tired and 
bored. We had lunch there and after our return I napped. 
At 7 pm  we went for a meeting with the PRG and the DRV 
aL tire DRV Embassy. It was a very moving meeting. Each 
delegation sang songs. Randy. Bart and I sang “Where 
Have All the Flowers Gone?" The Vietnamese loved it! 
After about one-and-a-half hours, we returned to our 
hotel and had dinner. In the hotel restaurant, after 
dinner, we and some Canadians sang folks songs and 
some “oldies.” The Russian patrons weren’t sure what to 
make of us. Then we went to the Canadian's room for a 
little party until about 1am. when I went back to my room 
to gel some sleep.
Day 14: Tuesday, June 29th, London
We had breakfast and caught the train to Dover. At 
Dover we boarded the ferry for Calais. On the ferry, two 
Frenchmen in suits kept an eye on us and took pictures 
of us. At Calais, we boarded the train to Paris. Once on tire 
train and in our compartment, we noticed an American 
hanging around just within earshot of our door. He had 
a short, military-style haircut, wore a sports coat and 
slacks, standard military-issue black dress shoes, and 
military-issue sun glasses. Bart, our resident ex-agent, 
struck up a conversation with him and he told Bart that 
he was studying in Paris during the summer. Bart 
returned to our compartment entirely convinced, based 
on some glaring inconsistencies in his story, that this 
American listening at our door was a bumbling U.S. 
military intelligence agent assigned to keep us under 
surveillance.
A bit later, we secretly convinced a young Spanish 
woman, who we had earlier met on tire train, to approach 
our suspicious American and strike up a conversation. 
She did. and returned to tell us that he gave her a 
completely different story: he was an executive traveling 
to Germany to visit an industrial plant.
From that Lime on, for our own amusement, we 
turned the tables on our American agent by staying very 
close to him and taking his picture. When we reached 
Paris, he gathered his bags in each hand and ran from the 
train and through tire station to get away from us.
Day 15: Wednesday, June 30, Paris
Woke, had breakfast, and called tire PRG delegation 
only to find out our meeting with Madam Binh would have 
to be postponed because of imminent developments in 
tire peace talks. That evening we went to hear Sartre 
speak to a large audience at a meeting to protest the 
impending destruction of Les Halles. Larry wrote a note 
expressing our support for the students' and workers' 
struggle to retain Les Halles and when it was read aloud 
from the podium, we were asked to stand and we received 
a prolonged, enthusiastic standing ovation.
Later, accompanying three French students to the 
site of the Les Halles demonstration, I just barely escaped 
the French riot police when they closed in to violently 
break up the crowds.
Day 16: Thursday, July 1st, Paris
Went to tire hotel where the Peace Talks were being 
held. 1 had coffee in a cafe across the street and was soon 
joined by Larry, Nathan, Karen and Danny. Ambassador 
David Bruce arrived and the American tourists clapped 
and waved. Madam Binh arrived, we clapped, she waved, 
and we were seized by the French police.
After ten minutes of questioning in a side alley, Larry 
and I were released (we had reacted calmly), Danny and 
Karen were taken away (they had reacted with verbal 
hostility), as was Nathan (he d idn 't have his passport with 
him).
Representatives of CBS TV filmed tire incident and 
later offered Larry and me their help. We explained who 
we were and why we were there, but thanked them and 
declined their help. Later. Bart showed up at the French 
police station with Nate's passport and all three were 
released.
Day 18: Saturday, July 3rd (my birthday), Paris
Got up. had breakfast, and went with Ian to straighten 
out my hotel problem. Ian lost the argument and I paid 
seven-and-a-half francs compensation. We went to Holly's 
for lunch. Larry and I got into an argument that almost 
came to blows. (We are all getting on each other's nerves!) 
Later, we all went to the Quaker Center and met with a 
group of American deserters. One of them, John (a bit 
drunk), mentioned sarcastically how well our group gets 
along. We replied that we had our shortcomings, but we 
worked well together.
The deserters then presented their requests: 1) help 
them establish contact with the U.S. movement: 2) get GI 
papers to them: 3) get W A W  literature to them; 4) 
distribute their newspaper: 5) get word to the States that 
they need help. The meeting went well, and later, at 
Kathy's apartment, Larry, Nathan, Danny. Karen. Laurent. 
Kathy and Kathy’s parents presented me with a birthday 
cake. (Chocolate, two layers, chocolate icing. Great!) We 
had a nice little party and then several of us went to an 
African folk dance: then returned to Kathy's and slept.
Day 20: Monday, July 5, Rome
Had a very pleasant breakfast. We then had an 
interview with an Italian communist newspaper. Later, 
we addressed a large meeting of the Italian Vietnam 
Movement. I walked back to the hotel Ure long way to see 
the city. We had dinner around 7 p m , after which we sang 
Happy Birthday to Karen and gave her a cake Danny had 
bought for her earlier in the day. I showered and took a 
nap, then about midnight I went for a walk, a burger and 
a beer.
Day 21: Tuesday, July 6th, Rome
Bart and his cousin Jim arrived this morning. We 
met our translator and guide. Martha, and she took us to 
the Vatican and the Coliseum. We had lunch with an
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Day 22: Wednesday, July 7th, Rome
Went to the Italian Vietnam Movement building for 
a large press conference. We were joined by a popular 
Italian actress (Jane Fonda of the Italian Movement?). 
Martha then took us to the Catacombs and the Forum. 
Because we stepped out of a limousine and looked like 
hippies, some American tourists concluded that we must 
be a famous rock group and they started taking pictures 
of us. We smiled for them.
We returned to the hotel, had dinner and then went 
back to the Movement building where we addressed a 
youth group meeting.
Day 23: Thursday, July 8th, Rome/Bologna
Official government cars arrived from Bologna about 
9 a m , with Laura as our guide. After about two hours on 
the road, we stopped in a hilltop village, toured a museum 
and a church, had a terrific lunch, and we were off again. 
The cars were new Alfa-Romeo 1750s. and the crazy 
drivers insisted on fully testing them out on the open 
road. We hit speeds of close to two-hundred kilometers an 
hour a couple of times as the three drivers, laughing like 
little boys with new toys, raced against each other and we 
screamed at them to slow down.
We arrived in Bologna about 6pm and washed up and 
napped. At 8pm we gathered to go to the city’s main 
square. We were led to a side court for our protection (we 
were told fascists had made threats against our lives). 
When it was 9 : 3 0 p m  and dark, we were led out onto a stage 
and took our seats with an Italian Nobel laureate, a 
senator, the mayor of Bologna and our translators. Laura 
and Silvans. The square was filled with several thousand 
people. We delivered what turned out to be our best, most 
moving presentation, and the crowd responded by clap­
ping, shaking our hands and hugging us. One police 
officer, with tears streaming from his eyes, took his badge 
from his uniform, pressed it into Larry's hand and 
hugged him. The entire event was intensely moving for all 
of us.
After the meeting we went to the hotel for dinner, 
drinking and singing. The Italians—some of them former 
WWII partisans—sang "Bella Ciao!"
Day 24: Friday, July 9th, Florence
Attended a cocktail party thrown for us by some 
wealthy (somewhat snobby) supporters of the Movement. 
Later we made our presentation at the Congress Hall. 
Despite a cold beginning, we did a good job. (Must be our 
nerves.) We met a couple of American girls who were 
having trouble understanding why we were doing what 
we were doing. 1 walked and talked with them until 
almost dawn and then I returned to my hotel and slept.
Day 25: Saturday, July 10th, Florence/Paris
Our drivers on the way to the industrial city of Prato 
were packing pistols. We nervously asked about this and 
were told that additional fascist threats against us had 
been made. We were put up in a hotel and had dinner with 
our guide, Roberto, and other members of the Movement. 
They sang “Bella Ciao!" for us and wrote down the words
at our request. We went to the meeting, made a strong, 
emotional presentation, and brought the house down.
We invited an American woman. Connie, and her 
Italian husband, Sergio, to join us at our hotel. Our 
bodyguards strongly disapproved, but we insisted. After 
some drinking and talking. Connie and Sergio left, and 
our faithful guards, two armed with pistols on each of our 
floors, and one with a submachine gun in the parking lot 
in front of the hotel, stayed up all night waiting for the 
fascists.
Tire next day. Larry. Nathan. Randy. Danny and Karen 
went back to Paris and met with Madame Binh. They then 
returned to New York where U.S. government agents 
seized all of their materials relating to the Oslo Conference 
and related political meetings. Bart, his cousin Jim. and I 
rented a car and drove north, over the Alps and into 
Germany to deliver Jim to his military base. After visiting 
my sister and brother-in-law outside of Frankfurt. Bart 
arid I drove on to Belgium, where we boarded the Dover 
ferry, then took a train to London, and a plane to New York. 
On the ground in New York, having learned of our compa­
triots ’ experience, we slipped into a line of passengersfrom 
a Madrid flight and avoided the waiting government 
officials. That is how this diary survived.
New Product
Weptronics proudly announces the publi­
cation of the first volume of its What If?
"Aimed Right" Nostalgia Guides. Through the modern 
and timely miracle of Hawking TimeWarp 
technology, Weptronics can identify, with 
a 99% certainty, what your life would have 
been like had you not gone to war in Viet 
Nam. We will show you where you would 
have finished school, what profession you 
would have gone into, and, most impor­
tantly, who you would have married. Would 
you have married Sally? You remember... 
the one that wouldn’t put out before you 
left.... She and your friend John.... Well, do 
we have to go into detail? (Better yet, we 
have pictures. Yes. for the first time you 
can compare what your life might have 
been and what it is now: dollars, social 
status, children, and who you might have 
been. It's all there. Now you will know who 
look that high paying job in the textile mill 
while you now tighten lug nuts at Mr. Tire. 
Boy will you be surprised. Hurry, for we 
only have a few of these wonderful volumes 
available. You need this on your brick and 
board book case righ t next to The Reconcili­
ation Speeches of Henry Kissinger.
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R a p e  ANd t Ii e  W In ter  So ld iER
Susan Jeffords, English Department, University o f  
Washington, Seattle, WA 98195.
Farrell: Our platoon sergeant told us... he said, "If 
there's a woman in a hootch, lift up her dress, you 
know, and tell by her sex; if it's a male, kill him; and if 
it's a female, rape her." (Congressional Record, 6 Apr 
1971 |CR]: E2922)
The Winter Soldier testimonies are filled with crimes 
committed during wartime against Vietnamese women.1 
In addition to the suffering brought to women’s lives by 
the forced evacuation of villages, the spraying of toxic 
defoliants that often led to birth defects in their children, 
and the indiscriminate shooting at women working in the 
fields or living in villages, uncounted Vietnamese women 
were raped or physically abused by U.S. troops during 
the war.
As in so much of the testimony, the men offering 
these accounts do not name themselves as active partici­
pants. Instead, it is usually a nondescript “they” who is 
being identified as guilty of a ware crime. For example;
Camile: I  saw  one case where a woman was shot by a 
sniper.... And the LL  said to kill her. So he ripped off her 
clothes, they stabbed her in both breasts, they spread 
eagled her and shoved an E-tool up her vagina. (CR: 
E2828; italics added)
Distancing is sometimes accomplished through language 
by using what in this case it seems somewhat ironic to 
call the passive voice:
Mallory: On one occasion, a North Vietnamese Army 
nurse w as k illed  by 11th Armored Cavalry troops: 
subsequently a grease gun of the type used in automo- 
Uve w as p la ced  in her vagina and she w as p a ck ed  full 
of grease. (CR: E2832: italics added)
The closest anyone comes to identifying his own role in a 
rape is to admit that he was a spectator:
Galbally: She was taken out, raped by six or seven 
people [sicl in front of her family, in f r o n t  o f  us, and the 
villagers.
Though, as the same soldier goes on to point out, his 
spectator’s role was not a onetime paralysis of action, but 
a continuous position:
Galbally: This wasn't just one incident; this was just 
the first one I can remember. 1 know of 10 or 15 of such 
incidents at least. [CR: E2880)
This distancing certainly is understandable, in terms 
of these soldiers' reluctance to indict themselves both 
morally and legally in these actions. But for a series of 
testimonies whose stated purpose was to reveal the 
systemic military endorsements of war crimes (even to 
the point of silencing veterans who wanted to name 
individual officers), these men seemed to be anxiously
evading their participation in that system by denying 
their individual participation in these rapes. This denial 
goes so far as to suggest at some points that even the 
soldiers who participated in these activities are not to be 
held wholly responsible for them:
Kangas: 1 think it took many of the GIs who have been 
talking here for a long time and a lot of soul-searching 
to be able to come out publicly and talk about the war 
crimes they 've  been m ad e to com m it. (CR: E2843)
In otherwords, the military system somehow forced these 
men to commit what are being identified as war crimes. 
One testimony, is a story told clearly to indict rape, even 
presents it as if, in some way, the women themselves, and 
not the soldiers, were partially responsible.
Hunter: The civilian population was brought out to one 
end of the village, and the women... were separated.... 
They were told at gunpoint that if they did not submit 
to the sexual desires of any GI who was there guarding 
them, they would be shot for running away... They got 
the point across because three women sub m itted  to the 
raping of the GIs. (CR: E2837)
It is as if somehow women agreed to be raped by "submit­
ting" to it.
But there’s an odd deflection going on here in these 
two last examples. In one case, soldiers were "forced" to 
commit war crimes: in the other, women “submitted" to 
being raped. Both of these vectors of irresponsibility 
converge in the individual soldier: the one who has no will 
to resist military persuasion, yet who can accept the 
seemingly willed submission to his pressured acts. In the 
Winter Soldier scenario, the soldier seems to be both 
aggressor and victim. being a spectator to war crimes and 
yet never fully participating in them or being fully respon­
sible for them. The soldier described in these testimonies 
seems to be caught between worlds: that of aggressor and 
victim, that of systemic and individual responsibility, 
that of guilt and innocence.
In a book on the Bedouin tribes of the Sinai desert, 
tribes that have lived under changing military occupa­
tions for decades, Smadar Lavie talks about what she 
calls "liminal" figures, people who seem to fit in no one of 
the demarcated social groups of the tribe: madwomen, 
smugglers, fools, old women, and sheikhs (who are 
liaisons between the tribe and the changing governments 
that affect Bedouin life.) What interests her about these 
socially identified characters is that, caught between two 
worlds (of sanity and insanity, oflegalily and illegality, of 
rationality and irrationality, of youth and age, of govern­
ment and tribal law), and not clearly significant leaders 
of their tribes, these characters nonetheless hold a vital 
position for their communities. In particular, Lavie traces 
their role in discussions when the conflicts between those 
two worlds seem insurmountable: ‘They erupted with 
their monologues when an ordinary' discussion disinte­
grated and could not reach a harmonious end."2
This, I want to argue, is the situation of these 
veterans, but their stories of rape have moved, since the 
war, from individual testimony to tire symbolic commu­
nal level of Lavie’s characters. The story of rape has
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become the means by which the apparently unnegotiable 
contradictions about the Vietnam War, gender, and 
social responsibility come to "reach a harmonious end.” 
And the goal of the Winter Soldier testimonies to move 
from individual actions to systemic indictments is the 
first step in this process.
Psychiatrist Robert J. Lifton marked this ambivalent 
position for the soldier during the testimonies:
Anybody who comes back from Vietnam, just as any­
body who underwent an atomic bomb in Hiroshima...
becomes a survivor of that experience and in Vietnam
one has the added element ofhaving been... an execu­
tioner as well as a victim. (CR: E2864; italics added)
Lifton then goes on to say that the struggle for the 
returning veteran is to "re-integrate himself, find integ­
rity in his life." and that he can choose to do so in one of 
two ways: either by reinforcing the values of the mili­
tary—joining the police force, for example—or exposing 
them, "exposing the very meaninglessness of the Vietnam 
war"—becoming a Winter Soldier. Importantly, though 
aimed at opposite political purposes, both strategies— 
whether reaffirmation or exposure—work toward the 
reintegration of the veteran. Obviously, Lifton concludes 
that this reintegration works at the level of the individual. 
What I want to talk about instead is how it works 
symbolically at the level of cultural information as well, 
how the reaffirmation or the exposure of military values, 
particularly the exposure, which works in the society as 
a whole, with tire figure of the veteran executioner/victim 
at its center.
Vietnam war tilms. for example, have gone through 
several general phases that reflect this effort to find 
cultural reintegration. There were first the 1970s B- 
movies, which concentrated on what George Sweiers 
called the “demented vet syndrome": “No grade-B melo­
drama was complete without its standard vet—a psy­
chotic, ax-wielding rapist."3 Then came the first of the 
blockbusters—The Deerhunter, Coming Come, Apoca­
lypse Now, FirstBlood, Rambo, and others—Hollywood’s 
use of the Vietnam war in the 1980s to criticize bureau­
cracies, expose institutional failings, and reveal the inad­
equacies of shifting government policies. These were the 
films that really introduced us to the image of the veteran 
who was abused by his own government and military, a 
veteran who was, as these films showed, a victim, but a 
victim who could, by forming emotional bonds, become a 
survivor.
Then came the films of the late 1980s and early 
1990s, the films that move away from victimization to 
that liminal position caught between two worlds, films 
that show the soldier to be what Robert Lifton called him 
twenty years before, both victim and executioner. These 
films—Platoon, Casualties o f War, Bat-21, Blind Fury, 
Bom on the Fourth o f July, or Jacob's Ladder— show 
characters whose initial belief in their role as executioner 
turns, through their experience of war, into a disillusion­
ment that leaves them victimized by the very cause they 
thought they were fighting for. In Platoon, after witness­
ing a near-miss My Lai and the forced evacuation of 
Vietnamese villagers, Chris Taylor’s enlistment fantasies
turn quickly sour, until he becomes a hunted victim of 
the very mem. Sergeant Barnes, who represents what the 
military has become—brutality, expediency, and inhu­
manity. In Casualties o f War, Private Eriksson becomes 
a victim of a military hush-up when his moral standards 
get in the way of his participation in a gang rape of a 
Vietnamese woman, a rape committed by soldiers he had 
previously admired and trusted. In Bat-21, an Air Force 
navigation specialist changes his opinions about the war 
and the role of bombing when he gets shot down and is 
forced to experience the indiscriminate devastation of a 
military policy he had never before had to see. Blind Fury 
shows how a man who had been killing the Vietnamese 
comes to love and learn from them when they discover 
him blinded by a mortar attack, betrayed and left for dead 
by his own companions. Bom on the Fourth o f July 
reveals the disillusionment of a gung-ho soldier who 
realizes that his role as an executioner begins to include 
his own men and who is finally victimized by the Veterans 
Administration in their failure to treat his paralysis. 
Jacob's Ladder takes July one step farther by showing 
that U.S. soldiers’ roles as executioners work better 
against their own side Ilian against the Vietnamese, as 
the military’s use of a platoon of men as guinea pigs to test 
a new drug encourages their violent and indiscriminate 
killing of each other.
Each of these films expressly presents what were 
identified in the Winter Soldier testimonies as war crimes: 
the massacre of Vietnamese people and the burning of 
their villages, the rape of Vietnamese women, the indis­
criminate bombing of civilian populations, the killing of 
U.S. soldiers by U.S. soldiers, and military cover-ups. 
What does it mean that these war crimes are finally being 
dealt with at a broad social level, not only twenty years 
after they were first revealed, but through the eyes of the 
liminal figure, the soldier who is both executioner and 
victim.
While the soldiers who were testifying at the Winter 
Soldier hearings were deliberately and, in many cases, 
painfully speaking about their individual experiences, 
the hearings were already involved in creating a compos­
ite "character” that would linger past these individual 
statements—the character of the "winter soldier":
Crandell: Like the winter soldiers of 1776 who stayed 
after they had served their time, we veterans of Viet­
nam know that America is in grave danger. What 
threatens our country is not Redcoats or even Reds: it 
is our crimes thal are destroying our national unity by 
separating those of our countrymen who deplore these 
acts from those our countrymen who refuse to examine 
what is being done in America’s name. (CR: E2826)
In this third phase of Hollywood films, what we might 
even come to call the "winter soldier phase” comes to the 
foreground, as these films, like the testimonies, work to 
"separate” groups of men. For the testimonies that sepa­
ration was between those who deplore war crimes from 
those who deny them. In the films, very much the same 
kind of separation is taking place, where the character 
who comes to deplore the crimes committed evolves as 
the hero of the narrative, the one person who is able to
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stand up to and speak out against the bureaucracy that 
is not only attempting to silence him but, in some cases, 
to kill him.
There are many reasons why these winter soldier 
films would be produced, not during or immediately after 
the Vietnam war. but in the late 1980s and early 1990s. 
Some of these reasons have to do with the fact that many 
of the crimes committed during that war were never 
culturally acknowledged on a large scale. Some reasons 
have to do with the fact that many of those crimes 
continue to be committed by the U.S. government, though 
no longer expressly during wartime. But both of these 
reasons would suggest that the U.S. public is not only 
prepared but, by the popularity of these films, anxious to 
criticize the government and military that committed and 
continues to commit these crimes. I do not believe this is 
the case. Instead, there are two other reasons I would like 
to foreground here.
One reason has to do. not with the Vietnam war, but 
with the symbolic character the Vietnam veteran has 
come to play in U.S. culture. In this case, the Vietnam 
soldier is no longer. I believe, telling us something about 
that war. but offering a vehicle for a negotiation of exactly 
whaL Lavie recognized to be irreconcilable social discus­
sions. When “an ordinary discussion disintegrated and 
could not reach a harmonious end.” she said, these 
symbolic characters stepped forward to tell their tales, 
tales that would, temporarily, resolve tensions and allow 
other social relations to go on. U.S. culture has, in many 
ways, reached such impasses, in discussions about 
national identity, economic production, racism, gender 
differences, issues of sexuality, AIDS, international rela­
tions. and more. And while no clear-cut answers to these 
issues seem forthcoming, there is one vector that pro­
vides some reassurance of a cultural identity that can 
enable conversations to go on—tire identity o f a "good 
man," the man who will not allow injustice to continue, 
the man who will prevent abuse, the man who will not 
remain silent in the face of illegality and immorality. This 
is the vision that a facet of U.S. dominant culture is 
offering as a means to keep conversations about U.S. 
national identity going. And that vision depends, in many 
ways, on these portrayals of the Vietnam soldier.
In each case, we see a man who, though initially 
persuaded by the stated purposes of the war, comes to 
recognize the illusory nature of these statements. He 
comes, in oilier words, to understand not only the 
position of the executioner, but that of the victim as well. 
It is this understanding that ennobles him. For a nation 
that feels it has lost its power to be an executioner, this 
understanding provides a way out of defeat, a way to 
retain an identity of superior justice and morality while 
giving up the superiorities of money, race, production, 
and international power. It is then, not an empowerment 
to action, but an assuagement of defeat.
The second reason these films are successful now 
leads more directly back to the subject that started this 
essay, the crime of rape. Because rape continues to be 
one of the most widely committed crimes in the U.S., 
continues to be a crime that one out of three women will 
have committed against them in their lifetime, it makes.
at least to me. a great deal of sense for popular cultural 
messages to be suggesting that there are “good men" out 
there. This second reason goes a long way toward moving 
rape away from being considered as a "war crime" to being 
considered as a U.S. crime, one that is not a product of 
war. but instead one that soldiers carry with them when 
they go to war.
But, it might be objected, not all of this last group of 
Films is about rape. Only Casualties o f War explicitly 
and Platoon implicitly present rape as a war crime. But 
it is the metaphor of victimization that links these films 
about rape with those about other war crimes. The link 
is provided through the image that Larry Heinemann 
probably did the most to convey in his novel, Paco’s 
Story, the image that the Vietnam veteran was “raped" by 
his society, both in the fighting of the war. and in his 
treatment upon returning from the war. In this way. and 
I can speak about this only briefly here, rape becomes the 
culturally representative “weir crime.” It becomes, through 
the use of the metaphor of rape, a means of expanding the 
winter soldier testimonies to include another war crime 
altogether, that committed against the U.S. soldier who 
fought in the war.
In this way, 1 would suggest, none of these films, and 
very little of the Winter Soldier testimony, is "about" the 
rape of Vietnamese women at all. They are instead about 
U.S. national identity, about the shift from seeing the 
Vietnam soldier as execution to seeing him as victim, 
about a sense of social and cultural crisis about U.S. 
values, or abut the search for "a few good men." And the 
Winter Soldier figure, tire Winter Soldier film, help to tell 
that story in such a way that these cultural and social 
contradictions don't erupt into battles over identity, but 
can be resolved through a search for "self-integration.” 
And as long as we let this soldier speak, those resolutions 
will continue. As long as we let this soldier speak, there 
will be more crimes.
Notes
1 Very little evidence exists to document crimes committed 
against U.S. women. As the personal testimony of U.S. 
women who served in Vietnam during the war makes 
apparent, such information was suppressed by the mili­
tary. And no U.S. veterans have come forward to speak, as 
they did during the Winter Soldier testimonies, about their 
abuse of U.S. women.
2 Smadar Lavie. T h e  Poetics  o jM ilita ry  O ccupa tion  (Berkeley: 
University of California Press) 1990: 28.
3 George Sweiers, “'Demented Vets' and Other Myths: The 
Moral Obligation ofVeterans," in Harrison E. Salisbury, ed., 
Vietnam R econs id ered : Lessons  f r o m  a  W a r (New York: 
Harper and Row) 1984: 198.
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S t a t e  R a pe : R epresen ta tio n s  of R ape 
in V iET Nam
Karen Stuhldreher. Political Science Department, Univer­
sity of Washington. Seattle. VV7Y 98195.
The act of raping women is largely understood to be an 
inevitable consequence of war. As General George S. 
Patton predicted during World War II. "there would 
unquestionably be some raping.”1 Rape and the mutila­
tion of women's bodies are evidently part of the usual 
military fare in war. During the Vietnam war. rape was in 
fact an all too common occurrence, often described by GIs 
as SOP—standard operating procedure.2 "That’s an ev­
eryday affair... you can nail just about everybody on 
that—at least once,” offered a squad leader in the 34d 
Platoon of Charlie Company when questioned by a re­
porter about the rape that occurred at My Lai.3 Another 
GI, Joe Galbally, when testifying for the Winter Soldier 
Investigation, concluded his report about a specific inci­
dent of gang rape by American soldiers by saying, 'This 
wasn't just one incident: this was the first one I can 
remember. I know of 10 or 15 such incidents at least." 
Galbally was in Vietnam for one year, from 1967-1968J
In fact, very few American GIs were "nailed” for rape 
in Vietnam. Despite the fact that it is a crime according 
to international law, prohibited under the Geneva Con­
vention and punishable by death or imprisonment under 
Article 120 of the American Uniform Code of Military 
Justice, acts of rape were rarely reported and seldom 
convicted during the Vietnam war.5 The number of rape 
cases tried did not nearly reflect tire rampancy of rape in 
Vietnam. The conviction rates were low and the sen­
tences extremely light. In Against Our Will, Susan 
Brownmiller provides Army court-martial statistics for 
rape and related charges: only fifty-eight percent of those 
tried between 1965 and 1973 were convicted.5 Informa­
tion on sentencing was difficult to come by. according to 
Brownmiller. She writes, "a sentence of two to eight years 
at hard labor might be typical for rape, even in cases in 
which the victim had been murdered: sodomy, attempted 
rape and attempted sodomy were preferred as charges 
because they carried lesser penalties: and sentences 
were routinely cut in half by a board of review."7
Justifications are many and varied for the reluc­
tance of the U.S. military to treat rape as a criminal 
offense, and for its subsequent persistence as a busi- 
ness-as-usual practice in Vietnam. But for the most part 
such rationalizations rest on the general perception of 
rape as an inevitable extension of wartime activity; it is 
accepted, even encouraged, as the way of war about 
which little can be done. What underlies this thin expres­
sion and overly simplistic explanation and how can we 
move toward a fuller, more critical understanding of why 
the practice of rape was allowed to become “an everyday 
affair" during the Vietnam war?
Although the question of motivation may seem sig­
nificant to gaining a further understanding of why the 
rape of Vietnamese women became “standard operating 
procedure," it may not be possible to reach any decisive
conclusions about such motivating factors. To the extent 
that we must rely on representations of rape provided 
primarily by American soldiers, we must instead direct 
our questions to Lhe ways in which rape has been 
represented during and since the war. How are images of 
rape in the Vietnam war presented in contemporary U .S. 
dominant culture? Moreover, why were these acts al­
lowed to remain virtually unreported and unprosecuted? 
Ultimately, there may be a link between the ways in which 
rape in Vietnam was and continues to be represented and 
the fact that despite its rampancy, it has received little 
critical attention by either the media or the military.
In Vietnam, according to Jacqueline E. Lawson. 
'jr]aping a Vietnamese woman became a hallmark of the 
guerrilla phase of the war." In her article entitled, '"She's 
a pretty woman... for a gook': The Misogyny of the 
Vietnam War." Lawson explains that for "young American 
males intent on asserting their superiority, their potency, 
their manhood, (and by extension their country’s)... 
raping a woman in a combat zone is something a man 
'has' to do. ‘needs’ to do. has the 'right' to do.”8 The 
persistent practice of rape in war is evocative of the 
misogyny of war as an extension of masculine hegemony. 
Lawson is very explicit on this last point: "War does not 
create misogynists (nor rapists)." Rather, a "predisposi­
tion to misogyny, expressed explicitly though by no 
means exclusively in acts of violence against women, is 
build into the veiy fabric of American culture."9 In short, 
“Ir]ape is a part of war because rape is a part of male- 
centered culture."10 Lawson perceives rape as an out­
come of a masculine dominated gender system: rape is 
more a violent than a sexual crime against women.
Lawson’s critical analysis of rape, however, con­
trasts sharply with how rape is most often depicted in the 
numerous films and novels about the war. Based on the 
stories and narratives of American GIs in Vietnam, these 
representations suggest that rape in Vietnam "reared its 
head as a way to relieve boredom as American GIs 
searched and destroyed in the highlands of Vietnam.”11 
For instance, after being denied access to the brothels off 
base, Sergeant Tony Meserve (Sean Penn) in Casualties 
of War (1989) informs his squad for an 'R&R'. “We're 
going to requisition us a girl to break up the boredom and 
keep up morale," Meserve explains.
Significantly, rapes of Vietnamese women by Ameri­
can soldiers in contemporary films, such as Casualties 
of War and Platoon (1986), novels such as Larry 
Heinemann's National Book Award winner Paco's Story. 
and the narratives of American GIs in Mark Baker's Nam. 
strongly emphasize sex as a motivating factor. Talk of 
"R&R," "having a little fun," and "needing a turn-on" is 
common in such rape scenes. While these representa­
tions of rape are unquestionably violent, the motivation 
provided by the narratives noticeably highlights the 
sexual. In oilier words, the line between sex and violence 
becomes blurred in these popular, dominant culture 
portrayals of the Vietnam war and its atrocities.
This blurring of sex and violence has everything to do 
with the source and the context of these images of rape 
and the way in which they are mediated for cultural
155
ViET Nam G eneration
consumption. The raping of Vietnamese women by Ameri­
can men is not described by the victims, who more often 
than not were murdered. Neither women nor the Viet­
namese axe at the center of these representations.12 
Instead. American men (and predominantly white Ameri­
can men) and masculine hegemonic culture become both 
the source and the producing medium through which 
rape is re-presented. Whether we examine Casualties of 
War (based on the book by Daniel Lang, directed by Brian 
DePalma), or Paco's Story (a novel by Larry Heinemann 
who was a combat infantryman in Vietnam), the rapes on 
which both of these culLural productions turn are repre­
sented from the points of view of white American males.
When discussing modes of representation, in this 
case of rape in the Vietnam war. it is important to be clear 
about the notion of representation itself. Most simply, 
representation is a copy of the "real.” the “absence of 
presence.”13 Because what is “real” is therefore never 
wholly present to us—the viewers and readers—we must 
be aware of the ways in which the “real" is mediated 
through representational practices, as film or literature. 
As Michael Shapiro points out in The Politics o f Rep­
resentation, “we lose something when we think of rep­
resentation as mimetic. What we lose, in general, is 
insight into the institutions, actions and episodes through 
which the real has been fashioned..."" This fashioning, 
he goes on to explain, is a historically and culturally 
developed “imposition" which is “largely institutionalized 
in the prevailing kinds of meanings deeply inscribed on 
things, persons, and structures."15
Consideration of the medium or practice through 
which rape is represented is vital to any discussion of how 
rape is perceived and treated. In examining rape as it is 
represented in contemporary U.S. dominant culture, 
most often through the experiences of white male film­
makers, writers, or veterans, it is important to keep in 
mind that these representations are likely to have the 
effect of "reproducing or reinforcing the prevailing modes 
of power.”10 To the extent that hegemonic culture in the 
U.S. reflects a masculine dominated gender system, 
culturally produced representations will reinforce this 
structure.
Let’s examine some specific representations of rape 
during the Vietnam war. made available in the context of 
contemporary U.S. dominant culture. Their commonality 
is this context as well as the point of view of white 
American men on whose experience these stories are 
centered. Casualties o f War was adapted from Lang's 
1969 account o f an actual incident of GI gang rape in 
Vietnam. On patrol in the Central Highlands in 1966. a 
squad of five men chart out a detour to a small Vietnam­
ese village with the intent of kidnapping a young Viet­
namese woman. Their motive, precipitated by being 
denied access to the brothels the night before, is clearly 
portrayed as sexual gratification, or in the words of patrol 
leader Sergeant Meserve, “a little portable ‘R&R’ for the 
men.” The woman that they take, as she lies sleeping next 
to her sister, is picked out because she is “the pretty one.” 
She is not termed a "VC whore” until after one of the men. 
Private Sven Eriksson (Michael J. Fox) questions the 
patrol’s kidnapping and ruthless treatment of her. Al­
though she is treated brutally— tied, gagged, dragged, 
punched, and thrown—by the GIs from the time she is 
taken until she is murdered, she is also portrayed as a 
sexual object: “We’re going to have a little fun with her.” 
After raping her. the Sergeant is asked by one of the other 
men. “When was the last time you had a real woman. 
Sarge?” Meserve responds. “She was real. I think she was 
real.’’ The gang rape in Casualties o f War is not depicted 
solely as an act of violence against the enemy, nor entirely 
as an act of power and subjugation by white men over a 
Vietnamese woman. While violence and subjugation as 
forms of racism and sexism are certainly conveyed in the 
images surrounding the rape, male sexual desire—sex for 
the sake of sex—is an equally important motivation in 
this film representation of rape. In a dramatic buildup to 
the rape, Meserve underscores this sexual intent by 
holding his gun high and shouting. ‘The army calls this 
a weapon, but it ain’t!” He then recites the familiar
This is my weapon [hoisting his gun over his head)
This is my gun [grabbing his crotch)
This is for fighting.
This is for fun.
The verbal lashings directed at GIs who either refuse 
to participate or who interfere with a gang rape provide 
further illustration of the significance given to sexuality 
(as opposed to gender or race) in representation of rape. 
In Casualties o f War, the young “cherry." Erikkson is 
portrayed as the “hero" and protagonist of the film. 
Erikkson protests the kidnapping, tries to stop the rape, 
and refuses to participate in it. He is taunted, called a 
"queer." a homosexual, a "faggot," and a "VC sympa­
thizer" by the other men. In Oliver Stone's 1986 Academy 
Award winning Platoon. Claris Taylor (Charlie Sheen) 
comes upon a gang rape in the bushes after a nearby 
rill age has been torched. As he physically interferes to 
stop it the men yell. "What are you. a homosexual, 
Taylor?" The implication is that if a man is unwilling to 
rape a woman, he must be gay is indicative—this is 
indicative of the way in which sexuality is centered in 
such representations of rape. Although the justification 
for rape in war is often presented as racist (“she's a ’dink.' 
man"—from Platoon), or misogynist (“she’s a VC whore”— 
from Casualties o f War), the primary (though not the 
only) motivation is most often presented as sexual grati­
fication.17
In Heinemann's novel. Paco's Story, however, it is 
revenge that is presented as the catalyst for the horrific, 
brutal rape of a Vietnamese sniper wiao kills two Ameri­
can soldiers on a night watch just before dawn. This rape 
is clearly motivated by violent and vengeful anger to­
wards the young Viet Cong woman:
and finally Gallagher had had enough. The next thing 
you know, James, he had her by the hair and was 
swearing up a storm, hauling her this way and that (the 
spit bubbles at the comers of his mouth slurring his 
words) through Lhe company to this brick-and-stucco 
hooch... Gallagher waltzes her into the room at the 
side, no doubt a bedroom.10
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The context within which (his rape scene is drawn also 
includes a particularly racist description of the rape 
\ictim:
A peasant girl, not more than fourteen, say, or sixteen.
She was not beefy though None of the Viets were big...
But who knows maybe Viets enjoyed being gaunt and 
rickety, rheumy and toothless. Maybe.10
However, despite the racist and misogynist brutality 
with which this vicious rape is depicted, it is not por­
trayed absent of male sexual desire. Following a particu­
larly horrifying description of how the sniper is bound 
and strung up so tightly she is forced to bend her body 
over a wooden plank, the men who are lining up to rape 
her are portrayed this way:
Gallagher and Jonesy started to grin and wanted to 
laugh, and acouple of dudesdid laugh, because no one 
in the company had had any pussy for a month of 
Sundays (except for Lieutenant Slennet. who hadn't 
been in this man's army that long).20
Even in this most inhumane depiction of rape in Vietnam, 
male sexuality is included among the motivating factors. 
In this regard, rape is largely represented to be at least in 
part a sexual act as well as a violent crime against women 
or against the enemy. In short, there seems to be little 
distinction drawn between sex and violence in culturally 
produced representations of rape. Not coincidentally 
these images of rape in the Vietnam war mirror state­
ments from GIs that were given during the Winter Soldier 
Investigation in 1971. According to Sergeant Michael 
McClusker:
They were supposed to go after what they called a Viet 
Cong whore. They went into the village and instead of 
capturing her. they raped her—every man raped her.
As a matter of fact one man said to me later that it was 
the first time he had ever made love to a  w om an  with 
his boots on... But at any rate, they raped the girl, and 
then, the last man to m ake love to her shot her in the 
head.21
Quite apparently, there is some confusion here as to the 
nature of rape. From this masculinist viewpoint, rape is 
equivalent to "making love." The line between sex and 
violence is made to seem very unclear in depictions like 
these. From Mark Baker's Nam:
A gun is power. To some people carrying a gun con­
stantly was like having a permanent hard on. It was a 
pure sexua l trip  every time you got to pull the trigger.22
This conflation of sex and violence is disturbing on a 
number of levels. It is particularly troubling, however, 
when considering the consequences of presenting rape as 
a sexual, as well as a violent act. To the extent that little 
distinction is drawn between sex and violence, the rape 
of Vietnamese women (as well as American women) 
represented through these portrayals of war can be 
considered a “natural" outcome when men are isolated 
from women for extended periods of time.
You take a group of men and put them in a place where 
there are no round-eyed women. They are in an all­
male environment. Let's face it. N a tu re  is nature. There 
are women available. Those women are of another 
culture, another color, another society. You don't want 
a prostitute. You've got an M-16. What do you need to 
pay for a lady for? You go down to the village and you 
lake what you want.23
This explanation for the rampancy of rape during the 
Vietnam war is indicative of the reluctance on the part of 
the media as well as the military to report and prosecute 
these war crimes. This notion that rape is sexually 
motivated and therefore the logical outcome of male 
sexual desire, plays directly into myths that rape is 
spontaneous and victim-precipitated. These beliefs may 
not carry as much weight in war. where the question of 
what the victim wants is moot and where rape is standard 
operating procedure: however, in continuing to shape the 
overall conception of rape, these myths help to explain 
why rape in Vietnam during the war (as in the civilian 
U.S.) was so rarely reported or investigated and convic­
tion rates were so low. Ultimately these representations 
of rape as the consequence of uncontrolled male sexual 
desire lead directly back to Lhe simplistic justification: 
"boys will be boys." After all, how can the military hold 
men accountable when they are merely acting out the 
very masculine roles that they have been socialized to 
play?
Returning briefly to Jacqueline Lawson's analysis of 
rape as misogynist, it is important to point out that to the 
extent that she, too, relies on depictions of rape as 
represented by Vietnam veterans, she comes danger­
ously close to conflating sex and violence. Although I have 
argued that her conception of rape seems to turn on 
violence and not sexuality, it is not totally clear that this 
is the case. In questioning Lhe popular perception that 
the proliferation of violent acts against women during the 
Vietnam war are exclusively a consequence of the evils of 
war, Lawson writes: "This comforting but seductive view 
ignores the veiy real links between sex and violence that 
exist in our culture, links which help make war pos­
sible. ”2'’ While her intention is to explain rape in wartime 
Vietnam as a product of the systematic oppression of 
women in American society. Lawson does so by collaps­
ing male lust with power and by extension, with mi­
sogyny.25
The conflation of sex and violence, reflective of the 
depictions of rape provided by American soldiers, grows 
out of a failure to distinguish sexuality from gender.26 The 
misogyny and devaluation of women which inform our 
cultural codes are reflective of a masculine dominated 
gender system. These attitudes toward women are not a 
product of essential or biological differences between 
men and women. Nor is misogyny an extension of male 
desire. Rather, they are generated by the socially and 
culturally constructed gendered patterns that dictate 
men's and women’s lives. We have only to look as far as 
gay and lesbian produced images of sexual desire to see 
that gender is not determinate of sexuality. Hence, acts 
of violence against women must be understood not as 
sexual crimes but as gendered crimes. We need to
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desexualize rape so that it can be seen for what it is: a 
tragic consequence of political, economic, and social 
processes that generate and maintain domination over 
women in every cultural domain.
To this end. representations of rape must be recon­
structed, not to reproduce or reinforce prevailing modes 
of power, but to challenge them. The current portrayals 
of the Vietnam war are mediated through dominant 
culture and largely centered on Lhe experiences and 
perceptions of white American men. From Oliver Stone's 
and Larry Heinemann’s cinematic and literary produc­
tions based on their own experiences, to the depictions 
based on accounts of veterans who were there, these 
representations fail to contest the conception of rape as 
sexually motivated behavior.
If we are to move forward in understanding rape as 
a criminal behavior and prosecuting it as such, then we 
have to represent it for what it is: a violent, gender 
motivated crime, a crime against women because they 
are women. To the extent that representations of rape 
conform to dominant modes of power, they must be 
contested. The consequences of not challenging these 
current representations of rape are great. Women will 
continue to live in fear, and will continue to be held 
accountable for the crimes against them. Many rapes will 
continue to go unreported and the prosecution and 
conviction rates for those that are will continue to be 
disproportionately low. On the other side, sexuality and 
desire will remain mired in repression and female sexual 
desire will be denied and made invisible. As long as 
violence is linked to sexuality in representations of rape, 
the realm of sexual desire and its representations will 
also be distorted and misunderstood.
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P o e tr y  by D ennis F r Itz in q er
A R iv iy  h A ik u
when i went in the
army, first thing they did was
cut off all my hair
then, every morning, 
they'd roust us out of the sack 
for a 5 mile run
some couldn’t make it— 
they were the "tubs of lard" who 
kept holding us back
when they tested us
we knew some couldn't pass, so we
cheated on the tests
company average: 
we were in competition 
with everyone else
remember the day
we faced the obstacle course.
got through it alive?
radio training:
cooped up in a little shack
in the rainy woods
fed on stale meatballs 
& bread by other trainees 
bad off as ourselves
i feel sorry for
cooks & bakers, when they had 
to play the war game
fortunately i
never had to pass that test— 
i would not have passed
dRAQ O N  RINQ
if i had bought
the gold ring i looked at
the one with the dragon
on the side
and a yellow stone
faceted
and glittering
if i had bought
from the slim darkfaced
man in white shirt
with short sleeves talking
to another man
in white short sleeves—
but the price he was asking
i thought too high
and the glass case
was such an anomaly
because i was used to
piles of fruit
on the dirt sidewalk
piles of dried shrimp
and fish
because i was used 
to the shaved ice man 
the bolts of colored silk 
from thailand 
suits from hong kong 
prints from india 
because because
and it wasn't raining hadn't rained
the world was becoming dust again
my brain had obviously shrunk
inside my skull like a nut
inside its skull and i keep thinking
about the monkey tied up at
the motor pool grinning and cursing
till it finally broke its leash
and i saw it hopping and grinning
making its getaway
and the sun glinting on the rice paddies 
as i finished my guard mount 
outside the white painted headquarters 
listening to radio static and gekkos 
all night long
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EATINQ iCECREAM
we walked into that freezer 
he and i. the hottest day in 
july, and it being Vietnam, 
stood there in zero degree 
heat, eating chocolate 
icecream a five gallon tub 
till we shivered, then staggered 
out into the sunshine, 
the hundred plus degree weather, 
and were so chocolated out 
by that time, it didn’t bother 
us hardly at all.
ThE fORESTS Of ANNAM
you see your friend 
25 years later 
& he's got kids 
who are grown 
a house & a wife 
or he's divorced 
but
it's just die same
as yesterday
nothing’s happened
over 25 years
you even (in your fantasy)
each look the same
memories don't lie
only photographs do
meanwhile the very tough earth
has been spinning
annam inching closer
to china
tigers leaping
have vanished in mid-air
the word for "wholeness"
has also vanished
you ask your friend
with your eyes, who were we?
what were we then?
Lhe earth's skin has been bruised
it is a dark purple
on Lhe earth's arm
will it heal? will there ever
be tigers and monkey again
in the forests of annam?
He SAys, U u qh iN q
here's another story for you:
guy. training pfs.
notices they have a tendency
to load every bullet in the box
into their magazines;
which makes, sure as shit,
a fucking jam.
he coaches them:
throws away the first two
cartridges out of every box:
magazine loads nice & neat
& will not jam.
then, sure enough.
they do just as he says
(it was sign language all the way)
throw out the first two cartridges
from every box.
at least they got their weapons 
to fire he says, laughing
kilL RATio
yet another 
incredible example 
of war’s stupidity: 
guy
spots thru binocs
a huge number
of vc or nva,
little men
in black pajamas
walking single file
up the trail.
calls in arty.
air support, everything,
thinking, oh boy!
our kill ratio's gonna
really improve!
they level two hills.
next everybody
goes out to check for bodies:
rock apes!
it turns out to be
rock apes
on one of their migrations! 
500 rock apes, 
two hills.
160
Biq Book
j i iv i iv iy  s t u a r t 's h o tv iEC O iv iiN q lE O p A R d  C A T S
sitting in the audience 
of the play about 
a soldier’s homecoming
we used to watch 
the little leopard cats 
climb into trees above us 
when we were on ambush.
i felt quite alone
wearing cammies:
everyone else was dressed up
through our starlight scopes.
they looked green
with black spots.
they were bigger than housecats
or else wearing
everyday clothes.
the veterans sat on one side
and would lie 
quietly on a branch 
until a monkey 
ran incautiously below.
together, 
the teenagers
who were friends of the kid
then they would drop, 
grabbing monkey on the way down 
to a yet lower branch, 
by the time they landed
in the play
sat on tlie other,
and clapped, sang.
monkey would be catfood, 
shredded, raw. 
beautiful little cats 
with long tails.
whistled, or stomped their feet 
in appreciation 
or along with the music
we used to watch them 
all the time
and charlie could’ve snuck up 
any time at all
or as part of a plot, 
the plot was thin, 
watery, like chicken soup
and put his paw on us. 
we didn't care, 
we watched anyway.
mother used to give you 
when you were sick, 
to get you well. IMiqhTfVIARE REVisiTEd
and perhaps we were meant 
to get well, 
to give each other
now that the nightmare 
has been called up. 
it can be exorcised:
hugs and greetings: 
welcome hornet 
job well done!
now that the demon 
has been called up. 
it can be slain.
but i was still surprised 
when the author grabbed me 
gave me a big hug
but the field
of this demon’s appearance 
is different than mine:
and a handshake and said
welcome home!
welcome home jimmy Stuart
mine was green 
and black, green 
and gold.
this field
is mostly sun-colored, 
mostly gold.
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even al night 
gold spots 
linger in the eyes.
i can feel myself 
lying down now. 
in sand,
like i did the time 
my parents stopped 
at a motel on a cliff
above a beach 
off highway 1 
after driving real late
Lhe winding, scary 
road: we got a room 
with an extra mattress
that had just one sheet, 
i awoke the next morning 
feeling sand next to
my skin, i can hear them 
now. the planes, 
trucks, tanks,
smell the smell of oil 
burning or not. 
i can hear the tapedecks
playing, kibitz
the chess games, riffle
the pages of stacks of books;
and i can listen to the wind, 
once having been to 
war. one is always at
war; or else, 
waiting to go back, 
my whole life since i
got discharged, i've been 
waiting around, 
i just realized.
so this is how the nightmare 
is exorcised: simply 
by joining it again.
and you don’t slay 
demons, you just ask them 
for another dance.
SALT RAiN
over there, of course, 
it was so hot 
an ice cube'd melt 
on its way from the tray 
to the glass.
your first days in country 
you spent getting used to it. 
i had the advantage 
having lived in texas 
and new mexico:
100 degree dusks
weren't an impossibility
to one who'd lived with cactus
and raspberry sherbet sunsets.
the worst part was Lhe humidity
but i’d been in louisiana
and seen that too.
by the third day you could say
i was already a veteran.
moving with grace and ease
between the sweat drops.
the salt rain
of my uncloudlike body.
T h is  W O R ld  O f W A T E R
tonight it's raining 
hard—rain lashing 
me like i'd done something 
wrong, but 
i ain't done nothin' 
but my duty, dark 
and cold as well, 
lightning bolts 
shiver the skies 
followed by thunder, 
around around around 
trudging in a muddy circle 
rifle poncho helmet 
eyes cowering underneath 
Lhe whole world is water 
except where i’m walking 
and it's going.
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WORk dETAil
a hole in Lhe brain needs 
testing.
why are these men smiling?
black dirty teeth
in a mouth the side of
a face
hillside
needs testing.
cave
spectacular
miracles
sun traces the
forms of
men going into
it to destroy.
and why do
flowers, minding
their own business
get blown up?
moss green
rocks,
shells.
pieces of ciystal 
the faint rays 
of sun. 
bubbling in a 
can
over a fire
of plastic explosive.
plastics
plastic canteens 
plastic sandbags 
green woven plastic 
and the sun
bubbling out of the top of 
your head, 
a wire 
fence
around the perimeter 
children sometimes 
snuck through 
old mamasans 
selling cokes 
on the other side of. 
baby sans.
Lhe cokes 
were warm, 
you worked, 
hot.
as you filled sandbags 
piling them 
around foxholes 
it was very hot. 
your arms melted 
with the heat 
your face melted 
till there were only
your eyes left 
black pools 
dots
shrunk by the invisible sun 
blisters
on your hands and feet 
the air like acid 
searing you 
to force you Lo 
sit down
in the shade somewhere 
and drink your coke, 
water all gone 
in your canteen 
mouth dry 
like cotton 
lips dry
blistered from dryness, 
soul dry. 
gone hard 
as rock
in tile midday sun.
once you were somewhere
else, you try
to remember where?
but the thought slicks in your
head like a
rock
stuck in the dry 
mud.
now you are only 
here.
your hands reach down
as your arms hang limply
at your side.
you sit in the
shade of the sandbags
for another minute,
groan, get up,
walk over to the pile of
empty bags
pick up a shovel
start filling them.
no birds
to sing for you
no color tv
commercials
but someone has a radio
bless him.
another day of this.
time goes by slowly
like another bird
this is another day.
you watch.
children playing
on a mud pile
the other side of
the fence.
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king of the mountain, 
you think of 
black virgin 
nui ba den 
fairy ferns falling 
from its side 
in the morning mist, 
dawn beckons 
calls at you 
from all mornings, 
first light, 
creepers.
sounds of birds, lizards, 
sound of walking, 
you think of this 
and it fills a hole 
built up inside of you 
black empty 
a hole, 
you need a 
tunnel rat 
to go into 
to probe its 
secret windings 
a hole
inside of you.
more Lhoughts now.
they are like wings of birds
before early morning
brings its first light
to wipe out the stars
and you are standing there
fists clenched
teeth clenched
mind like a narrow
bridge
over a raging 
river
hidden in the mist 
far below.
Dennis Fritzinger, Bancroft & Telegraph, ASUC Box 361. 
Berkeley. CA 94720■ 1111.
WhiTE Conq ANd BUck CUp: TNe 
AivibiENT T r u tN of V ietn a m  W ar 
LEQENdRy
Jolvi Baky, Director. Connelly Library, LaSalle University. 
20th St. & Olney Ave.. Philadelphia. PA 19141.
Not knowing me. people often attribute to the Vietnam 
war my startling array of grotesque facial tics, simian 
wheezes, and tedious pronouncements about the literary 
aethestics of the sucking chest wound. These people, 
silently nodding to one another, cluck knowingly: "My, 
my, it's a damn crime how poor Baky has suffered such 
trauma from that evil war. Good God. what must he have 
witnessed? Isn't it fortunate, though, that he can deflect 
his psychosis into something so socially useful as collect­
ing primary resources for the scholarly examination of 
others." People who do know me. however, understand 
that in fact the precise inducement of my richly varied 
neurosis is not actually anything that occurred in Viet­
nam. but rather the decidedly postwar exposure 1 have 
had to the very act of collecting Vietnam war-related 
material. An act that has turned toxic that which used to 
be therapeutic.
Those of you who have examined the Imaginative 
Representations of the Vietnam War Collection at
LaSalle University will expect that, sooner or later, a 
Curator of such a Collection must be irreparably dam­
aged by unshielded exposure to such artifacts as the 
Vietnam Veterans Memorial kitchen wall clock (for a 
slightly greater price, available with wee chips of the 
original WALL'S granite inlaid in the clock’s face): a five- 
loot-by-two-foot clear plastic holding device into which 
the owner is meant to insert enormous replicas of his 
military ribbons and then suspend the entire shimmer­
ing contraption from his front porch or roof: a colorful 
board game, suitable for ages 6-14. that proclaims its 
selfless purpose to be “Making knowledge of the Vietnam 
War FUN for all ages." Remember, too, that all this stuff 
lies festering in just the non-bibliographical part of tine 
Collection known as ephemera, or known to Rare Book 
Librarians and archivists as realia. On the other hand, 
the printed material that forms the much larger core of 
this Collection has itself achieved a level of toxicity that 
ought tojustify the display of'biohazard" warnings at the 
entrance to the vault in which the whole throbbing mass 
silently dwells.
Now, having once again exploited this forum and 
your kind attentions shamelessly to drum up curiosity in 
this Collection, you may—between yawns—be wondering 
just what in hell any of it has to do with (he “White Cong 
and Black Clap” of my announced title. Well, what it has 
to do with it is that both the sort of thing that is in this 
Collection, and is represented in the folklore of the 
Vietnam war, vividly illustrate the very valuable lesson 
lhal the public understands history according to what 
they already believe about it. rather than what they might 
know or are told through sober authority. That is to say.
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what many people "believe" about l lie Vietnam war can be 
far closer to folklore than it is to history or other docu­
mentary modes. And further, this tendency to selectively 
fabricate knowledge increases almost geometrically as 
each year advances past the original event. To anyone 
familiar with the ninc-hundred-odd novels written in 
connection to the Vietnam war. it will come as no surprise 
that there arc persistent narrative patterns that recur. I 
want to caution researchers how some of Lhese patterns 
resemble something more akin to legend in their struc­
ture and origins than to either simple truth or reported 
fact.
The scores of undergraduate students, visiting schol­
ars. and teaching colleagues who come to dredge the 
fictive record for muddied evidence are all eventually 
exposed to a number of "revealed” truths about the war; 
and. once in the presence of these recurrent tales, the 
researchers often as not ignore them or. inexplicably 
assuming that simple repetition bestows veracity, fail to 
interrogate further these recurrent tales/motifs. Other­
wise sober authorities on the historical realities of the 
Vietnam War hesitate not a single minute before silently 
assenting to tales of Gl’s being spat upon (copiously and 
often) at any of ten different national airports: steely-eyed 
graduate students who would no more include an unveri­
fied footnote in their dissertation than admit to liking 
professional football accept the notion that some VC 
prostitutes carried on their trade while indulging the 
puckish frolic of lining their vaginas with sharp objects, 
usually thought to be razor blades. Or again, how many 
of you. during the course of reading some of the hundreds 
of novels about the war have glossed over the assertions 
of characters who swear that they know of an Army Jeep 
or large piece of lethal armament that eventually arose, 
piece by piece, in the garage of some one who simply 
mailed the pieces home over a year, reassembling them 
upon their arrival back on the block?
I want to make it clear that these ahistorical stories 
bear distinct narrative motifs that share in common the 
telltale folkloric characteristic of displaying a teller's 
"culturized" emotions, while collecting in one legend-like 
circumstance the sort of mythopoeic operations that 
allow people to discharge anxiety. These motifs are 
everywhere resident in the vast fiction of war. but they are 
seldom identified or analyzed as legends. The half-dozen 
narrative motifs here adumbrated represent legends that 
1 believe embodied the adolescent angst, societal taboos, 
and the uncertain cultural remorse of tens of thousands 
of American soldiers (and their expectant families.) Even 
though 1 have not yet had a chance to make a systematic 
collation of the 19th-century motif indices (or Seth 
Thompson's work) in comparison to tire Vietnam war 
legendry. I nevertheless sense that many of these “new" 
Vietnam war legends are curiously related to "urban 
legends." and are isolated from World War II legends. 
Eventually. I will be careful to present these legends as 
ones that can be clearly traced to their appropriate 
folkloric antecedents: and those that do not melt back 
into a recognizable traditional mainstream ought then to 
be treated as brief narrative revelations bobbing to the 
surface of the fearful broth of collective anxieties and
cultural guilts imagined forth by the thousands of terri­
fied men-children in whom the dread quietly fermented.
It may be no news to most of you that legendry is both 
result and process of a larger cultural determinant that 
has come to be called “folklore." Now the formal academic 
study of folklore has matured in tendentiousness to the 
point where accredited Ph.D.s are awarded in something 
near a score of universities. 1 point that out to ensure that 
neither folklore nor legendry are dismissed as intellectu­
ally remote, or as derivative, or irrelevant modes of 
explanation for complex cultural phenomena.
The question is, what does one learn from this 
category of cultural narrative. I hasten to point out at this 
juncture that this paper bears no pretensions to being 
authoritative about either the underlying theory of folk­
lore or a praxis of legendry. In fact, it is important that I 
define what I am calling a legend in the first place. 
Refreshingly unlike more esoteric academic delimita­
tions. a folklorist's definition of “legend" is pleasing in its 
consensus. Dr. Lydia Fish (SUNY-Buffalo). a professional 
folklorist often focused on the Vietnam war and known to 
many of you. gives clear voice to what a legend must be 
when she says it is simply a story told as Lrue. As far as 
that folklorist is concerned, the historical accuracy of the 
narrative is "never of primary concern." Even a cursory 
review or the professional literature dealing with legend 
and its over-arching folkloric origins reveals repeatedly 
that a legend must be believed by the teller to have 
actually happened. That is the absolute extent of a 
legend's legitimacy. For the purposes of applying the 
concept of legendry to the fictive product of the Vietnam 
War. I believe a number of other simple characteristics 
must apply. The tale must: sound plausible: it must have 
at least part of its origins in oral transmission: it must 
exist in more than two variations; it must accommodate 
traditional themes; and it must lack any systematic 
means of authentication. This last requirement entails 
anonymity; and this sense of anonymity functions most 
evidently in the fact that legends are almost exclusively 
authenticated by what folklorists refer to as FOAF ac­
counts (friend-of-a-friend), or authenticated by R1ITP 
accounts (read-it-in-the-paper).
1 must mention a strong caution here. Care should 
be taken not to confuse a legend with a rumor. A rumor 
is merely a sort of plotless unverified report. Rumors, for 
example, frequently assume the shape of so-called “ce­
lebrity legends" like the annoyingly persistent rumor that 
TVs Leave It To Beaver star Jerry Mathers was killed in 
combat in Vietnam. There are many of these celebrity- 
based conceits. As potentially gratifying as their "truth" 
might be, they are not to be confused with legends.
When addressing true legends, "Folklorists." Barre 
Toelken tells us, "accept that the ulLimate sources of 
legends are long lost," [Dynamics of Folklore. 1979) so 
collecting all possible variations of a tale becomes im­
perative if the core meaning of a particular legend is to be 
posited. After all. very much like the much more elaborate 
metaphorical context of myth into which legends some­
time fit, it is the concept of truth that is the real fruit of 
a legend rather any sort of historical data extracted from 
durable traditions. To return to the subject at hand, and
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in summary, it is my purpose to warn researchers 
stumbling around in the Lhickets of fictive Vietnam war 
writing that there are a number of recurrent discretely 
related narratives that are indeed legends. They are not 
anything else—regardless of how "truthish" they may 
have come to sound. When the researcher trips across 
one of these, set to lurk as lethal as a boobytrap. she must 
take care to draw attention to it. disable it through 
exposure to those who follow her. and—by all means, 
when she finishes her research foray—laugh like hell (in 
relief) with someone she has been able to warn about its 
once perilous power. I say laugh because, like many daily 
threats, these legends eventually reveal themselves to be 
preposterous, if not absurd, when they are actually 
uncovered and deconstructed.
Nonetheless, if encountered in the midst of a well- 
written narrative or heard from the lips of an otherwise 
truthful authority, these legends bear a deceptive degree 
of veracity both in how they are actually related and in 
their very richness of detail. Brazenly allusive sources, 
like putative eyewitnesses, can produce questionable 
evidence. From among the nine-hundred or so novels I 
have examined that deal in some way with the Vietnam 
war (and its aftermath), and from among the four hun­
dred or so films similarly related to the war, 1 have so far 
identified about a dozen distinctly recurring tales or 
discrete sets of short rhetorical narratives that could be 
accepted as legends in the general parlance of the profes­
sional folklorist. These recurring tales share in common 
the characteristic that they are told as truth according to 
the narrator, that somewhere within the body of the tale 
is embedded one or more factual elements, and that each 
tale appears in more than two forms repeated across a 
long period of time during and after the event to which the 
tale refers.
L eqencI #1
A group of tales cluster around the belief that there 
developed among Gl's a certain virulently drug-resistant 
strain of VD that was so lethal (and no doubt shamefully 
embarrassing to the armed forces) that its victims were 
routinely— though very stealthily—transferred to an un­
named island off the coast of South Vietnam. Upon this 
island the hapless GI would await excruciating death or 
miraculous pharmaceutical redemption, whichever ar­
rived first. The island was known as Poulo Condore to the 
French and, in Vietnamese. Con Son Island. And. it turns 
out to be. incidentally, the very same island that har­
bored the infamous and all too real 'Tiger Cages" cited by 
journalists, the military, the CIA, and the Government of 
South Vietnam itself. This cluster of narratives also bears 
legendary "data" such as the names assigned to this 
strain ofVD. how it was treated, where it came from, and 
so on.
L eqencI #2
This cluster of anecdotes focuses on the ideologically 
suspect image of the routine ejections of rope-bound VC
prisoners from the wide-open doors of American helicop­
ters. The ceaseless repetition of this image in the films of 
the era has risen near to Gospel in its stature. With bound 
VC prisoners hurtling Earthward in mid-scream, booted 
gleefully from American choppers, we are given a twinned 
icon that achieves mythic power. This legend is rein­
vented so often that the sheer quantities of helicopters 
and rope would seem logistically much harder to get and 
keep than the correspondingly requisite numbers of poor 
prisoners. In fact, in an extraordinary case of logical 
absurdity, the film Off Limits actually has an American 
Colonel hurling hintself out the door after tossing out 
three suspected VC.
L eqencI
Derives from the mythopoeic belief that returning 
Gl's were routinely spat upon at some time during their 
repatriation to the USA. This particular round of tales has 
become so commonplace as to be treated reverently even 
among otherwise wisely observant veterans.
L eqencI  #4
Old and persistent, valorizes the clandestine VC 
woman who. masquerading as a prostitute, heroically 
(and. I might add. miraculously) lines her vagina with 
sharp objects—usually thought to be razor blades—then 
engages Gl's in intercourse, sometimes causing trouble­
some bleeding; and. following the act, disappearing si­
lently into the local night.
L eqencI #5
The periodic sighting of renegade Gl's (usually a low- 
ranking sergeant or, for some reason, a Captain—and. 
inexplicably, always blond) who run usually with VC 
units or sometimes with NVA main force elements.
L eqencI #6
Wherein the hyper-organized (and postally gifted) GI 
systematically dismantles Government equipment like 
MIA1 Jeeps and 105 mm howitzers then MAILS them 
home, piece by piece, until—mirabile uisu—the item sits 
safe and functional in the Gl's driveway back in Cleve­
land. And this legend derives, ironically, from Gl's who 
used to complain that Lheir franking privileges weren't 
worth much.
Since this paper is intended only as notes toward 
evenlual systematic research, let us set aside these six 
sets of related tales and focus instead onjust the four that 
I have seen ensnare researchers more often than the rest. 
Any scholar wishing to interrogate the origin and motives 
of these legends must take into account some of the 
following:
1. In the case of the "Black Clap," the shard of fact that 
must be present in order to qualify the tale as a true
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legend happens to be fairly easy to verify. Venereal 
disease was as common in Vietnam as in other wars. The 
difference, apparently, was the availability of broad- 
spectrum antibiotics. These multivalent drugs were used 
prophylactically by well-meaning Corpsmen in the ill- 
advised belief that they could prevent their buddies from 
passing on VD {particularly gonorrhea) to their stateside 
families simply by giving them one massive dose a day or 
two before the G1 left Vietnam for home. Such injections 
of conscience proved ironically vengeful. Physicians spe­
cializing in infectious disease have long recognized the 
ability of disease agents to become virulently resistant to 
even the most powerful antibiotics if the antibiotics are 
administered in doses that allow the disease agent to 
build up a tolerance to the drug. That is exactly what 
happened; and after about 1970. select Asian strains of 
VD were extremely difficult to cure even when treated in 
isolation back in U.S. medical facilities. However, that 
certain o f these languishing GIs were spirited away to an 
island to die alone and unmourned is a part of the legend 
that is lost in a cloud of tense anxiety. Still, it is not hard 
to imagine the degree of redemptive angst that might 
build up in the psyche of a nineteen-year old GI returning 
home to a nation that suggested to him that he was guilty 
just for being where he was in the first place. If he bought 
into such inventive shame it would seem quite fitting— 
even logical—that a young man as morally infected as he 
obviously was would not only be incurable, but be made 
to suffer such vengeful horror in a jail-like setting in an 
alien nation. Keeping that in mind, we can then also 
envision another fairly late variant of this disease legend, 
the novel Meditations in Green written in 1983 by 
Stephen Wright witnesses that.
The privates were arguing about whose turn it was to 
have Number Three, apparently a girl of incredibly 
nimble fingers. Finally they decided to let her choose. 
Then they congratulated themselves on the easy avail­
ability of certified and inspected Grade A prime instead 
of village leftovers who all carried the Black Syph for 
which there was no known cure except an indefinite 
confinement in a military hospital on Okinawa until a 
treatment could be found and who were all VC sympa­
thizer anyway with razor blades concealed up their 
snatches to mutilate imperialist pricks, (p. 123)
2. Persistent testimony to the revilement of returning GIs 
by spitting is the hardest of the legend-like tales to 
interrogate. In Bob Greene's 1989 book entitled Home­
coming: when the soldiers returned from Vietnam it 
is possible to read the edited and selected results of what 
the syndicated journalist claims are one thousand letters 
written to him in response to his question "Were you spat 
upon when you returned from Vietnam?" What becomes 
very clear from these responses is that there seem to be 
about as many that deny the veracity of the spitting as 
confirm it. Characteristically, that is not what a legend 
tends to do concerning an issue. The compelling reality of 
Greene’s hundreds of responses is that returning GIs felt 
spat upon by virtue of being pointedly ignored and 
verbally abused by large segments of the population. 
Marilyn Young, in her recent Vietnam Wars: 1945-
1990, notices this exact tendency in reaction to a popu­
lation that simply did not know how to act toward its own 
collective children. Children who, as it turned out. were 
only exercising the deadly power bequeathed them by a 
bewildered myth-entangled polity. The vast majority of 
Lhis “spitting" testimony that a researcher will encounter 
is of the Friend-of-a-Friend variety, but evident to a 
troubling degree are those who themselves claim to 
actually have been spat upon. Perhaps the delusion of 
spitting is caused more than anything else by the phe­
nomenon of several veterans who have achieved national 
audiences becoming some of the very ones who testify to 
having been spal upon. Attributions from people such as 
Larry Heinemann and Linda Van Devanter may produce 
an effect that distorts memory through imagination. 
Such “distortions" ofimagination are what, afterall. drive 
fiction; and in any case, in the face of trauma, probably 
a useful affect anyway. It remains curious, however, that 
this most photogenic of public acts is almost never 
portrayed in the hundreds of films that otherwise carry 
Vietnam war images. That a public act so egregiously 
insulLing, and an act so metaphorical of a society's 
inability to become redemptive would recur so often in 
novels and letters yet remain almost totally unvoiced in 
other narrative modes is inexplicable;
3. References to the razor-lined vagina are among the 
most varied and colorful to have come out of the war. 
This group of tales is the legendry that is least unique to 
the Vietnam war. at least in the context of oral tradition. 
The Vagina Denlala is a mythopoeic artifact as ancient as 
narrative itself, and its revision employing the grammar 
of Vietnam attests more to the variety of human imagina­
tion than it does to a correlation with a specific war as a 
unique historical event. Accounts told as true from one Gl 
to another concerning the ubiquitous Vietnamese pros­
titute with a razor-lined vagina were extant for the 
duration of the war, and heard in every sector. That is a 
claim that probably could not be made for the provenance 
of many of the other legends we might consider. This one. 
however, was a show-stopper. One might wager safely on 
the power of this particular threat to gain the wide-eyed 
attention of a postpubescent male —talk about "just say 
no!" More to the point, though, the moral implication of 
GI's being injured in Lhis ghastly way during the precise 
carnal act usually reserved for joyous rites of passage, is 
obviously a very fertile cluster of images for interpreta­
tion. Just placing the female agent in the role of avenging 
angel could be another entire paper. In his book The 
Dynamics o f Folklore Barre Toelken points out, rightly 
I think, that "In the psychology of ethnic folklore, the 
majority group symbolizes its anxieties about minority 
groups by seeing them as sexual threats to 'our' innocent 
males... The virtue is on our side, the aggression on 
theirs." (p. 273) If true, what is interesting in such a gloss 
is that the male GI’s who were being mutilated in the bush 
(as it were), are in fact the minority, not the majority. 
Nearly ageless are related stories of the castrated boy 
representing a society's dark psychological hostilities. 
These ancient mutilation tales have similar ethnic bias 
resident in them:
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“one of 'our' innocent people has been mutilated by 
members of the locally feared minority group. One 
need not ever have heard of Freud to be aware that 
castration has been widely used as a symbol of taking 
power away from some one. We have stories in which 
other people's aggressions toward ourselves are de­
scribed in terms of castration, and there are stories, 
legends, and even factual occurrences that detail how 
castration has been used in retaliation to such aggres­
sion." ( Toelken)
Moreover. 1 myself have examined photographs of 19th- 
century Caucasian cavalry found dead at the hands of 
Sioux warriors revealing undeniable sexual mutilation 
prominently displayed. Carol Burke speaks of a variant 
issue when, in her article about military cadence calls 
entitled “Marching to Vietnam.” she locates an even older 
reference to similar sexual mutilations—albeit an in­
verted one—in a naval cadence call that goes
“The cabin boy. the cabin boy/ That naughty little 
nipper/ He lined his ass with shards of glass/ And 
circumcised the skipper."
At any rate, “we can assume from the records available in 
folklore that such an image as sexual mutilation may 
stand as a startling kind of tableau that can express for 
a close group the most horrible aspects of interracial 
strife. On a somewhat broader level, but related nonethe­
less. we noted that feared ethnic groups are often de­
picted as being 'out to get us' sexually. (Toelken)"
Considering the events orchestrated almost operati- 
cally near the end of Full Metal Jacket when the small 
dark Asian woman becomes the lethal hunter of the 
young, "innocent.” light-skinned American boys it is not 
hard to see how fear may be translated from one culture’s 
myth system to another.
4. Finally, a cluster of legends center around the appar­
ent periodic sightings of renegade Gl's (usually low- 
ranking NCO's or. for some reason, a captain - and, 
inexplicably, always blond.) The renegade GI turned 
stealthy enemy, sometimes referred to as "White Cong" is 
one of the most resilient stories to survive the war. In fact, 
this particular cluster of narratives I happened to have 
witnessed firsthand in 1970 in northern I Corps. Both 
then and now. the White Cong legends are quite various 
and in their variety robustly inventive. For example, there 
are variants of the deserter story that posit the White 
Cong or "Yankee VC" to be a Special Forces nco who is 
blond and when caught, would be further identifiable by 
the brilliance of his war record before he ever turned his 
coat. Kurtz in Apocalypse Now prisms this legend as 
well. In another variant related by Lydia Fish on the 
Vietnam War Interest Group over the Internet in Febru­
ary 1992. she says that the most elaborate version she 
has ever heard is about an entire Special Forces A-Team 
that goes over to the enemy — Since it is racially mixed, 
it is known as the salt and pepper team. Dr. Fish explains 
parenthetically that this is not a new story since she had 
recently been told (by a Chris Feola) of a version from the 
Philippine War. where Lhe deserter-turned-headhunter
is recognized by the presence of his West Point Class ring. 
Additionally. I have heard related a "Yankee Cong" vari­
ant centered in the Mekong Delta area of IV Corps to the 
effect that there was a black NCO who was canceling 
medevacs as an act of treason in support of the VC. He 
was alleged to have shown up at Can Tho Army Airfield. 
The word was that the gate guards were actually checking 
IDs at one point to see if they could come up with some 
one who had an expired ID. (Ed Hagen, the teller of this 
version, says "I do remember having my ID checked once 
or twice when I entered or left the air field.") In light of this 
particular version, it is fascinating if depressing to note 
that the damage perpetrated by Lhis renegade is decid­
edly cowardly in that it attacks the wounded, but the 
renegade in this rare reincarnation is a black soldier! 
Among others, the PFC Robert Garwood case provided 
what appeared to be ample scraps of truth around which 
the White Cong renegade could accrete with more them 
usual authority. Winston Groom and Duncan Spencer 
interrogate this mythic core extensively in Conversa­
tions with the Enemy. They make a point of
"... the way that a minor character can easily assume 
a large, if one-dimensional, image without facts to 
deflate it. Garwood's name had become associated 
with one of the barracks-room myths of the Vietnam 
War. the man called 'Super Charlie'...a figure of prodi­
gious strength and even greater cunning, but more 
than these qualities, a depth of evil bordering on 
insanity. In a war in which each side completely 
misunderstood the other, the figure was that of a 
soldier, either crazed by battle, brainwashed, or simply 
perverse, who had abandoned the U.S. force and joined 
the Viet Cong and combined technology with jungle 
cunning. The central outrage was die soldier had 
abandoned not only his country and his ideology, but 
also his hemisphere and his race. In the triple-canopy 
jungle where trails were spiked with bamboo spears 
poisoned with feces... the legend stalked in his tire- 
made sandals, dressed in loose pajamas. He spoke in 
an American accent through a bullhorn telling the 
troops to throw down their arms because, like the 
jungle, the foe could not be overcome. Like all soldiers 
in defeat, whether a Waterloo or Happy Valley many 
grunts thought they had been betrayed in the jungles, 
and the turncoat who understood their minds and 
their manner of operating was the obvious culprit, if 
only to explain some often unusual success of the 
enemy the turncoat took on an almost religious signifi­
cance as a scapegoat whereby all the losses and effort 
wasted, the cries and hopeless blood could be made 
right and fair." (pp. 317-318)
These White Cong stories are so rich in implication that 
Lhey have persisted in much more elaborate renditions 
twenty years after the American pullout. Stephen Wright's 
1983 novel Meditations in Green has the following 
vision: “'I see him. I've got one. I’ve got a gook over here" 
and all the glasses turned until someone said, 'My God. 
I think he's white!" not even astonished yet because by 
now the legend of the American who lived in the bush and 
ran with Cong was part of Lhe general folklore of Lhe war 
and if you could get three days in grubby Da Nang for 
zapping a gook what must be the reward for bagging an
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out-and-out traitor? (p. 304) There is an entire feature 
film starring William Katt wherein he plays a deserter 
lieutenant, sought years later for incomprehensible rea­
sons by a coalition of CIA agents. Khmer rouge thugs, and 
American political operatives. The title of this film is The 
White Ghost. Guess what color William Katt's hair is. 
And finally, do noL forget. Tim O'Brien includes in The 
Things They Carried a chapter in which the grunt's 
girlfriend arrives in Vietnam and can be interpreted as, of 
all things, a female deserter.
Though 1 may be proved wrong eventually, I think 
that the most useful way to contextualize these legends 
generated by the Vietnam war is to perhaps view them in 
the sense that Ralph Ellison valorized the Blues: 'The 
Blues is an impulse to keep the painful details and 
episodes of a brutal experience alive in one's aching 
consciousness, to finger its jagged grain, mid to tran­
scend it. not by the consolation of philosophy but by 
squeezing from it a near-tragic, near-comic lyricism. As 
a form, the blues is an autobiographical chronicle of a 
personal catastrophe expressed lyrically. (Ellison 1964:77- 
78( If we accept the countless novels and films in which 
these legends recur as truly popular art forms, and I 
believe we should, then Leslie Fiedler was correct when 
he observed that they "... should express the repressed: 
especially the dark side of our ambivalence toward what 
any status quo demands we believe." Helicopters raining 
small tied bodies on an arid chemically blasted land­
scape. the "Beave” meeting his end in the ghastly snap­
ping jaws of an Asian vagina denlata, and a drug-induced 
strain of venereal disease so vicious that a government 
would rather execute its victims in secret rather than 
fight the enemy itself. These are dark visions, indeed. 
These are the mechanisms that you will discover driving 
the hallucinatory guilt that in turn powers the legendary 
undercurrents so obviously in evidence in the novels, 
poems, film, and graphic art of the Vietnam weir.
Image or narrative clusters that will be productive of 
other legends are:
1. the dead foxhole buddy whose throat was slit (presum­
ably by VC infiltrators) during the night - leaving the 
other occupant alive to feel the terror;
2. eating C-4 (plastic explosive) in order to get a drug high;
3. shark hunting over the South China Sea using smoke
grenades and.45s from helicopters;
4. Vietnamese civilians tossing infants over the perimeter
wire of fire bases in order to gain a better life for the 
child or in trade for materiel;
5. "phantom bloopers."
This paper was originally given in conference al the 1992 
Annual Conference o f The Popular Culture Association. 
March 18-21. 1992, Louisville, Kentucky.
F iv E  U.S. W a r s  iN A s ia  an<J t Ihe 
R e p r e s e n t a t io n  o f AsiANs
P e n n y  C h r is to p h e r , 3 3  C ro w  A v e .,  C o rrc d ito s . C A  9 5 0 7 6
From the forced annexation of the Philippines at the 
turn-of-the-century to war in the Pacific during WW11 
to the Korean War and the Cold War with China in the 
1950s to the war in Southeast Asia, war has largely 
defined U.S.-Asian relations in the twentieth century.
—Peter Nien-Chu Kiang
(Last year at the PCA, iri a question-and-answer period. I 
said something about the racism o f the Persian Gulf War, 
and someone who shall remain nameless, in great sur­
prise and supposed innocence, indignantly asked me in 
what way it was a racist war. That made me so tired of 
America's blindness to its own racism that I decided to do 
this paper.)
Between 1898 and 1993, the U.S. has fought five wars 
against Asian people: the war in the Philippines. World 
War II. the Korean War. the war in Viet Nam. and the 
Persian Gulf War. In each of these wars, some Asians 
have been enemies, and some allies. In World War II, the 
Japanese were enemies, while the Chinese and Indians 
were allies: in the Korean War. North Koreans and 
Chinese were enemies, while South Koreans were allies; 
in the war in Viet Nam. the Democratic Republic of Viet 
Nam and the National Liberation Front were enemies, 
while the Republic of Viet Nam and the Republic ofKorea 
were allies: in the war against Iraq. Iraqis were enemies, 
while Kuwaitis and Saudis were allies. These seesaws 
back and forth between different enemies and allies could 
be confusing, but they have been culturally managed 
Lhrough the maintenance of stable stereotypical images, 
which are simply applied in turn to the appropriate 
group.
Of course there are long-standing traditions of cre­
ating dehumanizing portraits of the enemy, but the 
astonishing thing to note in terms of the U.S. dealings 
with Asia is that not only are the enemies dehumanized, 
but so are tire allies. Allies are always "little brown 
brothers"—the image descended through Pearl Buck’s 
Chinese peasants and Charlie Chan. This “sidekick" role 
was transferred to the Japanese (MacArthur's "children") 
after WWII. to the ARVN and Vietnamese peasants during 
the war in Viet Nam. and the heroic Saudis in their FI6s 
in the Persian Gulf. Enemies are always cunning inhu­
man devils, the image descended through Fu Manchu 
and the fears of Chinese and Japanese immigration in the 
19th and early 20th century that led to a series of novels 
and stories about first Chinese, then Japanese invasions 
of the U.S. The Japanese during WWII were assigned this 
image, the PAVN and NLFwere assigned it during the war 
in Viet Nam. and the demonic and Hitlerish Saddam 
Hussein during the Persian Gulf.
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After the end of World War II. the racist patterns of 
thinking that had characterized American attitudes to­
ward Japan were, in John Dower's words, "transferred 
laterally." After 1949. our former ally. China, again 
became demonized, assigned the devil image which usu­
ally carries with it the idea of “hordes"—imagery clearly 
applied to the Chinese army that "poured" across the 
border to defeat the U.S. Army at Inchon. Korea. During 
the post-World War II years, Japan, our former enemy, 
became our ally and friend. Through all these transfor­
mations. the rhetoric remains the same, merely "trans­
ferred laterally." over and over again. When the U.S. has 
Asian allies, they are, in the words of Deong, in the film 
version of The Ugly American, "little brown brothers." 
When the U.S. has Asian enemies, they are. as Dower 
writes about representations of the Japanese, either 
"subhuman," represented as apes and vermin, or "super­
human. possessed of uncanny discipline and fighting 
skills. Subhuman, inhuman, lesser human, superhu­
man—all that was lacking in the perception of the Japa­
nese enemy was a human like oneself (Dower 9). Right 
now another shift appears to be underway. Since WW1I, 
Japan has been “little brown brother" to the U.S. and 
China has been the cap-with-red-star, steely-eyed Com­
munist devil. For the last few years, however, images 
seem to have been shifting. The dominant image of China 
now is that of a man standing before a tank in Tian An 
Men square. This image has moved from the news media 
into popular culture. 1L has appeared on t-shirts, posters, 
and in a popular song (by the Georgia Satellites). While 
this is a heroic image. I doubt that it alone is enough to 
completely alter the image of the Chinese—if they are 
becoming the “good guys.” they will become “little brown 
brothers." The image of Japan, on the other hand, is 
shifting Lovvard that of economic imperialists—superhu­
man. ultra-disciplined hordes whose children outscore 
U.S. children on math tests and who threaten U.S. 
prosperity. One of the dominant images of Japan in 
recent years has been lhat of the girl crushed to death by 
the gate of her school.
Viet Nam may be undergoing an image shift, as well. 
From 1979 until recently die dominant image of Viet Nam 
has been militarism (cast in terms of their occupation of 
Cambodia) and the police slate. Recently, newspapers 
and TV have featured the image of the poor Vietnamese 
peasant—images of underdevelopment have been posed 
in sympathy-generating ways. Perhaps Viet Nam is again 
being cast in the role of "little brown brother"—a brother 
who shares in the U.S.’s dislike of Japan, and is ready to 
welcome U.S. business interests. The stories of U.S. 
veterans returning to Viet Nam all emphasize how friendly 
Vietnamese are to Americans, and how much they dislike 
Japanese and. especially. Russian tourists.
The depiction of Asian enemies and allies through­
out these recent wars has its roots mainly in World War 
11. which in turn has roots stretching back to the middle 
of tine 19th century. Chinese immigration into the Ameri­
can west began around 1848. By that time, traders and 
missionaries in China had already presented a negative 
portrait of the Chinese as cheating, drug-abusing hea­
thens. Missionaries had portrayed Asians as poor, abject
and helpless in order to win sympathy for their mission 
(Kim 16). In documents of the time, Chinese immigrants 
were often described as an "inundation"—flooding came 
to be common in the description of immigrants from Asia. 
Another rhetorical strategy that would become common 
is the representation of Asians as heathens, monkeys, 
and devils. In 1882, after more than a decade of riots, 
lynching, and agitation against the Chinese. Congress 
passed the Chinese Exclusion Act.
Just sixteen years after the Chinese Exclusion Act 
the U.S. embarked on its first colonial war: the conquest 
of the Philippines, from 1898-1901. (I’m sorry I don't have 
any illustrations from this period). The anti-Filipino 
rhetoric resembled the anti-Chinese rhetoric of the pre­
vious decade. It also stands as a precursor of the U.S. 
rhetoric involving Viet Nam seventy-five years later. As 
John Dower writes:
A... U.S. general, vexed by the difficulty of separating 
enemy soldiers from the native population as the war 
dragged on. wrote in 1901 that ’the problem here is 
more difficult on account of the inbred treachery of 
these people, theirgreat number, and the impossibility 
of recognizing the actively bad from the only passively 
so.... Theodore Roosevelt expressed a popular senti­
ment when he characterized the U.S. victory in the 
Philippines as a triumph of civilization over ‘the black 
chaos of savagery and barbarism’ (151).
It is in this war in the Philippines that Ihe term "gook” has 
its origins: the Filipinos were referred to as "goo-goos." As 
Richard Drinnon reports, to U.S. soldiers, even black 
U.S. soldiers, ’’’all goo-goos look alike to me’" (313). 
Drinnon quotes testimony given before a Congressional 
Committee investigating the conduct of the war in the 
Philippines:
Colonel Wagner: If the town were notoriously a nest of 
ladrones (guerillas), if it was impossible to get the rest 
of the people to yield them up, it would be justifiable 
and proper to destroy the town, even though we 
destroyed the property of some innocent people. The 
Almighty destroyed Sodom, notwithstanding the fact 
that there were a few just people in that community— 
less than ten (319).
Substitute "VC" for "ladrones" in the Colonel's statement, 
and he could very easily have been talking about a village 
in Viet Nam. substitute “camel jockeys,” and he could 
have been talking about bombing civilian shelters in Iraq. 
After the success of the Philippine war. in which 70.000 
U.S. troops were deployed, taking 4,000 casualties while 
killing 20,000 Filipino insurgents and perhaps 200,000 
civilians (Dower 151). the U.S. possessed an Asian colony.
There is a great deal of irony in the fact that popular 
rhetoric accused both China and Japan of trying to 
colonize California, while the U.S. was in reality coloniz­
ing Lhe Philippines. The next U.S. war in Asia was World 
War Two. The historic racism against the Japanese 
became elevated to new levels after December 7. 1941. 
The dominant attitude toward Japanese and Japanese 
Americans was clearly stated by Culbert Olson, governor 
of California:
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You know, when I look out at a group of Americans of 
German or Italian descent, I can tell whether they are 
loyal or not. 1 can tell how they think... but it is 
impossible for me to do that wilh inscrutable Orientals, 
particularly the Japanese (quoted in Lucas 51).
What is extraordinary about this passage is not Olson's 
claim that he can't tell what Japanese persons are 
thinking, but that he can tell what Euro-Americans are 
thinking. His is making a strong claim Lhat similarity of 
national origin creates a bond which allows mind reading 
to take place among individuals. Dower points out how 
deep Lhe haired of the Japanese enemy ran in America. 
He quotes Admiral Halsey as saying that "by Lhe end of 
the war Japanese would be spoken only in hell" (36), and 
cites a 1943 U.S. Army poll that showed that half of all Gls 
"believed that it would be necessary to kill all Japanese 
before peace could be achieved" (53). Japanese Ameri­
cans were sometimes included in these sentiments, as 
when the governor of Idaho proposed that "a good solu­
tion to the Jap problem would be to send them all back 
to Japan, then sink the island" (92). 1 And by 1945, 25% 
of U.S. combatants in the Pacific saw their aim as “not to 
help bring about Japan’s surrender, but simply to kill as 
many Japanese as possible" (53). which will, of course, 
also be the goal for U.S. soldiers in Viet Nam, where 
enemy “body counts" were the main measure of success. 
Dower points out that the common wartime phraseology 
called the enemies "Nazis" and “Japs." Americans could 
conceive of individual "good Germans." but the only good 
"Jap” was a "dead Jap" (78 and passim: see illustration 
1. which is a full-page photo from Life magazine. 1943).
FiquRE 1
For many Americans in Viet Nam, the only good 
“gook" was a "dead gook." Although some writers make a 
distinction between "gooks" (the enemy) and Vietnamese, 
for many that distinction was a hard one to maintain, 
resulting in the adage “if it's dead and Vietnamese it's 
VC." Other WWII racial terminology defined all Asians by 
eye shape: “'slant-eye,' 'slant,' 'squint eyes.' and ‘almond 
eye.' 'Slopey' or ‘slopie’ was G1 jargon for the Chinese (a 
Chinese woman was a 'slopie galj" (Dower 162). In Viet 
Nam. the most common epithets, after “gook," were 
“slope." “slant." "dink," and "zip." In the Persian Gulf the 
Iraqis were “sand niggers." "camel jockeys." and "rag 
heads." The most common WWII likeness of Japanese 
was as monkeys or apes. The depiction of Japanese as 
monkeys and apes in wartime cartoons was extensive 
(See figures 2-4). Figure 5 is a poster that won a contest 
for depicting the enemy. Here we have not only a sneaky 
and sinister Asian, but a sex-crazed one, as well. The 
other common representation was Japanese as insects 
(figure 6). The effects of World War IPs representation of 
Japanese are still with us today in America. Daniels and 
Kitano report a study in which children in Georgia were 
recently asked their opinions about Japanese. The ma­
jority who had never seen a Japanese before used the 
adjective "sneaky." no doubt strongly influenced by old 
Hollywood movies recently shown on TV about World War 
II (108).
In many ways, WWII was the model war for the 
generation who were involved in the American war in Viet 
Nam. An entire book could be written about the influence 
of John Wayne and Audie Murphy on the young men who 
have written about their experiences as soldiers in Viet
FiquRE 2
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Nam. For many of them. WWI1 was their fathers' war. It 
was the good war, the glory war. They wanted to go to the 
war in Viet Nam and do what their fathers had done in 
WWII. The great tragedy is. of course, that they did 
exactly that. Robert Jay Lifton titles one chapter of his 
landmark study. Home From the War: Vietnam Veter­
ans: Neither Victims Nor Executioners, "Gooks and 
Men.” In this chapter he discusses the attitudes of some 
veterans toward the Vietnamese. He quotes one veteran 
as saying
There was a hell of a difference between Vietnamese 
and American bodies. With Vietnamesebodiesyou just 
didn’t feel a thing. But with American bodies—well, 
that was different (192).
Lifton maintains that this was not the majority attitude. 
I agree with him: however, the attitude of the veteran 
quoted is the one that is reflected in the vast majority of 
literature and film about the war. Why?
I believe that in translating their experience into 
literature, veteran-writers fall into the only cultural para­
digms available, and those paradigms are the ones 
created by the history of American representations of 
Asians. Some Americans had trouble distinguishing al­
lies from enemies—disrespect for the ARVN was wide­
spread. but the U.S. was also allied with Korean troops. 
The same "hawkish" man quoted above recalled. “Kore­
ans and Vietnamese, as far as they were concerned, there 
wasn’t very' much of a line.... They called them gooks over 
there" (Lifton 205). Lifton quotes a Hawaiian veteran, 
who. subsequent to the war, became involved in the 
Hawaiian nationalist movement.
FiquRE 4
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Louseous Japanicas
T h e  f i r s t  s c n o u s  o u t b r e a k  o f  t h i s  l i c e  e p i d e m i c  w a s  o f f i c i a l l y  n o t e d  o n  D e c e m b e r  7. 
1 9 4 1 . a t  H o n o l u l u .  T .  H .  T o  t h e  M a r i n e  C o r p s ,  e s p e c i a l l y  t r a in e d  in  c o m b a t in g  t h is  
t y p e  o f  p e s t i l e n c e ,  w a s  a s s i g n e d  t h e  g i g a n t i c  t a s k  o f  e x t e r m in a t i o n .  E x t e n s i v e  e x p e r i ­
m e n t s  c n  G u a d a l c a n a l .  T a r a w a ,  a n d  S a ip a n  h a v e  s h o w n  t h a t  th i s  l o u s e  in h a b i t s  c o r a l  
h* o i l s  in  t h e  S o u t h  P a c i f i c ,  p a r t i c u l a r l y  p i l l  b o x e s ,  p a lm  t r e e s ,  c o v e s ,  s w a m p s  a n d  j u n g l e s
F l a m e  t h r o w e r s ,  m o r t a r s ,  g r e n a d e s  a n d  b a y o n e t s  h a v e  p r o v e n  t o  b e  a n  e f f e c t i v e  r e m ­
e d y .  B u t  b e f o r e  a  c o m p l e t e  c u r e  m a y  b e  e f f e c t e d  t h e  o r i g i n  o f  t h e  p la g u e ,  t h e  b r e e d in g  
g r o u n d s  a r o u n d  t h e  T o k y o  a r e a ,  m u s t  b e  c o m p l e t e l y  a n n ih i l a t e d .
FiquRE 6
Like all the GIs 1 just killed everyone—they were all 
gooks to us.... But when 1 came back and looked at all 
the faces in the shopping center... they looked just like 
all the people I killed. I felt very strange and very bad 
(215).
G. Akito Maehara remembers his Marine drill instructor 
standing him in front of his unit and saying.
This is what tire enemy looks like! We kill people who 
look like him.' From that time until 1 left the sendee I 
was always being referred to as a friendly gook, Charlie 
Chan's cousin. Slant Eye. Yellow Belly and Zipper 
Head. It was as though my name and identity had been 
lost in the deep cesspool of racism which affected 
everyone in the military, now and then (Maehara. 
"Think on These Things," A m e ra s ia  J o u r n a l 17:1. 
1991 124).
Maehara's experience is especially clear in illustrating 
the special problems of Asian Americans involved in a war 
against Asians.
FiquRE 8
“The President insists that you 
wipe your feet before entering!”
FiquRE 9
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I don't have too many good cartoons from the Viet 
Nam era. because I haven’t done the archival research it 
would take to find them. Figure 7 shows Ho and an 
advisor who exhibits the buck teeth of the typical WWII 
portrayal o f .Japanese; in figure 8. the advisors standing 
behind Ho have not only the buck teeth, but the little 
round glasses, as well. Who did the U.S. think it was 
fighting? In figure 9 lire bloody-handed VC look apelike. 
These images, which all come from the National Review, 
thus echo WWII images of Japanese. Figure 10. from lire 
Daily Telegraph, shows a representation of a Vietnam­
ese. labelled "Ky." as an ape walking beside a much larger 
American, labelled “LBJ". with the caption "Aping his 
master. Imitation is the sincerest form of flattery." Figure 
1 1 is from the NY Times magazine, 1968. and purports 
to "explain" China's entry into the field of nuclear pow­
ers—but magic lamps come from another part of tire 
"oriental" world: this cartoon thus displays a typical 
Western habit—not being able to tell one Asian culture 
from another. During the Persian Gulf War, the depiction 
of Iraq, mostly in the person of Saddam Hussein, as 
animal, especially an insect, was endemic to cartoons of 
that war. In figure 12 we have a vulture, figure 13 we have 
a tiger, usually a heroic animal, but made somewhat 
ridiculous here by the mustache, and in figures 14 and 
15. we have the descendent of "louseous Japanicus": 
Iraqnoplrobia. a representation whose proximate inspi­
ration may have been a movie, but which draws on a deep 
cultural memory.
FiquRE 12
PAYN
Scrimps Howard 
'J A iled Foaiure
FiquRE 1>
iraqnophobia
FiquRE 14
FiquRE 11
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Having just traversed the political chessboard known as 
The Election, we are all still adjusting to new realities, 
such as the fellow from Arkansas who has moved himself 
and his family into Lhe White House. Wait until the hip- 
pocket histories of the past election year starL getting 
rushed into print, as they doubtless will: we can surely 
predict how little of the total picture they will record, and 
at how superficial they will be. Similarly, pick up almost 
any contemporary history college-level textbook about 
US foreign policy and read it with an eye first for accuracy, 
and in terms of the history you know, as opposed to the 
history you—as historians—may have read in the past or 
may have been taught. You will be as disturbed and 
frustrated as I am on such occasions.
The history we read has more often than not traveled 
a circuitous route through filters and biases that leave 
the words on the page relatively hollow and meaningless. 
Look for example at the chapter (if you find one), or just 
the few pages to be found in most standard history texts 
about the war in Vietnam. You will see how little resem­
blance there is between what is on the printed page and 
what you know about or have experienced personally. In 
my own case, either first as a conscientious objector in 
Laos as the B-52s were Hying over on their way to Vietnam 
or on bombing missions just miles from where I was or, 
then as an antiwar protestor in Manila and the US. 1 am 
still looking to find the Lrulh that 1 know and personally 
witnessed in Laos during thoseyears. To this day. neither 
the official, government history, nor the history written 
by most scholars, tells but a fraction of the truth about 
the US war in Laos, the so-called "secret war."
I will return to that later. First. 1 wish to address the 
crying need for historians of today to reach beyond the 
"official." government-issue version of “history." This is 
especially urgent when it comes to truthfully and accu­
rately recording the many controversial, contested, and 
every now and then "secret" (albeit publicly known) US 
wars, interventions, and "low-intensity" operations.
There was the Office of Public Diplomacy, headquar­
tered at the Reagan State Department, actively targeting 
youth and students and even' sector of public opinion via 
the mass media, with propaganda—which professional 
military and civilian government disinformation special­
ists call, with all the racist overtones of their terms, 
"white" (largely true, if biased in a certain direction), 
"grey" (partly true, partly false), or “black" (completely 
false) information, i.e., disinformation, about U.S. poli­
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cies and activities in Central America. There were also the 
“briefings” and “leaks." given to chosen persons in both 
the print and electronic media, including by Lt. Col. 
Oliver North.
There is a CIA branch within its Directorate of 
Operations which deals entirely in media operations, 
mostly abroad (they're strictly illegal in the US—though 
it is known that doesn't always stop them), designed to 
influence public opinion. One scholar on this subject 
posited that the CIA's budget for covert propaganda and 
generalized media operations alone, fifteen years ago. 
ranged between $75 and $200 million.1
Since the Rockefeller Commission report.2 the multi­
volume US Senate Church Committee was report issued 
in 1976-77,3 the 1977 article by Carl Bernstein in Rolling 
Stone', and the House CIA media report.5 (each disclos­
ing large-scale domestic media operations by the Agency) 
successive Directors of Central Intelligence have issued 
internal directives prohibiting certain domestic activities 
directed at or involving US media, as well as planting 
propaganda abroad that will return to Lhe US—known in 
the trade as “blowback."6 The reality is that, with the 
electronic revolution in media technology, there can be 
little or no control over what will happen to a false article 
or broadcast that the CIA plants in any media anywhere 
in the world.
It is not only false CLA propaganda that finds its way 
into the media, and into more than a few history texts. 
One of the critical problems of both journalists and 
historians is a virtually routine, and often blind, accep­
tance as fact of many prominent myths, including more 
than a few initially spawned by the designers of 
disinformation in Lhe ranks of the military and intelli­
gence agencies. Some of the myths arise more than 
anything from an ideological base, ofilers from a con­
scious distortion of history. These myths then inexorably 
grow in stature and become, as expressed by one of file 
best investigative journalists in the country. Robert 
Parry, "conventional wisdom.”7
Every US president during my lifetime (that goes 
back to Franklin D. Roosevelt) has stated the seemingly 
magic phrase: “The United States is the greatest nation 
on earth." Recently, during the final presidential debate 
prior to the election, candidate Bill Clinton raised this 
categorization loa new level. He said: “This is the greatest 
nation in human history." It is surely unnecessary to 
underline for you the incredible Eurocentric racism and 
arrogance of this view, declared as it is by presidents and 
presidents-elect not only to the US public, but with the 
aid of electronic communications, to file entire world. 
Sad to say. there are precious few in this country, either 
in Lhe media or among historians, who call to account 
those who make these statements.
On the eve of Lhe war. Bush declared: "We will 
succeed in die Gulf....Among file nations of the world, 
only Lhe United Slates of America has had both the moral 
standing and the means to back it up. We're the only 
nation on this Earth that could assemble the forces of 
peace."8 Then just before he launched the war. while 
comforlably seated in the While House. George Bush 
looked out to file cameras and. with straight face, told
millions of listeners. "We are going to kick ass.” (It is 
notable that the FCC “seven dirty words" rule barring the 
use of this language was not applied.) Bush’s chairman 
of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, General Colin Powell said, also 
just before "Operation Desert Storm" (this time within a 
smaller circle), 'This is file Super Bowl." The glaringly 
embarrassing character of the top war planners was 
further demonstrated by Secretary of Defense Dick Cheney 
and General Colin Powell when they strode up to a F- 
117A Stealth fighter plane parked in a hangar in Saudi 
Arabia, and proceeded to inscribe on a 2,000-pound 
bomb, “To Saddam with affection.”9 It was not surprising, 
even if a little jarring, to hear candidate Bill Clinton (in file 
final debate two weeks before the election) proclaim: 
“Operation Desert Storm was a remarkable event.”
The profound popular opposition to the war. and 
mass demonstrations both in the U.S. and across Lhe 
globe, were largely ignored by both the White House and 
the Congress amid the headlong rush to war. Alongside 
dozens of demonstrations nationwide estimated to have 
mobilized over three-quarters of a million people, there 
were more than 3.200 demonstrations against the war 
worldwide, where more than four million people took to 
Lhe streets.10 Whether the various histories of the war and 
the policies leading to it give weight to tliis mass opposi­
tion to the war policy remains to be seen.
In a memorable cartoon" that relied on Lhe actual 
justifications for going to war against Iraq which were 
offered up by President Bush and his spokespersons. 
Herblock offered a powerful reminder of the duplicity of 
the war policy. Hopefully, historians will not overlook 
these self-serving, contradictory slogans.
Alongside 548,000 troops (and 45.000 body bags) 
mobilized to the war zone, the Pentagon dropped more 
than 88.000 tons of bombs on Iraq.12 while deploying and 
using file Rockeye II Mk 20 cluster bomb that generates 
a hail of some half-million high-velocity shrapnel frag­
ments, fuel-air explosive munitions containing high- 
energy fuels, with blast overpressures of two hundred 
pounds per square inch (psi) (humans can withstand 
forty psi). and the 15,000 pound BLU-82/B slurry bomb, 
known inside the military as “Big Blue" or the 
“Daisycutter." It carries a specialized explosive, DBA- 
22M, which is a mix of ammonium nitrate, powdered 
aluminum and a polystyrene soap binding agent. It is 
capable of producing blast overpressures of up to one 
thousand psi, a force exceeded only by nuclear weapons.
In file last hours of the war, as thousands of Iraqis, 
both soldiers and civilians, were fleeing Kuwait back 
toward Basra in Iraq on what was to be named the 
“Highway of Death," Lhe “turkey shoot" began, and was 
over hours later, leaving behind a trail of death and 
devastation measuring some ten lanes wide by seven 
miles long. There were no survivors.13
The scene evoked images of Hell for one soldier. "It 
was like driving through Dante’s inferno." said Lt. Bill 
Feyk. Sgt. First Class Lany Porter admitted: “I don't think 
my wife needs to know what took place out there. I do not 
want her to know that side of me."1'1
And when the boys and men tired of the unending 
bombing sorties, the head-to-head trench warfare, and
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the frequent desert sandstorms, some were given three- 
day “R&R" interludes onboard one of five Pentagon- 
chartered luxury cruise ships, outfitted with swimming 
pool. Jacuzzis, tennis courts, jogging track, bars, a 
nightclub, and a movie. George Bush's elite war fighters 
were even provided the sendees of three British striptease 
dancers contracted in London by DoD and specially 
brought in for three months on shipboard. "A lovely little 
routine with a few karate kicks," their manager boasted 
about one of his “girls," eighteen year-old Debbie McKee. 
“Then she gets down to sexy undies, stockings, suspend­
ers, and what have you."15 It is no secret that nearly 
without exception, the US media performed its "journal­
istic" role as virtual “cheerleaders" for the war. Viewers of 
ABC's “Nightline," the "CBS Evening News." NBC's “Good 
Morning America." and the CNN "News Hour," were 
provided a steady diet of cockpit footage showing "smart 
bombs" hitting stairwells of bunkers and buildings, while 
media anchors expressed awe at the advanced technol­
ogy. Then there was the incredible array of everlasting 
"news briefings" [sic] by military brass. The New York 
Times described a battle on February IT  as, “...a one­
sided victory... an impressive tableau of destruction."16
The degree to which the Pentagon and White House 
truly managed the news during tire Gulf War is exempli­
fied by the systematic way that the human costs of the 
one-sided war were sanitized out. For example, 
CovertAction learned that all photographs taken or 
owned by tire major picture agencies and showing bodies, 
were mysteriously ordered to be removed from circula­
tion to the public through the mass media, and indeed 
from media files altogether. Gone. This "disappearance" 
and possible destruction of perhaps hundreds of news 
photos, not only distorted both the conduct and die 
effects of the war: it means that historians will never have 
the photographic record that has been available after 
other past conflicts invoking the United States.17 Tire 
subject of this panel is, of course one that, as a direct by­
product of the field of journalism that 1 have pursued 
since 1966,1 deal with on a daily basis. Nearly every day, 
as I read tire newspapers or listen to and watch the 
electronic media. I am faced with news stories that either 
have been generated by or in some manner relate to a 
government document or documents, or which are por­
trayed as same. Through years of reading and from Lhe 
constant flow and remarkably repetitive patterns in these 
news stories, it has become possible to develop a fairly 
refined "nose" for government mis- or disinformation, 
even if this non-anatomical nose may not be able to 
actually "finger" the precise source of the mis- or 
disinformation. The reliability of this “nose" has, for this 
writer at least, proven quite good.
Ever since the enactment of the Freedom of Informa­
tion Act in 1966, its strengthening in 1974. and the 
passage of the Privacy Act in the same year, historians, 
journalists, and persons in many other fields of endeavor 
have used these laws to try to obtain files and documents 
from various federal agencies, on themselves, and on 
many different subjects and persons of interest and 
concern. Despite the fact that it has proven possible to get 
many documents released, with dozens of books and
articles published from them (1 have personally written 
several articles based in part on such releases) it is 
impossible to miss the built-in resistance and lethargy of 
most (not all) government bureaucrats involved with 
administration of responses to FOLA/PA requests, par- 
licularly from such agencies as the Federal Bureau of 
Investigation, the Central intelligence Agency, the Na­
tional Security Agency, the Department of Defense, and 
tire Department of State. This is often very inhibiting on 
the research process, and has been particularly marked 
during the Reagan and Bush era. Often, their attitude 
seems to be either, "deny that any records exist," or 
“make them (the requestor) take us to court first (before 
releasing very much, if anything)." Nonetheless, this 
writer firmly believes in utilizing FOLA/PA to the maxi­
mum. Given the open and explicit hostility to these laws 
by these agencies, particularly by the CLA. NSA. and 
Department of Defense, including congressional testi­
mony and lobbying to gut the laws entirely, the day may 
not be that far off when we all will look back on the 
existence of these laws as a “golden age." While they do 
exist, use them.
It is no secret in Washington that much more than 
ninety percent of the “leaking" of government documents 
is done by the government itself to serve one or several 
short and/or long-term ends or agendas. This practice is 
carried out within the very environment that is erected 
upon the Great Wall of Secrecy. Historians and journal­
ists must continually be aware of the phenomenon, and 
of how the evolution of both news gathering and history 
writing are consciously and routinely manipulated by it. 
One must also beware as well that, every now and then, 
leaked documents have been altered, or occasionally, 
even forged. During the Cold War. US officials would 
frequently exclaim about Soviet use of disinformation, 
while pretending that “our side" never engages in the 
practice; the US has done so since World War I and 
before, and not just in combat situations.
Just as both research and polls are never neutral, 
since they depend upon who asks the questions, what 
questions are asked and not asked, who pays for the 
research or poll, and who does the interpretation and 
analysis of the results, our recorded history is often a by­
product of what the government wants and doesn't want 
the people to be told.
One chapter in U.S. foreign policy which, for all 
practical purposes, has been either ignored or misrepre­
sented by nearly all historians in this country, is the US 
role in Laos during the Vietnam War.18 From 1964-67. 
this writer did alternative sendee in Laos as a conscien­
tious objector to military sendee with International Vol­
untary Sendees (IVS), working as a rural development 
worker helping build wells, water-seal latrines, a school, 
and distributing agricultural seeds and fertilizer. Then 
eighteen years later, in December 1985-January 1986.1 
revisited Laos in a six-member delegation of persons who 
had worked there with IVS previously. This was a very 
important and moving experience for all of us, particu­
larly seeing for ourselves the many visible changes since 
wartime.
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Laos once was called The Land of One Million 
Elephants. But dial was prior to the horrendous US 
bombing of the country, unparalleled in all history. From 
1962-1975, nearly Lhree million tons of ordnance—i.e., 
bombs of every size and description up through the 
2.000-pounder which makes craters the size of a football 
Field, as well as napalm. Agent Orange, and many other 
lethal weapons that were dropped on the Lao country and 
people. On a per capita basis, this made it the most 
bombed country in the history of the world.
Though indeed many elephants died, no one really 
knows how many people died during tire war. While a 
precise national census was never taken before US 
intervention in Indochina, it was believed there were 
approximately two and one-half million inhabitants prior 
to 1960. The best available current population data, from 
the United Nations World Population Program, gives a 
1990 figure of 4.139,000. Extrapolating from this latter 
numberandallowingfornormal population growth in the 
interim, it can be deduced that the Lao population was 
cut by a factor of at least one-third as a direct result of 
U.S. aggression. This doesn't include thousands who are 
forever physically and psychologically maimed. Today, 
fully seventeen years after the war supposedly ended, 
there remain many unexploded Guava and Grapejndl 
antipersonnel "bombies" air-dropped by the Air Force in 
unLold numbers. There are hundreds of cases yearly of 
incidents where people—most often children—unknow­
ingly step on, or accidentally strike while working in the 
rice paddies or forests, a “bombie" embedded just below 
the surface of the ground, detonating it. and cither being 
killed, or sustaining a severe injury, such as losing an 
arm, a leg, or an eye. as well as suffering psychological 
damage. For these people, the war that never was is not 
yet over.
The Lao nation has had to endure and overcome the 
legacy of oppressive French colonialism and crude war­
fare, followed by a combination of highly technological, 
nearly genocidal warfare, and a markedly obtuse, conde­
scending postwar posture from Washington. Seventeen 
years after the end of the war. it is monumentally immoral 
that in Laos—with whom this nation has bilateral diplo­
matic relations—the US refuses any real measure of 
genuine reconciliation. The White House and State De­
partment remain essentially opposed to anything more 
than a mini Band-Aid level of helping to rebuild the 
country from the ravages of the war it waged there, unlike 
it's massive efforts to assist with the re building of 
Germany and Japan. Washington has offered Laos a 
token $ 1 million for artificial limbs and $8 million for road 
construction, a certifiable diplomatic insult.
Despite significant efforts by Lhe Lao Peoples Demo­
cratic Republic government— Lhe Pathet Lao—to forge 
progressive policies and social programs that would 
significantly alter the status quo. there are always very 
real problems facing it. In a land oflong, slender lowland 
valleys, vast expanses of thick, uncharted jungle, and 
steep, cloud-topped mountains, where distances are 
measured in terms of how long it takes to walk from one 
place to another, with a per capita income of under $200 
yearly, with an approximate fifty-five percent illiteracy
rate, and with a pronounced dearth of infrastructure in 
public health, transportation, and communications, there 
are many obstacles to conquer.
It is generally agreed that Lhe government is honest 
and largely corruption-free. One major change since the 
US war has been the priority given by Uie Laogovernment 
to education, which commands Lhe largest portion of the 
national budget. Some seventy percent of the villages in 
the country have an elementary school, with over a half 
million students; the goal is for every village to have a 
school. High-school and university education is also vital 
to the government's agenda, with over twenty training 
centers for teachers at these levels already functioning. 
Seeking to make strides in agricultural and forestry 
development, the government is willing to try unorthodox 
solutions. A case in point is one innovative azolla propa­
gation project near Vientiane, which has trained more 
than two dozen people from six rural provinces. The 
government is advocating the use of guano (bat excre­
ment found in large quantities in caves) as fertilizer.
Not only does Laos have to worry about a policy 
emanating from Washington that combines festering 
hostility and unwritten agendas, most recently in the 
form of vague accusations implicating the Lao govern­
ment in opium-trafficking—a charge (which all evidence 
available to me suggests is false) that seems to have been 
made either for a quick headline or to backhandedly 
pressure the Lao over the unending demands to search 
for and turn over the bones of downed Air Force pilots, 
and the live POWs it is now alleged are being held there 
after so many years have passed.
Laos-Thailand relations, which were bad through­
out the centuries and were not improved while Thailand 
was during the war a key base of offensive Pentagon and 
CIA operations against the country, today remain some­
what strained though they have improved. Imports going 
into landlocked Laos are exorbitantly taxed by the Thai. 
In 1990, Thailand even refused to export barbed wire 
which the Lao need to keep water buffaloes out of the rice 
paddies during dry season. The justification given by Lhe 
Thai; the wire would be used by the Lao for “military 
purposes." Likewise. Laos-China relations are at a stale­
mate wiLh Lhe PRC continuing on and off to give military 
training and aid to ragtag guerrilla groups that are then 
infiltrated into Laos through Thailand on forays to con­
duct terrorism and sabotage in border villages. Thailand, 
in turn, has close diplomatic relations with China.
To this day. official U.S. history (and most of what is 
recycled in our history texts) would have people believe 
that there were never any US military personnel on the 
ground in Laos. Lao government statistics however tell a 
very different history: 369 Americans killed and 15,861 
injured. As testified to by both active-duty and ex-GIs 
during the Winter Soldier investigation, held in Detroit in 
1971, there were before then numerous secret cross- 
border military (and CIA) operations into Laos. This on 
top of daily B-52 blanket-bombing and napaiming of the 
corridor in southeastern Laos adjacent to the “Ho Chi 
Minh Trail."
Today, much of the landscape seen from the air looks 
more like a moonscape, strewn as far as the eye can see
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with bomb craters. Even the Plain of Jars with its huge, 
majestic red and brown clay jars that legend tells were 
used centuries ago to collect rain water and which had 
survived the passage of time, were not spared from the 
attentions of the US Air Force and its bombs. Further, a 
500-plus page official history of the Air Force's herbicide 
spraying program in Indochina—"Operation Ranch 
Hand"—shows that, just between December 1965 and 
June 1966, some 200.000 gallons of Agent Orange and 
other defoliant herbicides were secretly sprayed in Laos.19
Nearly the entire population of northern, eastern, 
and southern Laos in particular was literally forced 
underground by the intense American bombing and 
napaiming. Entire cities and villages were evacuated into 
caves during all daylight hours, where schools, medical 
clinics, and foundries to build weapons were established. 
Due to lack oflight and vitamins, many people, especially 
the children lost almost all the color in their eyes and skin 
which became yellowish. At first they were fearful of the 
war but gradually gained courage. One young woman in 
her thirties and now a nursery school teacher, told our 
delegation in 1986 of her experience. When the bombing 
was heaviest, she said, the people were forced to move 
deeper into the caves to escape Lhe deafening noise, and 
they performed Lhe traditional Lao lamvong dance as if in 
defiance of the bombs.
Since it first set up shop in Laos in 1959, Lhe CIA had 
its people there first in dozens, then by the hundreds and. 
at the height of the "secret war" between 1967-1972. even 
thousands. Some of them were in uniform, the majority 
wore the usual khaki and plaid street clothes that were 
like a trademark. Even though they were “secret agents," 
the Lao would routinely point at them, saying loudly, 
“There goes the CIA.” They were building out of whole 
cloth a secret mercenary army from among the Hmong 
tribespeople in what was the Agency's largest paramili­
tary operation in its history until Nicaragua in the 1980s.
"General" Vang Pao, the CIA's Hmong lieutenant 
warlord whose forces came from forced conscription, was 
(and still is) perceived as a military officer, not a tradi­
tional leader. For example at one point during the height 
of the “secret" war, when he had three thousand fighters, 
he prepared a list of five thousand names for the CIA in 
order to get the extra money from the Agency. “Were it not 
for the CIA, he would not have been a leader at all," one 
Hmong asserted to me. Even the nearly $200,000 in cash 
that Vang Pao laid out for the four hundred-acre farm in 
Missoula. Montana where he fled in 1975, was provided 
to him by the CIA.
Nowadays he is largely discredited and distrusted 
among the US Hmong population scattered in several 
centers across the country, who are still being "visited" by 
Vang Pao and his lieutenants. They are told bluntly that 
they must give money toward Vang Pao's stated intent to 
bring about the "liberation" of Laos and, if they don't pay 
the money demanded, are explicitly threatened that their 
family members at home and in refugee camps in Thai­
land will be starved to death. Vang Pao is presently the 
subject of a federal grand jury investigation in California 
stemming from his lucrative campaign of intimidation 
against Lao Americans.
LongTieng in northern Xieng Khouang Province was 
virtually uninhabited prior to 1962, buLbecame theCLA's 
and Vang Pao’s central operations base and grew directly 
in proportion to the CIA's “secret" war and the profitabil­
ity of the "Golden Triangle" opium trade. By 1969. some 
30,000 Hmong lived in LongTieng, making it the second 
largest city in Laos. During the heyday of the war. there 
was an annual opium production in Laos of 100-150 
tons, with more than seventy-five percent of the poppy 
fields cultivated by the Hmong who for the most part were 
under Vang Pao's control. It therefore was no coincidence 
that the CIA protected him. the poppy fields and, most of 
all, the Long Tieng base, from either inquisitive US 
Congress members or the occasional overcurious media 
person.
Under the direction of the very large CIA station at 
the Embassy, as well as the "Program Office" and the 
“Requirements Office" at Lhe American "Compound," was 
Air America, the CIA-owned and staffed airline propri­
etary. Based at a highly-secured area of Vientiane's 
Wattay Airport, with dozens of mostly American pilots 
and Asian (Thai, Filipino. Taiwanese, or others) mainte­
nance personnel, and with a fleet of hundreds of mostly 
World War II cargo aircraft and newer small planes, the 
pilots used a network of remote, CIA-secured dirt landing 
strips throughout selected northern and southern prov­
inces. in areas where Lhe political control of the Royal Lao 
Government was either contested or nonexistent. It was 
no secret in Laos 111 at Air America planes carried rice, 
lumber, guns, bullets, grenades, and opium—whatever 
the “Customer" needed transported. Some pilots were 
able to double or triple their income by flying their special 
cargo for the handful of top US-backed generals involved 
in the opium trade. This was hardly surprising as the 
company's dual mottoes were: “You call. We haul." and 
"Anything. Anywhere. Anytime."
The official US presence in Laos, especially big in 
Vientiane. Thakhek, Pakse. and Savannakhet, and in 
pockets elsewhere, was obtrusively large. There was the 
“Compound” (physically separate from the Embassy) in 
which several hundred State Department, Agency for 
International Development. Pentagon and some CIA bu­
reaucrats toiled, where the well-stocked and always busy 
commissary was located. and where the bar and aquama­
rine swimming pool were found. There was Lhe bustling 
Motor Pool, that handled and maintained the US Mission’s 
accumulated assemblage of cars, jeeps and trucks of 
every description. The degree of US control over everyday 
life in the country was demonstrated by the fact that 
Laos’s currency—the kip—was closely overseen by a 
tightly-knit corps oP'economists" in Vientiane and Wash­
ington.
1 personally recall the AID “rice specialist" who in 
1965 accompanied the Lao minister of agriculture to a 
village rice program where I was assigned north of 
Paksane in the Mekong River valley. As I watched in 
amazement, the American “expert" proceeded to put his 
credentials in permanent question by guiding the Lao 
official to a field, exclaiming proudly that what we were 
looking at was an example of the new US-created “miracle 
rice" being developed at a Ford Foundation-sponsored
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institute in the Philippines and which was then under 
experimentation in the country. This "rice" strain, the 
American rice expert advised, is so strong that it with­
stands the winds, rodents, and insect pests, and with its 
super high yield at harvest time, has a potential to feed 
everyone in the country.
The official and 1 exchanged glances and 1 saw him 
smiling quietly while trying his best to keep diplomati­
cally silent. However the all-knowing American persisted, 
so finally the minister had to explain that in fact the “rice" 
was a common weed.
History is surely sufficiently important that it be 
recorded accurately, devoid of the filters and the outright 
misinformation or disinformation that is routinely intro­
duced—by this government and others—into the stream 
of knowledge. Present and future generations are entitled 
to know the real history.
Louis Wolf worked two jobs as alternative service as a 
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tional. American Report, Philippines, 1969-1972. 
Freelance writer and researcher on CIA operations in 
Western Europe, London. 1972-1977. Correspondent. 
Transnational Features Service, 1976-1988. Cofounder, 
coeditor and research director. CovertAction Informa­
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"Armed Right" H olid ay  seasons a re  rea lly  rough on us
vets ou t here  in the heartland, even  a fte r years  
o f  help  f ro m  the VA. Why, Just the o th er day l 
though t I  heard  the d oorbell and  w hen 1 opened  
the d oo r there  s tood  16 m em bers o f  m y old  
p la toon  in various s tages o f  d isarray, a ll po in ting  
bony Jingers  at me. They  w anted  m e to g o  with 
them : they b lam ed  m e f o r  the ir deaths. 1 m an ­
aged  to s lam  the door.
W hen 1 w as w rapping p resen ts  f o r  little  
W inston— a  basketba ll (M ichael Jo rd an  S treet 
Figh ter) —/ looked  d ow n  and  in the box  instead  
o f  a  basketba ll w as the head  o f  the k id  m y track  
ro lled  over. I c losed  the box. I  d o n ’t w ant to take  
up va luab le  time. Mr. G u ilt .bu t w hat can  I  d o?  I 
am  g e ttin g  a fra id  to flu sh  the to iletor, God forb id , 
open  a C hristm as present.
M ystified  in  M uscatine.
Mr. Guilt Replies:
D ea r M ystified .
Mr. G u ilt used to be haunted  by various  
claques  o f  shades w ho a ll w anted Mr. G u ilt to do  
som e k ind  o f  p enance  f o r  be ing a live  w hen they  
w eren 't. It w as pa rticu la rly  bad  a t holiday tim es  
and  o th e r  a ctiv ities  w hich  ce lebra ted  life, f r ie n d ­
ship. and  continu ity . 1 once  squeezed  a  tube o f  
too thpaste  and  you  ca n 't im agine w hat cam e  
out. Well, m aybe you  can ! Mr. Guilt reached  into 
his bag o f  tricks and  pu lled  ou t his Th inking  
B ush  H at and  f ig u re d  it out. The  d ead  am ong us 
Just d o n 't  know  w hat to d o  so  w e have  to help  
them . Th is  Christm asJust send  them  to the grea t 
void. Te ll them  that they a re  absorb ing the light 
that you  need. Te ll them  that they a re  dead. Mr. 
G uilt J ina lly  f ig u re d  out that the d ead  absorb  
light and  that life  re flects  it in m any fo rm s . Why 
d o  y ou  th ink  the "W a ll" is b lack?  S h ine  on in 
M usca tine  and  everyw here  e lse  and  let the light 
o f  y o u r f i r e  w arm  the  life  a round  you. D on 't 
w aste  it on  the  dead...
Mr. G u ilt needs som e eggnog... w here the 
hell is the  rum ?
S onq LyR ics by DAvid RodRiquEZ
ThE T rue C ross
When we left the Saigon embassy 
The last ones out the door 
We fire-bombed their paperwork 
To cover up their war
We partied on the Arizona 
Until after twenty days 
When the lights of San Diego 
Woke us from our drunken haze
And then the general calls us back, he says. 
“We need you to assist"
When they paid us off in unmarked bills 
I guess we got the gist
With two vatos out of Houston 
And one from San Anlone 
In the bloody streets of Salvador 
They left us on our own
Now we don't meddle in their politics 
We could not take tire pain 
Ain't the way we analyze 
Ain't the way we train
We know twelve dialects of Spanish 
Plus the one in Panama 
We're the MVP's for the CIA 
PTSD and all
So you can keep my bronze medallions 
You can stick my silver stars 
All I need is something I can spend 
In this Guatemalan bar
Fourteen rounds, a Delgian Drowning 
And a two-star general's pay 
And I'll keep right on a-killin' 
for the United S. of A.
So as I look out on these mountains 
From Uie nightclub Carribelle 
Some officer is ordering 
civilians shot to hell
And 1 think of my own country 
How she treated me so bad 
And how we finally found a way to live 
The best we ever have
Compaheros out of Saigon 
The last to leave that day 
But we been twenty years a killin' 
for the United S. of A.
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THe RiflE ANd tHe Sonq
(To Victor Jara)
And so I turn my head 
To where Lhe four winds blow 
To all the books I've read 
And all the things i know 
But the mystery lives on
All my friends they ask 
Have you forgotten your soul 
How can you sing about hunger 
in a rock'n'roll song?
But the mystery lives on
The dancer or the dance 
The sunset or the dawn 
I can't discern the difference 
Between the rifle and the song
They sanctify Karl Marx and revolution 
and the American record charts 
And austere solutions 
But the mystery lives on
While they're starving in Africa
In Indochina, in South America, in Appalachia
But the mystery lives on
The dancer or the dance 
All, the sunset or the dawn 
i can't discern the difference 
Between the rifle and the song
And so I turn my head 
To where the four winds blow 
To all the books I've read 
And all Lhe things 1 know 
But the mystery lives on.
A long time figure on the Austin folk  and rock scene. David 
Rodriguez was recently voted Best Male Songwriter in a 
poll o f Austin musicians, critics and writers. Rodriguezhcis 
long been active in politics and this interest seeps through 
into almost all o f his music in one way or another. “I'm one 
o f those people who thinks that walking across the street 
is a political act." he told one reporter. "I have to get out 
there and be involved, and that’s what I draw from when 
l write." His new album on Dejadisc. The True Cross— 
which includes the two songs printed above— was re­
corded live at Chicago House in Austin, the current haven 
fo r acoustic troubadours. Music City Texas named it the 
Best Independent Cassette o f the year. The True Cross is 
available on compact disc. It can be orderedfrom Dejadisc. 
537 Lindsey Street. San Marcos. TX 78666: (512) 392- 
6610. DJD3202.
Folk S onqs ANd ALlusioNS to  Folk 
S onqs in t Lie  R e p e r t o ir e  of t Lie  
Gr a t e Lu L DEAd
Josephine A. McQuail, Tennessee Technological Univer­
sity. Cookville. TN 38505.
The 1960s in America. These limes seem so unique to 
those who lived through them, or seek to recreate them 
again. Yet in many ways this counterculture movement 
resembled one that occurred nearly two hundred years 
before, during the Romantic period in England.
The Romantic period, by convention, starts in 1798 
with of the publication of Wordsworth and Coleridge’s 
Lyrical Ballads. However, nine years earlier William 
Blake had issued his Songs of Innocence, which was to 
be followed by its companion volume Songs o f Experi­
ence in 1794. All of these characteristically Romantic 
volumes have in common the fact that they model them­
selves on the music and poetry of folk ballads and 
nursery rhymes as opposed to the accepLed elitist neo­
classical ideals in poetry. Blake. Wordsworth and Col­
eridge rejected artificial culture in their new poetry.
Similarly, popular music of the 1960s harked back 
to the music and poetry of Lhe people: Joan Baez. Bob 
Dylan. Judy Collins and a myriad others whose names 
are less well-known today — Ed McCurdy, Roger Sprung, 
John Winn and the Kingston trio — popularized folk and 
traditional music for Lhe same reason that the Romantic 
poets did. Hank Harrison in his book The Dead remarks 
those who liked folk music at this time were considered 
to be Communists! Folk music was one of the first steps 
in the subversion of the status quo that would character­
ize the counterculture movement of the 1960s.
Folk songs and ballads are the peoples’ music. They 
belong to the peoples: and the plural acknowledges the 
diversity of cultures from which American folk music 
derives. Many of the songs of the Grateful Dead are literal 
renditions of traditional ballads or blues and gospel 
songs. Founding members of the Grateful Dead started 
out in a series of bands that were folk, country and 
bluegrass-based and performed traditional music. The 
very names betray their influences: the Thunder Moun- 
LainTubThumpers. the Wildwood Boys, the Black Moun­
tain Boys, lire Sleepy Hollow Hog Stompers, Mother 
McCree's Uptown Jug Champions. Inevitably, too. tire 
band was influenced by the folk movement in rock music, 
even if its influence had faded by the time tire Grateful 
Dead was cohering. Some of the folk songs the Dead are 
credited with here were only performed in their early 
years: some of them, like “Cocaine Blues," and "One Kind 
Favor" were only performed once or twice in the mid- to 
late-sixties and up to the early 1970s. Yet many ballads 
and traditional songs are still an active part of the 
Grateful Dead's repertoire: songs like “Pretty Peggy O." 
"Samson and Delilah," “Fare You Well," “Aiko, Aiko," 
“C.C. Rider." Coin’ Down the Road Feelin' Bad," "I Know 
You Rider,” and "Jack-A-Roe."
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In addition, many original Grateful Dead songs, both 
with lyrics by Robert Hunter and John Barlow and by 
members of the band, betray the influence of American 
popular and folk traditions in music. The flavor of the 
Western frontier permeates “Loser" (lyrics by Robert 
Hunter), and his “Dire Wolf." “Friend of the Devil." and 
"Brown Eyed Women and Red Grenadine." "El Paso" by 
Marty Robbins, a song still frequently performed by the 
Dead, also refers to the Western frontier. "The Wheel.” 
with lyrics by Robert Hunter, alludes to a Negro gospel 
tune called “Ezekial, You and Me." "Casey Jones,” by 
Robert Hunter, borrows its title from a traditional song. 
'The Ballad of Casey Jones" (which the Dead themselves 
performed once), although the story is somewhat differ­
ent. This song, with its references to a train, belongs to a 
whole group of songs that celebrates the traversing of the 
vast expanse of the nation: songs like “Promised Land.” 
“Jack Straw," and even the tale of the man on the run. 
"Friend of the Devil,” and the tour song 'Truckin'."
Many songs by the Grateful Dead make allusions to 
nursery rhymes or traditional songs. Two songs with 
lyrics by John Barlow, "Throwing Stones" and “Looks 
Like Rain.“ both quote nursery rhymes: "RingAround the 
Rosie" and "Rain. Rain, Go Away," respectively. These 
songs in particular borrow emotional force from the 
transposition of songs familiar from childhood into a new 
context.
Popular songs and ballads served an important 
function in the days before mass media. They served to 
transmit news and history and kept people in touch with 
their culture. There were songs of prolesl ("Coin' Down 
the Road Feeling Bad"), songs that promised ultimate 
triumph to an oppressed people ("Samson and Delilah," 
“Swing Low, Sweet Chariot"). There were songs that 
celebrated underdog heroes ("Casey Jones") or con­
demned lawless murderers ("Stagger Lee"). Through these 
songs the mythology of. in the case of older ballads like 
"Pretty Peggy O” and "Barbara Allen,” the old world, or in 
the case of songs that sprang directly from the American 
milieu, the United States, was celebrated and passed 
down. But this United States was not made up of a single 
tradition in music or culLure but many different ones.
The Dead show their commitment to the continued 
power of world music through their association with such 
musicians as Hamza A1 Din. BabaOlatunji, AirtoMoreira. 
and Sikuru Adepoju as well as more mainstream per­
formers like Branford Marsalis. Carlos Santana and the 
Neville Brothers. On Chinese New Year the Dead invite 
the Chinese Symphony Orchestra of San Francisco to 
play between sets and the percussionist Mickey Hart is 
well-known for his association with not only the above- 
named percussionists but a wide range of performers 
from the Tibetan Monks to the modern composer Philip 
Glass.
Through a knowledge of the background of songs in 
the Grateful Dead's repertoire we will be reminded of 
America's diverse backgrounds and we may hear the 
songs anew with the ability to place them within a definite 
historical and cultural context.
"Peggy-O" is the traditional song that started me on 
this research project of investigating the traditional back­
grounds of songs by the Dead. It is also know as “Fennario," 
and “Bonnie Barbara, O." It was first performed by Lhe 
Grateful Dead December 12. 1973. Ironically, it is one of 
the Dead's most frequently played songs, but it does not 
appear on any official recording of the Grateful Dead or 
related groups. It was on Bob Dylan's first solo album. 
Bob Dylan, released in 1961.
What struck me about the song when I heard it in 
concert or on the bootleg concert tapes Lhat Deadheads 
trade among themselves (with full approval of the band) 
was that the story told by the song goes from relating how 
a captain declares his love for and asks pretty Peggy-O to 
marry him to his threat that "Ifever I return pretty Peggy- 
O/if ever I return your cities I will burn/Destroy all the 
ladies in the area-O."
As I researched the song, 1 discovered it was listed in 
a venerable volume of collected folklore. English Folk 
Songs from the Southern Appalachians, collected by 
Cecil J. Sharp. The song seems to be Scottish in origin. 
The version performed by the Grateful Dead resembles 
lhat transcribed in Cecil Sharp's book, but there are 
several variants. As is typical of folksongs, the place name 
given in the Dead version as "Fennario” is "Fernario" in 
Sharp's version. As the song is passed down from person 
to person words become changed or transposed, just as 
the message in the children's game of telephone gets 
more and more garbled as it is passed along. Sometimes 
nonsense syllables are substituted for what once were 
“real" words.
An even older. Scottish version of the ballad called 
'The Bonnie Lass O'Fyvie" appears in Folk-Songs o f the 
North-East and another version is given under the title 
Bonnie Barbara, O, in Vagabond Songs and Ballads of 
Scotland. From even the titles of the songs it is apparent 
that the names "Fennario" and "Fernario" both probably 
originally derived from “O'Fyvie" and the name "Peggy-O" 
perhaps from "Barbara, O." All of the versions considered 
together suggest the story of a love affair between a 
travelling enemy soldier and a local girl which is thwarted 
by the girl's ambitious mother who wants a son-in-law 
with more money and a higher social status. Thus his 
declarations go from a promise of love for "Barbara, O" to 
threats against the locals' lives when he returns from his 
next march. But he dies, heartbroken because of love for, 
respectively, "Peggy-O" and “Barbara O." “Bonnie Bar­
bara. O" is given the setting of Derby and is in dialect, but 
the story of Lhe song is a bit clearer. When the soldier asks 
Barbara what her mother would think of her daughter's 
marriage to an apparently well-to-do soldier, she replies:
Little would my mammie think, bonnie Sandy. O.
Little would my mammie think, bonnie Sandy O:
Little would my mammie think though she heard the 
guineas clink.
If her daughter was following a sodger. O.''1
A Scottish version which found its way to Lhe South­
ern United States is given in The Ballad o f America. 
This version lacks the detail of the proud, angry mother. 
The setting of this version. "The Bonnie Lass o’Fyvie," in
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other Southern American versions changes from "Fyvie" 
to local settings or is replaced by nonsense words like 
“Ivory" or "Ireo."2
There was a troop of Irish dragoons 
Came marching down Hi rough Fyvie O;
The Captain’s fallen in love with a bonnie. bonnie lass. 
Her name it is called pretty Peggy O.
“O come down the stairs, pretty Peggy O.” he said,
"O come clown the stairs pretty Peggy, O.
0 come down the stairs, comb aside your yellow hair. 
Take the last farewell of your daddy. O.3
The closest version to that of the Dead I have heard 
was rendered by Peggy O'Neal at a program on 
"Cumberland River: Memories and Music" on October 
25. 1991 in Celina, Tennessee, but in this version Pretty 
Peggy-O openly declares love for William the soldier
You're the one that I adore. Sweet Willy O,
You're the one that 1 adore. Sweet Willy O.
But your fortune is too low.
And 1 fear my mother would be angry O.
According to Ms. O'Neal, this song has occurred in folk 
music throughout the South in several versions, some 
using archaic diction. In the Dead's version the soldier is 
buried in the "Louisiana country-o.”
As a final note on this song, one of the Grateful 
Dead's two primary lyricists, Robert Hunter, borrowed 
the place name “Fennario” for one of his poems. “Lay of 
Lhe Sunflower." Its first verse reads:
1 must leave you for a season
Go out logging that hardwood timber 
Hardwood timber that grows so low 
In the forest of Fennario.4
He also uses the name in "Dire W olf as a setting for the 
song in the lines "In the timbers of Fennario" and "In the 
backwash of Fennario." As we shall see from later 
discussions of songs. Hunter is so close to this folk and 
traditional material he has absorbed it and made it part 
of his own inspiration for original lyrics.
Another traditional song performed by the Grateful 
Dead is “Jack-A Roe," also known as “Jack Went A- 
Sailing." It is a ballad, like "Peggy-O," and. as befits the 
ballad form, starts out with what seems a tragic situa­
tion. This song tells the story of a woman forbidden by her 
father to see her lover, but who dresses as a man to follow 
him. a sailor who has been called to sea. Unlike most 
ballads, however, the song has a happy ending: she finds 
him wounded after a battle and takes him to a doctor who 
heals him and the reunited couple marries. Several 
versions, all collected in the United States, are given in 
Sharp's English Folk Songsfrom the Southern Appa­
lachians. The version performed by the Grateful Dead 
leaves out details regarding the possessive father, al­
though they include the first verse, the omit the following:
Her father heard the callin'.
So quickly he came in.
Good morning, Mrs. Frasier,
Is that your sweetheart’s name?
I will lock you in my dungeon,
Your body I'll confine
If there is none but Jacky Frasier
That will ever suit your mind.
You can lock me in your dungeon,
It is hard to be confined.
But there is none but Jacky Frasier 
That will ever suit my mind.5
This ballad presents the opposite situation as "Peggy-O." 
Here, the daughter resists pressure from her father to 
reject her lover and proves to be true. Lately, on the on­
line computer exchange for Deadheads known as Dead- 
Flames there has been a thread about Grateful Dead 
songs for marriages (several marriages have been per­
formed at concerts), and Lhe last verse of this song was 
cited:
This couple they got married so well they did agree 
This couple they got married so why not you and me?
Oh why not you and me?
The variant version describing the vengeful father about 
differs somewhat and shows that the Dead version tends 
towards simplicity and cuts ouL detail in the last verse 
and in the entire story told by the song:
So here's a handsome couple 
So quickly did they agree.
How stylish they got married.
And why not you and me?
One would not want to cite "Peggy-O" in the context of 
marriage, nor another traditional song the Dead perform. 
“Rain and Snow." which begins: "Well I married me a 
wife./She been trouble all my life/Run me out in the cold 
rain and snow." If one were planning a wedding at a show 
and they did both of those songs it might be better to 
postpone the marriage, unless “Jack-a-Roe" turned up. 
too!
An American traditional song performed by the 
Grateful Dead is "The Ballad of Casey Jones." The song 
has not been played for over twenty years, but an updated 
version is currently in the Dead's repertoire.
The legendary tale of Jonathan Luther, or “Casey." 
Jones, is another song, like “Stagger Lee” and "Going 
Down Lhe Road Feelin' Bad." that celebrates Lhe indi­
vidual and defends him against the system. Jones ob­
tained his nickname from the town of his birth, Cayce. 
Kentucky. He moved to Jackson. Tennessee (where there 
is now a museum in his name, Lhe source of much of my 
information) to become a flagman at the M & O railroad. 
He soon earned a reputation for his speed runs, and 
speed was very much in demand for mail contracts. 
Casey was asked to take a special run of a passenger train 
from Memphis to Canton. Mississippi, on April 30. 1900. 
Right outside of Vaughn, Mississippi. Casey noticed 
another train on the tracks. He told his fireman to jump 
off the train, but Casey himself stayed with his engine and 
slowed it enough to ensure that no one was killed
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although he himself lost his life. Wallace Saunders, a 
black engine wiper known for composing ballads in the 
rail yard, wrote a ballad that celebrated Casey. However, 
the railroad tried to blame Casey for the accident. Accord­
ing to Henry Trelyan. a section gang foreman for a Texas 
lumber company who supplied John and Alan Lomax 
with a version of "Casey Jones” for the book American 
Ballads and Folk Songs, Casey was drunk when driv­
ing his train.6 Whatever the truth was, neither Wallace 
Saunders nor Casey’s widow Janie Jones, got money 
from the song. It was rumored that Saunders traded the 
rights to his song for a bottle of liquor.
Saunders’ song celebrated a hero in “The story told 
of a brave engineer”; Furry Lewis did a version called 
“Kassie Jones” that made the event that killed Casey even 
more tragic by focusing on Casey’s family: this is the 
leaning of the Dead’s version, which starts out “Mrs. 
Casey when she heard the news/Sitting at her bedside 
she was lacing up her shoes” — touching domestic details 
are combined with the fact of the children's being told of 
their father's death, although Casey himself is shown as 
ambitious:
Casey said just before he died
Two more roads that 1 want to ride
People said, what roads. Casey, can they be
Gold Colorado and the Santa Fe
Robert Hunter's updated version of the legend, his 
song “Casey Jones” is in contrast hardly tragic. It is good 
example of how he uses and rewrites traditional songs in 
his lyrics. Hunter's Casey Jones is “Driving that train/ 
High on cocaine" and the narrator puns “Casey Jones 
you'd better watch your speed." Hunter's version thus 
takes off on the rumor that Casey was drunk and updates 
this detail for the Dead's audience. OLher details coincide 
with the details of the actual accident: "Switchman 
sleepin/Train hundred and two/is on the wrong track 
and headed for you... /Come round the bend/You know 
it's the end/The fireman screams and/The engine just 
gleams.”7
The Dead just performed this song again last sum­
mer for the first time since 1984 on June 20, 1992 at 
Washington, D.C.'s Robert F. Kennedy Memorial Sta­
dium. It featured the blowing of a train horn, but it was 
not the whistle that Casey was know by. a Whip'OWill. 
“Casey Jones was originally released on the album Work­
ingman’s Dead, whose title belies its substance: it 
included many songs that had their roots in traditional 
songs, like “Cumberland Blues" and “Dire Wolf." both by 
Robert Hunter.
"Staggerlee," or as Hunter calls his song, “Delia 
Delyon and Staggerlee,” is another good example of the 
way Hunter rewrites traditional ballads. "Staggerlee.” 
was traditionally, “Staggolee.” The figure Staggerlee was 
apparently the stuff of legend, being the subject of a 
variety of related songs about a reckless and ruthless 
swaggerer. One version relates:
Staggolee was a bully man an'ev'ybody knowed.
When dey seed Stagolee cornin', to give Stagolee de road.
O dat man. bad man, Stagolee done come!
Stagolee started out. he give his wife his han':
Good-bye darlin. I'm goin' to kill a man."
O dat man, bad man. Stagolee done comeP
Like the Grateful Dead's version of the song, a version 
from American Murder Ballads and Their Stories.
collected by Olive Woolley Burl refers to the fight that in 
this case “Stackalee" and “Billy Lyons” have over 
Stackalee's Stetson’s hat, which Stackalee says is magic. 
Despite Billy Lyons' pleas for mercy Stackalee kills him. 
In Robert Hunter's version it is Billy Delyon's wife who 
takes revenge on Staggerlee. He summarizes previous 
folk versions of the slaying of Billy and then introduces 
Delia's dissatisfaction with the law:
Baio, Baio, tell me how can this be?
You arrest the girls for turning tricks 
but you're scared of Staggerlee...0
This element was apparent in Mississippi John Hurt's 
“Stackalee": “Police Officer, how can this be/You can 
arrest everybody/But cruel Stackalee.” In Hunter's song 
Delia takes the law into her own hands: “Baio you go get 
him or give the job to me."10 The upshot is that she gets 
Stagger Lee where it hurts and "fixes" him for good:
As Staggerlee lit a cigarette she shot him in the balls 
Blew the smoke off her revolver, had him dragged to city 
hall."
Those who criticize the Grateful Dead for sexist lyrics in 
songs such as “Sugar Magnolia" would do well to look at 
Robert Hunter's version of "Stagger Lee" where Delia 
shows her strength and triumphs over even the police, 
who ask
How the hell can 1 arrest him when he's twice as big as me? 
Don't ask me to go downtown — 1 wouldn't come back alive 
Not only is that mother b ig but he packs a.45.1J
“Goin’ Down the Road Felling Bad" is another, in this 
case traditional, song that expresses outrage at the 
powers that be. Also known as “Goin’ Down the Road." 
“I’m Goin' Down That Road Feeling Bad," and “Not Gonna 
Be Treated This Away," it is a traditional song. A version 
by Woody Guthrie was used in John Ford's film The 
Grapes of Wrath (1940), and implies the fact, as was 
indeed the case, the song became a kind of anthem 
during the time of the Great Depression, and the refrain 
“I ain't gonna be treated this away" a slogan directed 
against the government that was invoked by union 
organizers in the city and on farms and by the New 
Dealers who sought to change the government at the 
time.13 Woody Guthrie did not write the song, contrary to 
what is implied in his version in Hard-Hitting Songs for  
Hard-Hit People. In another version by Guthrie called 
“Blowin' Down This Road" the setting is clearly the 
Depression: he is “goin’ where the dust storms never 
blow" and where his children can get "three square meals 
a day."14
For the Dead and Deadheads this became a tour 
song that perhaps expresses the occasional reality of bad 
Limes and hassles experienced while following the band
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from city to city on their spring summer or fall concert 
schedule. It's no doubt well known at this point that 
Deadheads are targets for police and in some states a 
Grateful Dead sticker on a car constitutes probable cause 
that excuses a stale trooper pulling a driver over. A lot of 
Deadheads are incarcerated (the drawing for Lhe accom­
panying list of traditional songs by the Dead was provided 
by Robert Moody, now in the Bland Correctional Facility 
in Bland. Virginia). Ironically, in one version at least the 
Dead did of this song the paradise sought for has mush­
rooms — presumably hallucinogenic:
Goin' where those mushroom fields do grow.
Goin' where those mushroom fields do grow.
Goin' where those mushroom fields do grow
Please don't eat me any old way.
The last line is perhaps a warning to Deadheads from the 
band, a practice lhat has become increasingly more 
common as venues close their doors to the band because 
of perceived problems it its fans' behavior—namely, the 
uncontrolled vending of food, merchandise, and drugs at 
concerts.
This survey of a few of the traditional and tradition- 
based songs performed by the Grateful Dead, however, 
negates the band's image as a nihilistic, hard-rock group. 
The band's roots are firmly in traditional soil, and its 
songs often celebrate the American frontier spirit. Their 
repertoire validates their choice of name, which is also 
not what it seems. The story of Jerry Garcia's accidental 
discovery of the phrase "Grateful Dead” in the dictionary 
(after the band was forced to change its name from the 
"Warlocks" which another band was using) is well known, 
but perhaps it was not really an accident. The name 
derives from a cycle of folk tales which relate a story of a 
hero who encounters people who are mistreating the 
dead by refusing to bury a corpse. The hero gives up his 
last pennies to provide a decent burial for this stranger. 
Later, he meets someone who saves his life, or assists him 
in an impossible task, or helps him find a fortune. Of 
course this assistant turns out to be an example of the 
“grateful dead." For a band that performs so many folk 
and traditional songs and finds a great deal ofinspiration 
in tradition, this name seems uncannily appropriate.
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ALive
TIt Le
V  DeacI: TiMdiTioNAl Folk ANd BLues Sonqs 
PERfoRiviEd by ThE G rateFuL DEAd
A Iternate Dates PERfoRiviEd
All Around this World Been All Around this World 12/19/69— 12/31/80
Ballad of Casey Jones Casey Jones; Kassie Jones 5/15/70—8/5/70
Barbara Allen 12/12/81— 12/30/81
Betty and Dupree 12/1/66
Casey Jones* 5/23/69—present
C.C. Rider Cee Cee Rider 12/1/79—present
Cocaine Blues Cocaine Habit Blues 7/12/70—8/19/70
Cold Jordan 6/20/69—8/19/70
Cold Rain and Snow 3/25/66— present
Dark Hollow 2/14/70— 10/30/80
Darlin' Corey 11/20/70
Deep Blum Blues 12/1/66—9/24/83
Don’t Ease Me In 10/07/66— 12/3/92
Dupree's Diamond Blues* 2/11/69—3/26/90
Goin’ Down the Road 
Feelin’ Bad Don’t Want to Be Treated This Away 10/10/70—present
Hey Pocky Way 9/9/87—7/22/90
I Hear a Voice Callin' 5/15/70—8/5/70
I Know You Rider 3/12/66—present
Iko Iko Aiko Aiko 5/15/77—present
Jack A Roe Jack Monroe; Jack Munroe 5/13/77—2/2/92
La Bamba 9/7/87—9/23/87
Looks Like Rain* 3/23/72—present
Muddy Water 12/5/71
Nobody’s Fault Nobody’s Fault But Mine 9/24/73—9/22/91
On the Road Again 1/7/66— 10/12/84
One Kind Favor See That My Grave Is Kept Clean 3/12/66— 12/1/66
Peggy-O Fennario; The Bonnie Lass O Fyvie;
Bonnie Barbara O 12/12/73—present
Rosalie McFall 7/12/70— 10/27/80
Sadie Little Sadie 12/19/69— 10/31/80
Samson and Delilah If I Had My Way 6/3/76—present
Slewfoot O’Slewfoot 6/11/69— 12/31/69
Staggerlee* Stack O Lee; Staggolee 8/30/78— 12/11/92
Stealin' 3/25/66— 12/29/66
Swing Low, Sweet Chariot 6/4/70—8/19/70
Throwing Stones* 9/17/82—2/22/93
Top of the World Sittin’ On Top of the World 7/3/66—5/25/72
We Bid You Goodnight And We Bid You Goodnight 8/22/68—9/26/91
* Original Songs by Robert Hunter or John Barlow with Members of the Grateful Dead, but refer to folk and traditional 
songs.
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C h a r lo t te s v i l le .  V A  2 2 9 0 3 . T h is  p a p e r  w a s  o r ig in a l ly  p r e ­
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In July 1992.1 traveled north fora few days from my home 
in Lhe Passaic River valley of New Jersey to the Catskill 
mountains of New York. My official destination was 
Woodchuck Lodge in Roxbury, New York, boyhood home 
of the nineteenth-century nature writer, John Burroughs. 
As a doctoral candidate in English. I had read a number 
of Burroughs' essays, had researched his biography, and 
was considering writing my dissertation on some aspect 
of his career. In addition to academic concerns, however, 
it was the summertime, and I wanted to take a break—to 
see Woodchuck Lodge, of course, but also to explore Lhe 
nearby town of Woodstock and to do some hiking and 
camping at the isolated Woodland Valley campground 
southeast of Roxbury. At the time I hadn't noticed that I 
was vis iting three "woods"— Woodchuck Lodge. 
Woodstock, and Woodland Valley. After my return, how­
ever. 1 began to recognize that, when seen from the 
standpoint of camping, each "wood" represents a differ­
ent stage in our evolving philosophy of wilderness. Wood­
chuck Lodge was the departure point for many camping 
trips by Burroughs and his fellow outdoor enthusiasts; 
Woodstock gave its name to what may have been Lhe most 
important camp-out ever, held at the turning point of 
environmental awareness in America; and my experience 
in Woodland Valley was evidence of all Lhe contradictions 
a modern "wilderness" experience can bring about. What 
follows, then, is a travelogue of sorLs. the narrative of a 
journey both spatial and temporal that attempts to come 
to terms with what we do when we camp.
Myjourney begins with John Burroughs, the osten­
sible subject of my visit. Author of more than twenty- 
eight books on natural history and literature. Burroughs 
lived from 1837 to 1921 and was Lhe preeminent nature 
writer of his day. his volumes selling more than a million- 
and-a-half copies. Although Burroughs had been popu­
lar throughout Lhe nineteenth century, it was really not 
until 1914 and the publication of Our Friend John 
Burroughs by Clara Barrus LhaL a true cult of personality 
grew up around the then-seventy-year-old writer. Filled 
with stories of uninvited guests being welcomed with 
hospitality by Burroughs, the book sparked a barrage of 
visitors to Woodchuck Lodge that summer. "What shall I 
do to check this unwanted flood of company?" Burroughs 
complained in a letter Lo Hamlin Garland that autumn.1
The flood of company has since stopped coming to 
Woodchuck Lodge, and on the day of my visit in July 1 was 
the only one around for miles. After paying my respects
at Lhe gravesite just up the road, I sat down on Lhe steps 
of the sun-baked porch to contemplate the diminished 
status of this man. Why is it, 1 wondered, staring out at 
the lush green fields of his Catskill homestead, that 
almost no one today knows who John Burroughs is?
Part of the answer, at least, can be attributed to the 
fact that Burroughs was no ecological saint. Boyhood 
companion of financial mogul Jay Gould. Burroughs was 
friends with many of the business tycoons of the post- 
Civil War expansion, including Thomas Edison. E.H. 
Harriman. Andrew Carnegie. Harvey Firestone, and Henry 
Ford. Although he wrote devotedly about nature's glory, 
he seems to have been at least partially blind to its 
potential destruction by the mechanization and industri­
alization promoted by his friends.
Woodchuck Lodge was the departure poinL for 
Burroughs' many camping trips, and it is in these trips,
I believe, that Burroughs' appreciation of nature clashed 
mostvisiblywith the growing threatofindustrial progress. 
Consider, for example, the camping trip taken by 
Burroughs and Henry Ford in September, 1913. to visit 
Concord, Massachusetts, and the old haunts of Emerson 
and Thoreau. As Ed Renehan relates in his new biogra­
phy of Burroughs:
A fleet of Ford cars and trucks complete with chauf­
feurs and attendants accompanied the two men on the 
trip. One truck was a traveling field kitchen. Another 
carried seven tents for Ford, Burroughs, and Ford's 
staff. Other vehicles carried Mr. Ford's wardrobe, 
newsreel cameras of the Ford publicity department, a 
portable refrigerator, a dining Lent with an upright 
table that seated twenty, and gasoline powered elec­
tricity generators. Burroughs and Ford each had a 
private ten-by-ten tent complete with portable floor, 
electric light, folding cot, mattress, blankets, sheets, 
and pillows.2
Clearly, this was no average camping trip, although its 
grandeur appears to have been characteristic of a num­
ber of the outings Burroughs took—with John Muir and 
E.H. Harriman to Alaska in 1899. with Teddy Roosevelt 
to Yellowstone Park in 1903. and with Ford and Edison 
to the Everglades in 1914. Coincident with the rise of the 
national park system. Burroughs' trips also provide a 
vivid illustration of the way the American attitude toward 
wilderness was changing as a result of industrial progress.
According to the Oxford English Dictionary, the 
word c a m p —in the sense I am using it here—comes from 
the Latin c a m p u s , or “level field." (Recall the Campus 
Martius in Rome, where games, athletic practices, and 
military drills were held.) An early definition of the word 
is its military sense, meaning 'jt]he place where an army 
or body or troops is lodged in Lents or other temporary 
means of shelter, with or without entrenchments." Con­
nected Lo this definition is our more familiar awareness 
of c a m p : “The temporary quarters, formed by tents, 
vehicles, or other portable or improvised means of shel­
ter, occupied by a body of nomads or men on the march, 
by travelers, by gypsies, companies of sportsmen, lum­
bermen. field-preachers and their audiences, or parties 
'camping out': an encampment." (Interestingly, one of
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the earliest citations of "camping" in American literature 
comes from James Fenimore Cooper’s 1823 novel The 
Pioneers, also set in the Catskills. Cooper describes 
”[t]he sugar-boiler, who was busy in his camp."3
I was born in May, 1969, one month before the 
moonwalk. three months before the Woodstock Music 
and Art Fair. Needless to say, 1 don't remember either. 
But I grew up with that word ringing in my ears— 
Woodstock. Woodstock. Woodstock.
As anyone who was there knows, however, I should 
have been hearing Bethel. Bethel. Bethel, because that's 
where Lhe festival was actually held—in Bethel. New 
York, about sixty miles southwest of Woodstock, and 
about as close to Pennsylvania as the true town of 
Woodstock is to the Hudson.
This wasn’t Lhe way it was supposed to be. Wood- 
stock Ventures, Inc., the group that organized the festi­
val. had first planned to hold the event in or on tire 
borders of the town of Woodstock, as an expansion of “a 
small series of weekend folk and rock events" called Lhe 
"Woodstock Soundouts" that had been held just over the 
town line in Saugerties.'' Since the turn of the century, 
when John Burroughs had spent a few weeks each 
summer in Woodstock, the town had grown from a 
thriving artists’ colony to a mecca for musicians, hippies, 
and flower children. Pete Seeger: Joan Baez; Peter, Paul 
and Mary; and Bob Dylan all claimed residence there at 
one point or another during the sixties.3 The result of 
such growth, however, was that “the town had few of the 
unwooded plains and gently rolling hillsides a large 
outdoor festival would need."3 This, combined with the 
resistance of the town's more conservative residents, 
drove the festival first to Wallkill in southern Ulster 
Country, and, when that site also fell through, to Sullivan 
Country and the town of Bethel.
Bethel, it is worth noting, means a holy or conse­
crated spot in Hebrew.7 and the three days of peace and 
music that were held there in August. 1969, were—in one 
sense—an attempt to bring about such a state of holiness 
in our relationship to the land. Ever since the publication 
of Rachel Carson’s Silent Spring in 1962. concern for 
the environment had been growing in the United Slates, 
with the approved of the Nuclear Test Ban Treaty in 1963, 
the passage of the Wilderness Act in 1964, and the 
creation of the National Wild and Scenic Rivers System in 
1968. The sixties also saw the publication of Murray 
Bookchin’s Our Synthetic Environment in 1962. 
Roderick Nash’s Wilderness and the American Mind in 
1967. emd Paul Ehrlich's The Population Bomb in 1968. 
to name but a few. On the one hand, then, this renewed 
emphasis on the environment came as a result of the 
increasing affluence of the American people, who were 
better educated about Lhe perils of ecological collapse 
and who had more leisure time to devote to such a cause. 
On the other hand, it also came as a result of the many 
links that existed between the various social movements 
of Lhe sixties, such as the antiwar, civil rights. Native 
American rights, and feminist movements. Woodstock 
offered the youth of the 1960s the opportunity to put their 
pastoral ideals into practice.
Stanley Goldstein, who was campground coordina­
tor for Woodstock Ventures, recounted that
Itjhe idea of the campgrounds, just like the idea, which 
was very, very, very early on, that if we drew the kind 
of crowd that we anticipated drawing for X number of 
days, there was no place that those people could have 
stayed, whether it was Wallkill or Monticello, NY. There 
just wasn't the housing in the area. But more than 
that, it was in the spirit of the times to get out and 
commune with nature and so on and so forth—be 
ecologically sound, live off the land, be a part of it. So 
the camping idea was just part of the plot.8
Due to the last minute site change from Wallkill to Bethel 
just a month before the festival, and also due to the 
overwhelming size of the crowd, the efforts at campsite 
location, path-building, and fire-pit digging were inad­
equate to handle the convergence of 400,000 people on 
the farm of Max Yasgur for three days. The experience of 
Alan Green, who recalls coming over a hill as he neared 
the festival site, seems to have been typical:
There were long, long lines of cars—I guess miles 
already at that point—but when you got onto Yasgur's 
fami there was still no idea... what was going on 
because there were people milling around: there was 
no sort of semblance of who was going to be doing what 
and where it was all going to happen even. We looked 
around and though. “Well, this should be fun. We’ll 
camp out here for two days or three days and there will 
probably be a lot of people around." So we found a spot 
in the woods and we decided maybe we should smoke 
a joint.9
Compare Green's narration of the events with Joni 
Mitchell's version in the song “Woodstock":
Well 1 came upon a child of God.
He was walkin along the road.
And I asked him. tell me, "Where you goin’?"
And this he told me.
He said I'm goin' down to Yasgur's Farm.
I'm gonna join in a rock 'n' roll band.
I'm gonna camp out on the land.
I'm gonna try and get my soul free.
What in Mitchell's version reads "gonna camp out on Lhe 
land," became, in the version which Crosby. Stills, Nash 
and Young sang, “got to get back to Lhe land." The change 
was less a shift in meaning, though, than a simple 
substitution of synonyms. "Camping out,” in the sixties 
no longer meant the reproduction of industrial domestic­
ity: it meant getting back to the land, getting back to the 
pastoral garden.
Paying too much attention to this pastoral vision, 
however, may obscure what were, in the end, the rather 
messy realities of Woodstock. In addition to the lack of 
adequate fencing to control the crowds, and the miles and 
miles of impassable traffic jams, there were the ever­
present rainstorms, which almost destroyed what ragtag 
electric, water, and sewage systems were in place and 
which led to the memorable headline in the New York 
Daily News: "Hippies Mired in Sea of Mud."
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Still, after it was all over, not everyone remained 
focused on what the New York Times termed a "Night­
mare in the Catskills."10 Not long after the festival ended, 
the Sullivan County Publicity Commission ran an ad to 
promote tourism in the New York Times Magazine of 26 
October 1969. According to the ad. when the festival 
participants arrived in the Catskills, “They saw that [the 
Catskills] had lakes hiding in the woods. That they could 
stand knee-deep in crystal streams and have a waterfall 
rain down upon them. Or try to catch fish with their bare 
hands. They saw what it was like to camp out in the 
woods.""
When I went to the Catskills this past July, after 
visiting Woodchuck Lodge and Woodstock, I did some 
camping of my own in a place called Woodland Valley, an 
isolated campground run by the New York State Depart­
ment of Environmental Conservation. Today, of course, 
there are many, many different ways of camping—camp­
ing in the backcountry. the desert, the beach, or the 
snowpack: while hunting, fishing, or trapping; while 
bicycle touring, rafting or canoeing. Because of my own 
time constraints in July, I traveled in one of the descen­
dants of Henry Ford's creation, the automobile, with a 
tenL in the trunk and a change of clothes on the passenger 
seat. 1 paid my eight bucks, signed up for my site, and 
suddenly I was camping.
If the camping trips of John Burroughs exemplify the 
growing intrusion of industry into the life of all Americans 
after the Civil War. and if Woodstock was the most visible 
attempt by Americans to recover a more balanced ap­
proach to nature in the 1960s. my camping experience in 
Woodland Valley suggests some of the ways in which— 
since Woodstock—the nation has both succeeded and 
failed at preventing the tide of "progress" from over­
whelming our wilderness areas.
Its success, of course, can be found simply in the 
continued preservation of isolated tracts of land such as 
that surrounding Woodland Valley. Though not inacces­
sible, this campground is far enough out of the way to 
prevent the casual visitor from happening upon it by 
chance. Though it can be reached by automobile. Wood­
land Valley provides access to a number of hiking tails 
that lead quickly from the pavement to the pine-needles, 
past streams that feed the Esopus Creek and Ashokan 
Reservoir, and up Slide Mountain, rising 4200 feet above 
sea level. Though the campsites are numbered and the 
latrines lined with cement, these limited changes—how­
ever “unnatural" they may appear—help prevent the 
further destruction of this special and fragile world.
The preservation of such spaces, however, while 
important for the human camper, should be tempered by 
a growing awareness that wilderness does not exist solely 
for human enjoyment. As Dave Foreman writes in Con­
fessions o f an Eco-Warrior, "Many conservationists 
and biologists recognize today that the primary value of 
wilderness is not as a proving ground for young Huck 
Finns or Annie Oakleys. It is to preserve native biological 
diversity, to allow room on this human-dominated Earth 
for the free play of natural forces, to leave things alone 
somewhere."12 Ecological wilderness, as Foreman points 
out. is big wilderness: many plants and animals require
vast stretches of untouched land to flourish. Due to 
actions such as road-building, logging, grazing, mining, 
energy extraction, dam building and other water develop­
ments, power-line and pipeline corridor construction, 
and a host of other destructive activities, wilderness 
fragmentation has proceeded apace with preservation 
during the twentieth century. A Woodland Valley is one 
thing. Many woodland valleys, connected by buffer zones 
and migration corridors adequate for species preserva­
tion, are another.
When John Burroughs and Henry Ford camped in 
Concord with their servants, they brought with them all 
the trappings of industrial domesticity. They, however, 
were few in number. When 400.000 people camped at the 
Woodstock Music and Art Fair, they brought with them 
only a pastoral vision. But they needed more than music 
to survive. When I camped at Woodland Valley, I was 
reminded that species preservation depends on keeping 
wilderness areas safe from human inhabitation. Now, 
although I wonder what preserving the human species 
will require. Perhaps camping has had the answer all 
along: wear good boots, watch your step, tread lightly.
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"You SAy You W a n t a 
R e v o lu t io n " :  E n v iro n m en ta l 
R e Lo rm  iN t Lie  L it e r a t u r e  of t Ne 
1860s ANd 1960s
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e s s a y  w a s  o r ig in a l ly  p r e s e n te d  a t th e  Sixties Genera­
tions c o n fe re n c e .  M a r c h  1 993 , F a ir fa x , V A .
I wish Lo begin by offering a paraphrased description of a 
remarkable social reform movement which we associate 
with an entire generation:
The movement was a form of idealism which involved 
a reliance on the intuition and the conscience. Adher­
ents of the movement generally believed in living close 
lo nature and taught the dignity of manual labor. They 
placed great emphasis upon the importance of spiri­
tual living. They decided moral and religious questions 
by reference lo the individual rather than lo institu­
tions such as school or church. They urged strongly 
the divinity of man and the idea of one great brother­
hood. They resisted what they saw as the vulgar 
prosperity of many Americans, believed firmly in de­
mocracy, and insisted on intense individualism. They 
were by nature reformers, and most of their reforms 
were attempts to awaken and regenerate the human 
spirit.1
Although it functions rather well as a representation of 
the counterculture of the 1960s, this is in fact a descrip­
tion of transcendentalism, the movement of intellectual 
rebellion and social reform which flourished during the 
middle of the nineteenth century.
We often forget that the United Slates has had tw o  
"sixties generations." both of which were marked by a 
cultural revolution that sparked social reform and social 
protest. In this very brief survey I do not wish to explore 
deeply the historical circumstances which engendered 
specific cultural events: instead. 1 simply wish to suggest 
that there is a remarkable correspondence between the 
decade of the 1960s and the comparably tumultuous 
decade that preceded it by a century. The correspon­
dences 1 will offer are hardly coincidental, for the climate 
of social protest which characterized both periods also 
produced strikingly similar political, legislative, educa­
tional. environmental, and even dietary reforms.
Let me begin, then, with a broad sketch of the 
pattern of social reform which characterizes both the 
eighteen- and nineteen-sixties. Most obviously, both 
decades were tom by controversial and divisive wars: like 
the Viet Nam war, the Civil War resulted in social unrest, 
draft-dodging, and antiwar protests. The draft riots of 
1863 left 1.200 dead and thousands injured in New York 
City alone, while New York was also the gathering site of 
more than 100,000 antiwar protesters in 1967. And more 
so than any other conflict in our history, the Civil and Viet 
Nam wars divided the loyalties of the American people in 
particularly painful ways.
Both periods were also marked by intense civil rights 
activism on behalf of African-Americans and women. A 
powerful abolition movement encouraged Lincoln’s Eman­
cipation Proclamation in 1863, and equal rights activists 
persuaded President Kennedy lo call for far-reaching civil 
rights legislation in 1963. The diiliculties which attended 
the sweeping cultural change of the two decades is 
nowhere more apparent than in the fact that both Presi­
dents were assassinated, victims of the change which 
they had attempted to enact. Likewise, both decades 
became battlegrounds for citizens seeking social and 
legal equality for women. In 1869 Susan B. Anthony 
formed The American Women's Suffrage Association, 
which campaigned for a Constitutional amendment that 
would give women lire right to vote. And it was in the 
1960s that the modern women’s movement made its 
start, first with the publication of Betty Friedan's influen­
tial book The Feminine Mystique in 1963. and later with 
the formation of tire National Organization for Women 
(NOW) in 1966.
Perhaps the most revolutionary cultural changes 
shared by the two sixties generations were catalyzed by 
new technologies. For purposes of comparison, we might 
take the intercontinental railway and the lunar landing 
as examples. In 1869, at Promontory Point in the Utah 
Territory, the Union Pacific and Central Pacific Railroads 
joined to form an unbroken band of rail across the U.S. 
Travel time between New York and San Francisco, which 
formerly varied from three to nine grueling months, was 
suddenly reduced to eight days of relative comfort. In 
1969, with much of Ihe world watching on television, 
astronauts Neil Armstrong and "Buzz" Aldrin walked, 
planted flags, and played golf on the moon. In the case of 
both the railroad and the lunar landing, a technological 
achievement changed our sense of time, space, and 
control, and radically altered how we were to perceive and 
enact our relationship both to the landscape and to the 
cosmos.
Despite our dominant culture's ongoing movement 
toward the exploitation of nature, both the 1860s and the 
1960s were also rich in environmental critiques of 
hegemonic and anthropocentric industrialism. For ex­
ample, the wedding of social and environmental reform 
visible in nineteenth-century experiments in communal 
living such as Brook Farm and Fruitlands is mirrored in 
the "back to the land” movement that began in the 1960s. 
Both are marked by an attempt to redefine community in 
ways Lhat account for humanity's physical and spiritual 
dependence upon the natural world. In fact, the modern 
animal rights movement, which is an attempt to expand 
the moral community to include nonhuman beings, had 
its roots in the American Society for the Prevention of 
Cruelty to Animals, formed in 1866. In addition, an 
interest in nature mysticism and in Asian understand­
ings of the natural world is evident in the work of the New 
England transcendenlalists. just as it is in the work of the 
Beat Generation writers such as Allen Ginsburg, Alan 
Watts, and Gary Snyder. In short, both sixties genera­
tions attempted to reforge their bonds to the earth, or. as 
Theodore Roszak put it in his 1969 classic. The Making 
of a Counter Culture, “[to] transform this disoriented
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civilization of ours into something a human being can 
identify as home."2
This idea of the earth as home—an idea we might 
simply call environmental consciousness—has long been 
associated with the series of insights we gather under the 
term ecology. But few of us recall that the ecology 
movement of the 1960s was a revival of the environmen­
tal concern that had its first voice in the 1860s. A 
landmark in ecological drinking, George Perkins Marsh's 
pioneering environmental study, Man and Nature, was 
published in 1865. Marsh provides a scientifically repu­
table account of human civilization’s destructive impact 
upon the land, but his book is also informed by a 
particularly modem environmental ethic. “Man has for­
gotten." wrote Marsh, "that the eardi was given to him for 
usufruct alone, not for consumption, still less for profli­
gate waste.”3 Indeed, it was also in the 1860s that the 
word "ecology" was actually coined. Zoologist Ernst Hackel. 
who was the first German advocate of Darwin's theory of 
organic evolution, created die neologism in 1869 to 
express the notion of environmental balance which eigh­
teenth century naturalists had referred to as "the economy 
of nature." Finally, the 1860s also saw die beginnings of 
environmental preservation, both with the establish­
ment of large city parks, and even more imporlandy, with 
the federal protection of Yosemite Valley in 1864.
The work of ecological drinkers such as Marsh and 
Hackel. largely ignored during the intervening years, 
sprouted again in the substantial environmental reforms 
of the 1960s. Beginning with the publication of Rachel 
Carson's Silent Spring in 1962, environmental concern 
was catalyzed as a popular social movement, founded on 
the ecological principles of interrelationship, sustain­
ability, and ecosystemic health. In the conclusion to 
Silent Spring. Carson called upon human beings to 
share the earth with nonhuman beings, and she force­
fully denounced the arrogance of the human pretension 
to dominance over the natural world.'1 Largely as a result 
of die ecology movement's cridque of destructive land use 
patterns, the decade was also rich in legislative reforms, 
the most important of which were the Wilderness Act of 
1964 and the Endangered Species Act of 1967. These acts 
signaled a new era of environmental consciousness be­
cause their philosophical underpinnings were subver- 
sively non-anthropocentric: in the case of the Wilderness 
Act humans were to be no more than "visitors" on the 
preserved land, and in the case of Lhe Endangered 
Species Act. nonhuman beings were, in effect, granted 
the legal right to exist. In short, the 1960s movement for 
environmental preservation on grounds other than diose 
of human use was an ecologically informed approach 
which had its roots in a in a nineteenth-century tradition 
of environmental awareness.
Bodi decades were also marked by a rich literature 
of environmental concern. Although Thoreau died in 
1862. The Maine Woods (1864) and other writings were 
published in Lhe sixties, and Emerson, Whitman, Bryant, 
Whittier. Olmsted, and other writers who found nature 
congenial were active. By 1869 John Wesley Powell was 
recording his famous exploration of the canyons of the 
Colorado River. John Burroughs was working on tire first
of his twenty-three books of nature writing, and John 
Muir was spending that first, baptismal summer in Ure 
Sierra. The 1960s was also a banner decade for the 
literature of nature, producing such classics as Edward 
Abbey's Desert Solitaire (1968). Wendell Berry's The 
Long-Legged House (1969), John Hay's In Defense of 
Nature (1969). and Gary Snyder's Earth House Hold 
(1969). In these and other important books of Lhe period, 
the rich sense of place which we associate with the work 
of such writers as Henry Thoreau and John Burroughs 
was finally wedded with a distinctly modern environmen­
tal sensibility.
I wish to conclude my observations on this pattern 
of correspondence with a brief comparison of Lhe senti­
ments expressed by two important nature writers, each 
working at the end of a "sixties generation." First John 
Muir, radical ecophilosopher. founder of Lhe Sierra Club, 
and father of Lhe preservationist wing of Die American 
conservation movement. I quote from the journal Muir 
kept during his famous thousand-mile walk to the Gulf 
in 1867:
The world, we are told, was made especially for man— 
a presumption not supported by all Lhe facts. A numer­
ous class of men are painfully astonished whenever 
they find anything, livingor dead, in all God's universe, 
which they cannot eat or render in some way what they 
call useful to themselves.... it never seem to occur to 
[them) that Nature’s object in making animals and 
plants might possibly be first of all the happiness of 
each one of them, not the creation of all for the 
happiness of one. Why should man value himself as 
more than a small part of the one great unit of 
creation?5
And finally, from Wendell Berry’s The Long-Legged 
House, published in 1969:
1 had thoughtlessly accepted the common assumption 
of my countrymen that the world is merely an inert 
surface that man lives on and uses.... [But finallyl I 
began to think of myself as living within, rather than 
upon the life of the place. I began to think of my life as 
one among many, and one kind among many kinds. I 
began to see how little of the beauty and the richness 
of the world is of human origin, and how superficial 
and crude and destructive—even self-destructive—is 
man's conception of himself as the owner of the land 
and the master of nature and the center of the uni­
verse.6
Standing a century apart. Muir and Berry are each 
confronting what they see as the monstrous pretension of 
human superiority over nonhuman nature. In an intui­
tive way. each is rejecting the dominant anthropocentric 
paradigm for an ecological vision of the natural world as 
community and as home.
Unfortunately, tire revolutionary environmental ideas 
of a John Muir or a Wendell Berry are often received as 
insightful but solitary outbursts—as the wisdom of a 
voice crying in the wilderness. On the contrary, the larger 
context of social reform which characterized both the 
1860s and the 1960s helped to make such ideas possible 
then, and continues to help make them possible today.
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Just as we hope that Americans of tine twenty-first 
century will remember the lessons of the Vietnam genera­
tion, we should recognize that the roots of environmental 
reform run deeper than Earth Day. I wish only to suggest 
that the ecological revolution of the 1960s may also be 
seen as a product of the revolving century—as the 
flowering of seeds sown in the 1860s.
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that he hasn't seen since his position was 
overrun and his friends killed. You send 
us the places he was and we will "suggest” 
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contact with. Genuine silk in bold colors, 
motifs, and designs. F-4s going down in 
flames, helicopters vanquished, that great 
ambush tie with its pop-up surprise, and 
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ing through the gates of the U.S. Embassy! 
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point it out to him.
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By the time this review appears in print, we all hope 
normal U.S. relations with Hanoi will occur—but not in 
the manner Vietnam Now envisages. Written by the 
author of Harvard Hates America: The Odyssey o f a 
Bom Again American (1978), with introduction by 
Richard M. Nixon, Vietnam Now is not the rabid right- 
wing tract its credentials suggest. It is a contradictory 
work combining manipulative reasoning, right-wing ide­
ology and justified critique of certain Reagan era politics 
within a curious hybrid formation. Despite being out­
dated in several respects (such as the collapse of the 
former Soviet Union), the former Republican congress­
man's main thesis still stands. Arguing for “reassertion of 
American economic and diplomatic power in the world's 
most rapidly growing region,” Vietnam Now is an inter­
esting example of the chameleon nature of American 
foreign policy—in other words "Business as Usual." Ap­
proaching Vietnam Now as a work of fragmented ideo­
logical reasoning, and less for its supposedly coherent 
structure, yields great dividends. While not suggesting 
the necessity of monitoring every right-wing ideological 
production (or even viewing every Rush Limbaugh show), 
examining particular works often yields remarkable in­
sights. especially concerning ideological counteroffen­
sives expected within the next few years.
During the thirties American business and political 
interests often ignored frequent evidence concerning 
Fascist brutalities in the hope that dictators would see 
reason and return to the fold of international corporate 
capitalism. Despite historical differences this strategy 
dominates LeBoutillier's book. Fearful of growing Rus­
sian and Chinese expansion in Southeast Asia. LeBoulillier 
wishes to restore lost American influence by persuading 
a supposedly now reformist Hanoi of the benefits of 
American trade. This involves removing a formidable 
obstacle—the current ban on political and diplomatic 
engagement with a former enemy. Thus the time is now 
right for revealing certain iniquities within the once- 
applauded Reagan regime. Vietnam Now excellently 
illustrates the devious nature of an institutional ideology 
ready to do a deal whenever circumstances permit.
After some opening pages depicting the failure of 
Soviet economic aid. the author concludes with a utopian 
vision of future benefits.
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"In fact. Minister Nien held a small dinner for me in 
the state house in Hanoi. During the evening, Nien and 
his subordinates questioned me about computers, tele­
vision, Star Wars, medicine and other American techno­
logical advances. They have nothing but admiration for 
American and Western accomplishments. (They also love 
American entertainment, especially football, Muhammad 
Ali, and even televised heavyweight wrestling.) What a 
shame that we don't use this advantage to wean Vietnam 
from Moscow."(9)
The question of who is fooling whom does not arise. 
However, what is remarkable is the author's unveiling of 
negative aspects of American diplomatic policy to achieve 
desired aims. When economic goals become desirable 
former political deviousness suffers condemnation. Such 
is the fate of Cambodia and the M.I.A. issue.
Bitter Slate Department infighting prevented Jimmy 
Carter’s October 1978 moves to normalize relations with 
both China and Vietnam. Figures such as Zbigniew 
Brzezinski and Cyrus Vance prevented the latter move. 
LeBoulillier believes that US recognition would have 
prevented Vietnam's "invasion" of Cambodia. However, 
he understands the reasons for this, citing Pol Pot's 
invasion of Vietnam and his murder of "thirty thousand" 
people. While critiquing America's recognition of “Pol Pot 
as the legitimate representative of Kampuchea in the 
United Nations" (30), a policy whose effect is causing 
damaging consequences in the region today. LeBoulillier 
still clings to the dubious "world policeman" idea. "Only 
the positive introduction of a new player, the United 
Slates, into the region can untie this messy complicated 
knot" (30).
Believing in the existence of live POWs in both Laos 
and Vietnam, LeBoutillier (President of Account For 
POW/MIAs Inc.) documents a long history of duplicity 
and secrecy on the part of the government from the 1973 
Paris Peace Accords to 1989. Despite its M.I.A. mythology 
this chapter—“Pawns in The Game Between Washington 
and Hanoi"—makes depressing reading. The inaugura­
tion of Jimmy Carter made no real difference since he was 
denied institutional knowledge of the previous eight year 
dealings with Hanoi. Reagan administration rhetoric 
about the POWs actually concealed an acceleration of the 
deception begun under Kissinger. Although officially 
declared as a high national priority, the issue remained 
in the hands of tire National Security Council whose 
advisors repeatedly refused State Department requests 
for operational authority (54-55). Among those advisors 
were John Poindexter, Frank Carlucci, and America's 
current "favorite public servant" Colin Powell. Both 
Carlucci and Powell frequently ignored John Tower's 
recommendations following the Iran/Contra revelations 
concerning NSC involvement in foreign affairs and nego­
tiations. thus contravening the State Department's sup­
posed effectiveness in those areas (65-66).
"Carlucci and his successor, Powell, ignored all of 
Tower's recommendations. They allowed Childress, an 
army officer, to stay seven years, not three. They contin­
ued to allow him to brief tire press; in one briefing of the 
Associated Press. Childress labelled the families of POWs 
in Southeast Asia 'crazies.' Carlucci and Powell also
continued to authorize Childress to conduct negotiations 
—all after the Tower report" (66).
LeBoutillier continues to explore contradictions in 
American foreign policy before urging restoration of 
diplomatic relations since “die Pacific is the world's 
fastest growing region" (91). But. despite his documenta­
tion of government abuses, he believes that a television- 
dominated culture will easily digest and forget the devi­
ous nature of this change in American foreign policy. His 
attitudes towards media and audience reveal manipula­
tive contempt contradicting his belief that recognition 
will "cause many Americans to debate a serious topic" 
(90).
'The United States in the last quarter of the twenti­
eth century has become a nation and a populace domi­
nated by television. This medium not only influences 
what people think, but also how they think. For instance, 
the recent success of People magazine and USA Today 
are due, in part, to the short-focus period of television 
news broadcasts. In other words, most people in die 
United States want the headline and the facts—quickly. 
Their concentration will stray after a few minutes."(90)
Naturally, televised announcement of diplomatic 
restoration will result in a desired historical amnesia. 
This, of course, affects the author's reveladons concern­
ing government duplicity. Once highlighted, they could 
be easily forgotten by a gullible "sound-bite" orientated 
audience.
Recent work on ideology has pointed to its pervasive, 
chameleon-like nature, its tendencies to discard former 
heroes and ideals, in the sendee of constant adaptation. 
If the current occupant of the White House is often 
described as “slippery," the application may also apply to 
the right’s manipulation of the battle of ideas. Actions, 
once strategic, may be condemned in favor of a larger 
goal. For LeBoutillier, this involves a free-enterprise 
system involving the "opening of the Vietnamese market 
and the harnessing of the Vietnamese discipline and 
spirit" (94) to multinational business ideals. Whether 
Vietnam itself would agree is quite another matter.
David L. Schalk's War and the Ivory Tower: Alge­
ria and Vietnam is far more stimulating and thought- 
provoking. Reading the pages of The New York Review 
of Books today, it is hard to imagine that it was once the 
focus of healed debate concerning the Vietnam War. 
Schalk writes in a climate of historical amnesia affecting 
both America and France today. But, unlike LeBoutillier. 
his purpose is far more sincere and honest.
With the notable exception of Margot Kidder, the 
Gulf War did not see the type of Hollywood condemnation 
characteristic of debate about Vietnam a generation ago. 
Similarly, the academic world generally lacked the vehe­
ment protest characteristic ofits predecessors during the 
60s and 70s era. Schalk’s book comes as a timely 
reminder of this era. Examining the nature of intellectual 
protest against the Algerian and Vietnam conflicts, he 
reveals the now generally-neglected aspect of engage­
ment associated with Zola’s activities in the Dreyfuss 
affair now sadly absent today. Meticulously examining 
different, but similar, modes of engagement. Schalk 
highlights three main phases. The first antiwar stage
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generally involves activities of a persuasive nature by 
means of teach-ins, scholarly writings, and petitions. 
When this fails, moral outrage follows, characterized by 
open letters and essays warning the homeland of its 
ethical lack. The final stage results in the call for "counter- 
legal" activities such as draft, tax resistance and civil 
disobedience often leading to arrest.
War and The Ivory Tower begins with a poignant 
frontispiece documenting the 1984 suicide note left by 
veteran Jerry Serino. “America, don't forget Vietnam. 
Future generations deserve to know." Schalk's work is 
“conceived as a fragment of a response to Mr. Serino's last 
request." In an era mostly characterized by intellectual 
capitulation and a return to the ivory tower, Schalk 
laments the loss of what Bernard-Henry Levy describes 
as the once-influenlial engaged intellectual and aims to 
record and revive echoes from the American “age of 
relevance."
Algeria and Vietnam presented "spectacular traps" 
(20) for both France and the United States. Algeria was 
politically a part of metropolitan France governed by 
French law. Although never a colony, the Americans 
tended to treat Vietnam as such. Despite the different 
status of the national struggles, they caused similar 
effects on political, military, diplomatic arenas, espe­
cially concerning the nature of intellectual opposition.
Schalk's work is valuable, restoring the positive 
nuance in the word “intellectual", a term by no means 
identical with disengaged academic. Noting the emer­
gence o f a conscious political stance associated with a 
particular group during the Dreyfuss affair. Schalk makes 
some interesting observations.
"There was. and perhaps remains, a symbiotic rela­
tionship between the intellectual and engagement. This 
indisputable fact produces a paradox: Just as the con­
cept of the intellectual was being elaborated and the word 
coined, the temptation to abandon the activities generally 
understood as falling within the intellectual sphere was 
present and was irresistible, at least temporarily" (40).
Engagement refers "to political involvement by mem­
bers o f the intellectual class—however broadly or nar­
rowly defined a social group that is widely viewed as not 
normally prone to descend from the ivory Lower into the 
arena.''(41) It can not be coerced but is derived from 
reflection upon a specific political and social situation. 
Schalk notes the three cycles of engagement operating 
both in France and tire U.S.A. The first educative phase 
lasted until 1955 in France and 1965 in America, a 
reaction characterized by protest articles in newspapers 
and magazines. Both countries experienced the culmi­
nating counter-legal phase in 1957 and 1967 respec­
tively, the latter characterized by the march on Washing­
ton. The final stage saw "serious and sometimes even 
vicious debates between the engaged intellectuals who 
believed that civil disobedience was 'the last recourse 
before violence to change a situation which the silent 
majority has come to look upon as unchangeable’ and the 
active minority that accepted violence..."(52) Schalk notes 
that most French and American antiwar intellectuals 
remained engage rather than embrigade. "that is, aban­
doning their critical spirit in the unquestioning support
of a political cause." This was certainly the case with the 
liberal Catholic journal Esprit which criticized the abuses 
of both sides in the Algerian Conflict (74-75). Father 
Daniel Berrigan formed the American parallel to Esprits 
position. Though in hiding, he strongly denounced the 
Weathermen's violent tactics while sympathizing with 
their anger and alienation.
While discussing conscientious objection and draft 
resistance, the Esprit editorial group never advocated 
actual desertion. Domenach believed that for intellectu­
als to do this would be "vile" in view of the differing 
punishments awaiting intellectual and active duty sol­
dier. By 1960. both legal and counter-legal activities were 
common. However, the end of the Algerian conflict saw 
the occurrence o f a "happy amnesia" soon to affect 
American intellectuals. Domenach’s warning words in 
1962 found their counterpart in I. F. Stone's call for a 
continuing role for the engaged intellectual following the 
war's decline—"if we are ever to disentangle ourselves 
from Indochina, it is necessary to force the painful record 
back into public consciousness. The facts are well- 
known, but continually forgotten."(96) It is so relevant 
today.
Reviewing current issues of The New York Review 
o f Books with their occasional hot debates over 
deconstruction and the original version of Ulysses re­
sults in a telling comparison with the clarion call appear­
ing in Die February 17, 1966 issue, a call whose gender 
address would not be the same today.
“The writer's function is not without arduous duties. 
By definition, he cannot serve today those who make 
history; he must serve those who are subject to it.... 
Whatever our personal frailties may be. the nobility of our 
calling will always be rooted in two commitments difficult 
to observe: refusal to lie about what we know and 
resistance to oppression."
Between 1964 to 1975, the Review was actually the 
“Bible of Vietnamese Dissent" featuring articles by writ­
ers such as Noam Chomsky, a figure conspicuously 
absent from its pages today. Schalk notes that the 
"writings were indisputably engage but. arguably at 
least, rarely embrigade. Like the Esprit group during the 
Algerian War, the NYRB intellectuals attempted to avoid 
tunnel vision" (131). Writer Anthony Lewis wrote a pow­
erful condemnation of the North Vietnamese use of 
torture. "The torture of even one person is inadmissible 
and so is any attempt to dismiss it as insignificant." Like 
the Algerian War. the Vietnam conflict saw a brief period 
of unity among committed intellectuals reaching its peak 
in 1969. It far outnumbered supportive declarations 
favoring American involvement in Vietnam signed by 
past and present figures such as Sidney Hook, Max 
Lerncr, John Dos Passos and William Buckley. Schalk's 
fourth chapter pertinently states the issue. It was “The 
Acid Test of an Intellectual Generation" reviving a com­
mitted radicalism in American society dormant since the 
McCarthy era.
The era saw the finest hour of committed intellectu­
als such as I.F. Stone and Chomsky, whose important 
words speak beyond their time to future generations. "It 
is the responsibility of intellectuals to speak the truth and
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to expose lies." However, following the end of the war, 
Chomsky noted another concern still relevant today 
querying the historical record “as the custodians of 
history set to work."
Concluding with reasons for tire lack of intellectual 
engagement today. Schalk cites Bernard-Henri Levy's 
1987 “Elegy for the Intellectuals" criticizing tire group 
itselfas responsible for its own degradation. Factors such 
as the demise o f Marxism, structuralist and post-struc­
turalist philosophy have led to the banalization of culture 
and intellectual aridity as well as sterile consensus. 
Intellectuals have invalidated themselves in a kind of 
self-destructive masochism. While some of these factors 
are undoubtedly pertinent, as seen in current debates 
concerning deconstruction and postmodernism, atten­
tion needs to focus on the nature of the changing era we 
live in. Rather than entirely bemoan this lost world of 
intellectual activism. Schalk needs to consider the cur­
rent nature of post-capitalist society where spectacle 
dominates current popular memory and focus upon 
some of the provocative writings of Lyotard and Baudrillard 
which give a much detailed, though disturbing, picture of 
where we are. Society and ideology constantly evolves as 
twentieth century followers of classical theoretical doc­
trines such as Marxism and Freudianism note. Attention 
needs to be given to this wider picture which has deter­
mined the current outmoded role of the formerly engaged 
intellectual. Everyone now is living in a more complex era 
and new theories and practical rules of engagement need 
to be considered. There are broader reasons for the 
current dominance of collective amnesia not solely due to 
intellectual disengagement.
Despite these reservations. Schalk's work is stimu­
lating and important, a definite necessity for anyone 
concerning Lhe relationship of past historical activism to 
the current situation. His concluding sentences form a 
keen challenge to all engaged in the past, present and 
future relevance of the Viet Nam Generation.
"The semioticians speak of 'engagement with the 
texts,' and we can take a lesson from their book. As 
committed historians and citizens, we need to grapple 
with all varieties of texts, tire irreducible facts, the 
memoirs and the memories, tire newsreels, tire entire 
vast array of historical materials, and help reconstruct 
these two divisive pasts. The goal of our engagement 
would be to bring these pasts into history, so that the 
mourning and the commemoration can proceed. Then at 
last we may be able to have amnesty without amnesia" 
(178-179). ’
One important area necessitating familiarity and 
investigation is the relatively unknown (for most of us) 
terrain of pre-World War II Vietnamese history. Usually 
treated cursorily in most works, the early years of colonial 
domination appear as a prelude to the eventual victory of 
Ho Chi Minh and Vietnamese Marxist-Leninism. How­
ever, Viet Nam had a history of social and cultural 
struggle before Ho's eventual dominance. Like the world 
of tire pre-October Russian Revolution there were other 
competing movements present. Hue-Tarn HoTai's Radi­
calism and the Origins o f the Vietnamese Revolution 
is a welcome work presenting the reader with crucial
information concerning little-known struggles in the 20s 
and 30s so crucial to the evolution of modern Vietnam. 
These involved strikes, revolts against the patriarchal 
family, debates on female emancipation, and enquiries 
into alternative strategies to replace the bankrupt Confu- 
cian ideal. Written by a female Vietnamese Harvard 
professor making astute use of literary sources, archival 
materials in the Bibliotheque Nationale, and family mem­
oirs, a fascinating picture emerges of tire complex fer­
ment of ideas usually overlooked in most studies concen­
trating on the eventual communist victory.
During the 1920s and 1930s radicalism formed the 
major oppositional force to both French colonialism and 
native accommodation to that rule. Ho-Tai reveals the 
particular Vietnamese texture to this movement. It arose 
from the combined national and personal concerns of 
young patriots mixing the political with the personal. 
Although associated with contemporary yearnings of 
urban and Western educated youth for personal and 
national freedom. Vietnamese radicalism had historical 
antecedents. 'They can be summed up in the traditional 
literary trope which pits talent (tai) against destiny (mang). 
Every Vietnamese is familiar with the lines from the 
nineteenth-century classic, the Tale ofKieu:
One hundred years: in this life span on earth
Destiny and talent are apt to feud" (1-2).
Activists understood strategic parallels between struggles 
for national independence and emancipation from op­
pressive traditional social institutions. These involved 
important pre-Marxist movements which formed crucial 
background components to the later successful revolu­
tionary strategy. A particular form of Social Darwinism 
colored the movement, more bleak than its Western 
counterpart, seeing cultural traditions engaged in a 
desperate race for survival against a dominant colonial 
power. Viewing the accommodation of Confucianist rep­
resentatives to their new masters, these early twentieth 
century radicals sought to define a new Vietnamese 
identity mixing the best of Western learning with the 
positive aspects of national culture. In this search, old 
negative traditional ideas of family oppression and out­
dated social values needed opposition and rejection no 
matter how deeply rooted they were within national 
identity. Tai notes that the outcome was uncertain, a 
factor resulting in the eventual success of the more 
assured Marxist model. “Amid the vagaries of revolution­
ary life, the Marxist promise of certain victory must have 
seemed irresistible. In the meantime, the Leninist party 
balanced iron discipline with comradely warmth, and 
acted as a substitute for the despised patriarchal family" 
(5). Tai’s work is scrupulously researched, well-docu­
mented. and affording the reader important glimpses into 
this little known chapter o f Vietnamese history. Although 
Ho Chi Minh (known as Nguyen Ai Quoc and other 
pseudonyms) appears as an actor in this historical 
study), we learn that he was one of a number of figures in 
this era. often overshadowed by now forgotten figures 
within Tai’s appropriately named chapter two “Different 
Roads to Freedom." such as non-Marxist activists Phan
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Boi Chau and Nguyen Ai Ninh. The former actually was 
the first modern Vietnamese intellectual to discuss 
women's role in society viewing women “primarily as 
effective anlicolonial warriors whose services it would be 
foolish to sacrifice to traditional notions of feminine 
decorum" (95). As Tai's third chapter. "Daughters of 
Annam" reveals, the legacy of the Trung sisters was by no 
means absent in an era debating the 20s significance of 
the New Woman ideal. Examining contemporary literary 
representations, particularly the journal Southern Wind, 
Tai shows the revealing nature of radical contests against 
traditional family morality and the French regime’s ef­
forts to "put the family metaphor at the service of colonial 
rule" making the first attempts at revolution “vitally 
necessary to emancipate women along with the nation" 
(113). It was a revolt involving Tai's own aunt Nguyen 
Trung Nguyet, whose mug-shot she found in the archives 
of the French Surete, revealing to the author "the mar­
riage of feminism and anticolonialism within the Viet­
namese Revolution" (88-89) appropriately blurring per­
sonal and national concerns.
Political radicalism and cultural iconoclasm often 
united as in the 1926 protests and strikes, characterized 
by formerly apolitical youths, the product of educational 
reforms ironically introduced by Sarrault, gave students 
a taste of Western culture resulting in challenges against 
parental and traditional mandarin authority. Expelled 
from schools, these prodigal children often had little 
choice but to leave the country, travelling to France and 
discovering political and cultural worlds which would 
feed into important strands of national struggle. These 
involved introduction to competing brands of thought, 
libertarian, anarchist, and socialist, at a time when the 
eventual victory of the last could not be foreseen. Tai's 
fourth chapter, "Organizing Revolution" offers a fascinat­
ing picture of the various personalities and doctrines in 
competition within this era, as well as the growing 
development of Nguyen AiQuoc and his 1927 pamphlet. 
The Road to Revolution. At the same Lime important 
debates occurred over the “Feminization of Revolution" 
concerning female roles in the journal Youth between its 
male editors and female readers. While the former were 
"less concerned with the issue of male domination than 
with the problem of persuading women to unite with 
them in the anticolonial struggle" the latter were engaged 
in questioning oppressive relationships necessitating 
"restructuring of gender roles and a redistribution of 
familial obligations and authority" (213).
The 1920s era was certainly one of intense debate 
and intellectual ferment, often forgotten due to the even­
tual Marxist ideological victory in the 1930s. This move­
ment won because of its promise of hope for the future 
sidestepping the difficult bourgeois democratic revolu­
tionary issues offering tentative hopes but problematic 
calamities in the 1920s. Class issues became dominant 
especially in debates over female emancipation between 
progressive heirs of the 1920s radical tradition and 
Marxists. Gender relations and domestic exploitation 
became subordinate to classical Marxist economic defi­
nitions (244). As Tai points out, the Party's attempt to 
recruit women could not really succeed unless the issue
of domestic exploitation received SUtt\C\Cftl emphasis. 
Also, progressive fictional writers also needed to address 
women's roles beyond the immediate family context. 
However, as individualistic and experimental movements 
leading to the more organized phase of die Vietnamese 
Revolution, they were nonetheless valuable.
"Yet, for all the limitations of their approach, it is 
possible to argue dial, by exposing the evils of the 'family 
system' and familism. the radicals of the 1920s and the 
progressives of the 1930s succeeded in stripping the 
family of the accommodationisl connotations that neo­
conservatives and colonial officials had foisted on it.... 
Filial piety no longer need signify blind obedience to one's 
elders or the selfish pursuit of family interests; it was 
more reasoned and noble and could serve as the well- 
spring of patriotism. And the literary romanticizalion of 
revolution, however devoid of real substance, helped 
restore sympathy for the revoludonary enterprise among 
a middle class that had been shaken by the mass 
protests. This renewed sympathy made it possible for the 
rhetoric of kinship to recover its former resonance and to 
be put. finally, in the sendee of revolution" (254).
It was thus possible for “Uncle" Ho to combine piety 
and patriotism in his speeches during August 1945 to a 
newly liberated Hanoi. As Tai documents, the 1920s and 
1930s were really a period of great turmoil and complex­
ity in the history of Viet Nam. The radicalism she de­
scribes had little relationship with the more successful 
Marxist doctrine. However, its dominant concerns are 
more relevant to a future Viet Nam Ilian the economic 
neocolonialism LeBoulillier halls in Viet Nam Now. 
Together with Schalk's valuable historical survey in War 
and the Ivory Tower: Algeria and Vietnam, Ho-Tai's 
work reveals the important lessons of the past from both 
progressive tradition in West and East awaiting future 
reapplication than the devious traps of LeBoutillier and 
Nixon. Hopefully, they will characterize a future Viet 
Nam.
“By emphasizing the importance of class at the 
expense of the individual. Marxism-Leninism brushed 
aside the humanist concerns—in particular the desire for 
personal freedom and moral autonomy as distinct from 
social justice, equality or political independence—that 
had brought so many young Vietnamese into revolution­
ary politics.... Some of the dominant concerns of the 
1920s, including personal self-realization and the eman­
cipation of (lie individual from the tyranny of the group 
and from ideological conformity, thus remain unad­
dressed. Because of the continued lack of interest in 
Lhese issues, radicalism remains more than a transition 
from scholarly patriotism to revolutionary communism 
for Vietnam: it represents the unrealized ideals, the 
unfinished agenda of the Vietnamese Revolution" (262- 
263).
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P oetry ANd SuddEN FicTioN by 
VicTOR H. BauscN
G .l. P A R T y
ForD.M.. Vietnam veteran—committed suicide— 1984
Today you reached retirement
with a disturbed and primal conscience.
Two 12 gauge Remington shotgun shells 
saturated the field of ice that separated 
body count from catatonic commitment.
Drunk and stoned, down in your worst 
moment, you subpoenaed yourself 
into believing the mission 
was more important than the man.
Chills ANd Fever
Benny Mays and I were fed up with jungle warfare and our 
tour in Vietnam. So Benny, a young black man from 
Watts, refused to go on a night patrol. He had a vision, 
warning him tonight's combat assault would not be a 
bargain of events. The next morning a kangaroo court 
was held. A rear echelon officer addressed the jury. We 
have not been training Barbie dolls to kill Viet Cong, he 
screamed. This soldier disobeyed an order. The lieuten­
ant assumed the air of a mythical god. delighting in a 
perverse passion for justice, and delivered his Pied Piper 
offering like the last of the true believers. His voice echoed 
throughout the courtroom as if each word was a blow 
from an ax wielder. Benny, suffering chills and fever, 
sagged to his knees like a sunken fence.
ThE Me s a 's MAqicAl T reatment o f HiSTORy
A kid. naive and innocent, grows up reeiding Fenimore 
Cooper's novels, never Lhinking about the relationship 
between Natty Bumppo and Indian John. On the radio, in 
the mountains of Montana, he listens intently to broad­
casts of the Lone Ranger and Tonto. Later, as a teenager 
in California, at the precipice of Manifest Destiny, he 
reads comic books and discovers Red Ryder and Little 
Beaver. Never once does he question what these heroes, 
white and red. might say to one another around the 
campfire after the sun has set serenely in the West. These 
champions, of course, have never heard of Plato, 
Machiavelii. or Coleridge, but neither has he. In his mind, 
he unquestionably believes in Lhe willing suspension of 
disbelief. After all. this is the art and craft of fiction, the 
illustrator’s airbrush, the voice-over of authority he has 
been weaned on. Even though cannot hear the silence of 
Natty's laughter, or the father-to-son conversations Red
Ryder and Little Beaver have, he has always felt a sense 
of loyalty and love in Tonto's words KemoSabe. But it isn’t 
until he is sent over to Vietnam in 1967 that he learns 
cowboy heroism symbolizes genocide, that covered-wagon 
mulishness is nothing more than aggression, that the 
roles of victim and victimizer and the massacred and the 
massacrer have been perversely reversed.
ChERRy Boy Comes Home From  tHe W ar
When I came back to the states from Vietnam on 7 
February 1968. DEROSing at Oakland Army Terminal 
from midnight to six in the morning. I was hoping my 
entire family would be in Stockton to greet me. Only my 
mother met me at the bus terminal. Naturally. 1 was 
pleased to see her. but I was bitterly disappointed that no 
one else had accompanied her. I didn't have a girlfriend 
because in Basic Training she had written me the prover­
bial Dear John letter. There wasn't a protester or, for that 
matter, an army recruiter at the terminal either. I had 
gotten a letter shortly before I left Camp Bearcat fore­
warning me that a “Welcome Home Party" was being 
arranged. 1 yearned to hear the cheers and yells from my 
loved ones, feel the pats and slaps on my back, the hands 
grasping hands, the lips touching lips, the words "We're 
so glad you made it back alive and in one piece" that I 
dreamt of it for days. I almost forgot the mortar attacks 
and the sniper rounds. I was in a state of short timer's 
frenzy. 1 pictured a humongous party on the 4th of 
February, the date I was supposed to arrive. Like all good 
signs born under a bad sign, the '68 Tet ruined my 
homecoming. On the fourth of February, swarms of Viet 
Cong endeavored to come through Long Binh Bien Hoa's 
perimeter of concertina wire to get our unarmed, young 
butts. I had already turned in my weapon and the rest of 
my gear earlier during processing. Their smoldering 
bodies—fresh from barrage after barrage of Willie Peter 
rounds—lay contorted, spread eagled. and fused to their 
fate, symbolic of man's ability to efface man from the 
planet. Was it their death or my own spiritual one that 
created the indifference 1 feel now?
It's been twenty-fouryears since the Nam and a little over 
five years since my mother died. Now, a homecoming 
party that never happened is nothing more than an old 
memory, a roll of film never developed.
Victor H. Bausch earned his master's degree in English 
from California State University. Stanislaus, and his 
master's degree in Library Science from  San Jose State 
University. His work has appeared in Slipstream, The 
South Florida Poetry Review, Touchstone Literary 
Journal, Prophetic Voices: Anthology o f War and 
Peace; Tour of Duty: Vietnam in the Words o f Those 
Who Were There, and others. He is a Viet Nam veteran 
(1967-68). a member o f Veterans fo r Peace, and works as 
a reference librarian at Monterey Public Library.
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ThERApy foR PTSD: WhosE SearcH
fO R  M E A N iN q ?
DavidS. Harrington. LCSW. Human A ffairs International, 
Inc., 1025 Connecticut Ave.. NW it510. Washington, DC 
20036.
Therapists acquainted with the Vietnam veteran and his 
or her loved ones, know that, while difficult and challeng­
ing. clinical work with these veterans can be as enriching 
and rewarding as any available. That is because, as a 
group, we. Vietnam veterans, have been touched deeply 
on emotional, social, political and moral levels by the 
seminal issues of our times: Vietnam, trauma, stress, 
feminism, civil and human rights. Each of us has had to 
question ourselves in a profound way about these issues: 
and. while our conclusions differ, you will learn a great 
deal from each of us.
Let me share a personal experience. In 1988, my 
friend, Emanuel Heard, received his master's degree in 
Human Services. His wife, Blanche, two stepchildren, 
and their daughter were there as were my wife, Lucy, and 
myself. My four stepchildren, nearly grown, were unable 
to attend but sent Emanuel their best. While unremark­
able. perhaps, the components of a healthy therapeutic 
outcome were present at that graduation. Emanuel is a 
black veteran who spent many years incarcerated for 
crimes committed while rageful against America after 
Vietnam: I am a white veteran who submerged his own 
feelings while doing social work with others. We met. 
while Emanuel was still incarcerated, back in 1981. We 
struggled to understand each otherand how our separate 
searches for meaning had taken us through such varied 
and difficult paths. Emanuel’s progress moved him quickly 
from client to friend and now colleague. To be sure, 
because we both struggled with relationships early on. we 
can acknowledge the important roles Lucy and Blanche 
and our blended families have played in our ongoing 
healing from the war.
Our group at the graduation ceremony at Lincoln 
University represented that therapy with veterans can 
draw on the truth of the trauma and renew in the Vietnam 
veteran strength to persevere through adversity, the hope 
for ourselves and our children and the commitment to 
make our corner of the world a little better from what we 
learned as a result of the Vietnam war. This process of 
healing is one which many Vietnam veterans have also 
begun or wish to undertake. Hopefully, as clinicians, you 
will find, reach out and relate to Vietnam veterans and 
their loved ones. You will grow from the experience.
Who Nee<Js O ur Care ANd Concern?
As a columnist for Vietnam Veterans of America's 
monthly publication. The Veteran, 1 have been in the 
privileged position of hearing directly from Vietnam vet­
erans and their families. Let me share their letters with 
you.
Dear Dave:
It's about time someone helped police officers who 
are Vietnam veterans. Some of us are nothing short of 
walking time bombs.
1 served in Tuy Hoa and Chu Lai in '68-'69, came 
back to the world and six months later I was on the 
local police department. I was on the force for almost 
nine years, many of them spent in bars. A lot of my "on- 
duty" hours were also spent in the back room of a liquor 
store, or a bar on my beat.
1 was having marital problems and I turned to a few 
people for help. The first stop was at a clinic to see the 
police department psychiatrist. I told him 1 felt like I 
was losing my mind, and also told him about the 
problems I was having at home. He sent me to a 
marriage counselor, and things worked out okay, for a 
while.
Things flared up again in '79. and I turned to the 
counselor and psychiatrist again. No help. I went to see 
the Catholic Chaplain on the department, but he was 
on vacation. So I went to this church in my precinct, 
and the priest told me he was not equipped for the type 
of help 1 needed. He had to go to work at a local hospital 
and he was late. We talked later, but sUll no help.
On Saturday night I tried to kill my wife with my 
hands, but my senses came back to me. The police 
came but, because 1 was a police officer, and it was a 
domestic problem, they left. She and 1 talked and 
nothing was resolved.
The following Tuesday morning she was dead by 
meansofa 12 gauge shotgun. I buried herin the woods, 
and shed no tears. Right now, I'm doing the last of my 
time in prison and will be out shortly.
Everybody I talked to. I told them about my wife's 
infidelity and her plans to leave, and take my son, and 
how she continued to push and pressure me. Some say 
her death wish was stronger than my own. You see, I 
know what it's like to put your service revolver in your 
mouth and cry because you can't pull the trigger. I've 
been there.
The main reason I’m writing, no matter how often 
you think about this, it's not the right answer. Killing 
is not the answer. Nor is eating your service revolver. 
Too many officers have done that. Keep crying for help. 
Keep looking. Find the answers somewhere.
Steve S.. incarcerated veteran, ex-police officer
"PhoENix" Veterans RisiNq Proivi t Iie AshES
Dear Dave:
Your essay on "Hearts and Minds" on the Phoenix 
program sent me back a notch. I have been in abyss for 
over a week. I am now slowly coming out of it. God, it 
still hurts!
1. too, am married with four children, two boys and 
two girls. Ifyou call successful ($50,000 plus in income 
and live in a nice home), then I am. 1. too. suffer in 
silence. It still hurts.
I volunteered for the draft and was assigned to an 
intelligence unit in Okinawa. In December. 1962. I 
volunteered for classified duty in Vietnam because 
another guy got sick. (Technically. I'm not a Vietnam 
veteran.) The first day in 'Nam, I toured the torture 
facility on a island near Saigon. 1 saw men. women, and 
children being tortured. 1 wanted to kill every ARVN I 
could get my hands on.
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During a firelight, I panicked. The mortar barrage 
left me shaking in a bunker where a Green Beret found 
me and slapped me around. I got up and replaced one 
of our guys who had been hit. 1 was scared to death. 
After the firefight, we shot and lulled six ARVN who had 
fought badly. Altogether, sixteen were eliminated. While 
we were waiting to be medevaced a child with a grenade 
approached the perimeter. He had to be taken out. I 
was the closest.
Things fell apart when I got back to Okinawa. I 
answered back to everyone who gave me an order. After 
I was punished, I kept my mouth shut. I wasn't 
surprised when, a few months later. President Diem 
was assassinated. I expected it. However, I didn't know 
the timing. My service records indicate none of this.
I am a college graduate. 1 don't know how I did it. 
Seventy percent of the time. I never opened the books. 
I just made it.
A number of years ago, I flipped out at work. 1 was 
labeled "crazy" by my boss. But the stress is better now. 
Because of nightmares, I gritted my teeth at night. As 
a result. I must have my jaw broken and reset. But 
before 1 do. my lower teeth must "grow" a little. To do 
this. I must wear a bite plate. I am now on my fifth. My 
dentist has never heard of this before.
My marriage feels empty in one respect. Whenever 
my wife or kids relive an event. I listen but can’t feel 
their emotions. When my kids get hurt, I don’t get 
upset. I take them to the doctor but I don’t feel their 
hurt. My emotions are completely buried.
1 don't have close friends. I don’t want to get hurt. 
One day 1 discussed what happened in ’Nam with my 
best friend of ten years. 1 haven't heard from him since.
1 still suffer in silence. One of the fathers on my 
son's soccer team was a SEAL. One day. he talked to me 
about taking children suffering from Agent Orange, to 
the doctor. He didn't want to talk about Vietnam. He 
knew I understood. I went back to my car and cried. 1 
didn't cry when my parents or my third daughter died.
What does help are my W A  chapter and the Vet 
Center. I've been in two groups and in one-to-one for 
two years. I am now on maintenance. Unfortunately. I 
cannot eliminate the flashbacks and the nightmares 
nor the emotional effect.
G1 Joe. New Jersey
Dear Dave:
I too was involved in Phoenix. My basic job was that 
of builder on a five man "Civic Action Team": through­
out most of I Corps. 1 was educated in a personal 
response course to u nderstand the Vietnamese people, 
their customs, religions and the country, in general. 
My job, as I understood it, was to win the Vietnamese 
people over to our side by building various projects in 
and around villages and hamlets.
What my real position was (without my knowledge) 
to be the eyes and ears of the CIA/Marines. 1 was 
debriefed every night at the NCO Club by Marines who 
posed as friends. The nights I didn't go to the Club, they 
came to my hooch. In other words. I was taught to 
understand the people and offer them friendship. At 
the same time, many were being assassinated because 
I had mentioned them to the Marines who was sleeping 
or not working hard on the job. I was used by my 
government to betray people I respected and have since 
lost respect for myself.
I returned to the States to be put through the 
Berlitz language school and for SEAL training then 
went back for another thirteen month tour. I didn’t
know what Air America was. Some readers may be 
more familiar with Task Force 157 that went side by 
side with Operation Phoenix.
My present isolation is partially due to my guilt, 
that has gradually increased as I've learned more 
about what I actually did. I was proudly decorated by 
the Army. Navy and the Marine Corps. But I'm finding 
it increasingly hard to live with the facts as they unveil 
themselves to me.
Lonnie. Indiana
Wives write often:
Dear Dave:
My husband is a Vietnam veteran. However, let me 
hasten to add that he is successful in his career and 
can often be sensitive and caring in our relationship.
However, my husband goes through cycles in our 
marriage that confuse me. He is very committed and 
intense about his work, and he can be that way at 
home. However, at other times, the strains at work turn 
him into a snappish, irritable, low-energy “couch po­
tato" at home. Nothing I can do is right. And then, when 
he gets into bed, he expects a four-star performance 
from me. Well, he doesn't get it.
For the next few days. 1 get the cold shoulder. What 
is this?
Dear Dave:
My husband is a Vietnam veteran. 1 need some 
advice. His self-destruction is unbearable, especially 
when I'm included. He drinks very heavily. Sometimes, 
1 have to defend myself from his verbal and physical 
abuse.
We have only been married a year and one-half, 
and already I question my willingness to endure. Since 
we were both married before and are in our late 30s, I 
felt we would understand our union and work harder 
on it. I am incapable of giving when he doesn't even try. 
1 love him but cannot take much more.
Can you advise me on how to make him realize the 
torment I am going through?
Girlfriends write:
Dear Dave:
The feelings and concerns expressed by the Marine 
from Boston are the same ones my boyfriend has been 
expressing for over a year. He served two tours in 
Vietnam—one of them with the Phoenix program. He 
has been in the VA hospital for the past year but says 
nothing changed for him.
He has lived with his anger and rage since Vietnam. 
He finished college and worked successfully in sales. 
However, he never let anyone get close and never talked 
about 'Nam. Then, one day last year, the rage went 
away and so did his will to live. He has tried to take his 
life four times in the past year. He doesn't feel anything 
but a tremendous, overwhelming sadness. He can't feel 
love and nothing matters.
He is to be discharged from the hospital. But he 
says, "nothing’s changed." He feels it is a matter of time 
before he tries to take his life again. I know he wants 
something to change his mind, but—how. what? Where 
do we go from here after his discharge?
God Bless You For That Article 
Connecticut
2 0 0
Biq Book
For mental health professionals, the needs and 
concerns of Vietnam veterans are challenging and varied. 
A short list of issues from these few letters includes:
• morality in war
• isolation 
« murder
• psychic numbing
• rage
• spouse abuse
• substance abuse
• PTSD
• suicide
It is not surprising that many therapists avoid treating 
Vietnam veterans: none of Lhese issues alone is easy: the 
composite can be overwhelming. For those therapists 
willing to rise to the therapeutic challenge, let us reflect 
on a few assumptions about ourselves as therapists we, 
too often, bring to our clinical interventions with Vietnam 
veterans.
ThERApisTs' A ssumptions AbouT Vietnam 
Veterans ANd THeir LovEd O nes
A ssumption NuMbER One: T rauma is an inteUectuaI
CONCEPT UNdERSTOOd CjENERAlly by ThERApiSTS.
Have we defined the trauma that was Vietnam? I 
don’t think so. A recent article on the literature of the 
Holocaust in the N e w  R e p u b l ic  closes with this para­
graph:
"It is foolish." writes Primo Levi, “to think that human 
justice can eradicate the crimes of Auschwitz. Or that 
the human imagination can encompass and transfig­
ure them. Some losses cannot be made up, neither in 
time nor eternity. They can only be mourned." In a 
poem entitled, “Written in Pencil in a Sealed Freight- 
Car." the Israeli poet Don Pagis writes:
“Here in this transport 
1 Eve
and Abel my son 
Cain son of man 
tell him that I."
Cry to heaven or cry to earth: that sentence will never 
be completed..
We are mistaken if we think that the trauma that was lire 
Vietnam war has been explained or understood. Moral 
culpability for the war has not yet been assigned accord­
ing to role or responsibility. Tell me of the horrors of two- 
and-one-half million Vietnamese dead, of the bombs, of 
Agent Orange and of the ten million refugees we created 
before 1974. Please let me know why more Americans are 
informed about the evils of communism and the boat 
people since 1975 than are informed about the evils of 
French colonialism and American involvement from 1856- 
1974?
As therapists we need to understand the trauma in 
order to treat it. We must ask ourselves, what was the 
Vietnam war? If we accept responsibility for seeking an 
answer, then we begin to understand the burden of the 
Vietnam veteran. At the same time, the inquiry inlo the 
Vietnam war as trauma must no be so difficult that it 
stifles us into silence. Let us recognize that current efforts 
to popularize the war in Time-Life books or popular 
videotapes are insufficient to any veteran's search for 
meaning. Let us proceed with all due haste, tempered by 
a deep humility, toward an understanding of the Vietnam 
war as trauma?
A ssumption NuMbER Two: SocietaI context doES
NOT MATTER.
Can the victim of trauma find meaning in a society 
that denies suffering and death? What is the goal of 
therapy with Vietnam veterans? We must address the 
ambivalence of our patients to life in a society that 
exaggerates the joys of material consumption and ig­
nores the cost of our excesses here and abroad. Too many 
Vietnam veterans have already offered themselves as 
undeniable evidence of life's harsher realities through 
suicide, homelessness, drug and alcohol abuse.
Many more Vietnam veterans will continue to struggle 
with survival unless and until they see a way to live in 
America. As therapists, we must ask ourselves whether 
America today is responsive to those who are suffering? 
And if not, what is our role in stripping society of its 
blinders? One friend describes that responsibility as 
speaking truth to power.
A ssumption NuMbER ThREE: PTSD is souNd cliNicAl 
TERMiNoloqy.
Is PTSD viable terminology? Post-traumatic stress 
disorder, as a term, serves the mental health community 
far better than our clients. Why? Because we do not name 
the incident. The trauma becomes 'generic,' is less signifi­
cant. Our role in it becomes value neutral. We do not have 
to account for our own feelings about trauma. Nor do we 
have to accept any responsibility for its aftermath.
Let me elaborate. Was it therapists who called 
attention to rape as a trauma or was it the woman's 
movement? For torture, was it therapists or Amnesty 
International? For Vietnam, who will take responsibility? 
So far. we therapists have yet to come forward. Yet. if we 
are to treat veterans of Vietnam, how is it that we 
acknowledge their trauma? If we were not in Vietnam, 
where were we? How do we feel about Vietnam and its 
veterans? And. what Eire we doing about our feelings?
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A s s u m p t io n  NurvibER F o u r : ThE t He r a p e u t ic
COMMUNITY hAS ESTAblishEd A cliN ICA l diRECTION fOR 
ThE TREATMENT of PTSD.
Is there an established direction for inquiry into the 
PTSD in Vietnam veterans? Right now. our search for 
understanding of PTSD in Vietnam veterans is a muddle. 
Therapists oiler multiple definitions and a veritable menu 
of therapies. Let's be clear—this definitional confusion 
has its price. It seems to me that there is an arrogance 
born of power in all of the probing into veteran's psyches. 
Many therapists seek catharsis when it may not be part 
of the solution. The sacred secrets of a Vietnam veterans 
soul are violated in the prideful name of "therapeutic 
technique." If this sounds harsh, we must explain the 
rising interest in "fictitious PTSD!"
As mental health professionals, we must abrogate 
prerogative and have the humility to acknowledge the 
limitations of our clinical understanding and our influ­
ence on the morality of this society. If we have that 
humility. 1 dare say we will reestablish the truth: With 
PTSD in Vietnam veterans, the constraints on healing are 
many and the solutions few.
A s s u m p t io n  NuMbER F iv e : ThE c o u r s e  o f  t r e a t m e n t  
foR  PTSD is  w iT h o u T  pARAdox.
How can we overlook the dilemma: What's harder? 
Being disenfranchised in America or a soldier in Viet­
nam?
Hispanic veterans are good examples. I am reminded 
of the story of the young psychology intern at the 
Brentwood VA Hospital in Los Angeles who, when inter­
viewing a Mexican-American Vietnam veteran, inquired 
whether he had flashbacks. "Oh yes," replied the veteran. 
"I had my first after only two weeks in Vietnam." Noticing 
the incredulous look on lire intern's face, the veteran 
went on. "We were on patrol in the A Shau Valley when all 
of a sudden, the setting, the whole place, brought back 
the time when, as an eleven-year-old. I was working 
fourteen hour days in the fields of the Central Valley!" 
You can substitute the Puerto Rican Marine who fought 
in Hue City and had flashbacks of the South Bronx. In 
either case, the point is that, for Hispanic Vietnam 
veterans, survival was not only a childhood experience 
but an adult fact of life.
There are at least two other paradoxes in the way of 
any understanding of the Vietnam veteran: Vietnam and 
coming home. In Vietnam, many veterans had more in 
common than in conflict with the Vietnamese people. At 
the same time, many veterans had volunteered for over­
seas duty for patriotic reasons: and most were well- 
grounded in the moral principles of Christianity. What 
questions, unique to their working-class experience, 
arose in Vietnam for these veterans?
What was it like returning home? These veterans 
had a clearer sense of all the differences in America and 
with the Third World. Did they still have hope for their 
future? Their families and communities were most often
very proud of their military service. Were the veterans 
themselves proud? And when it came time to move on in 
their lives, how did their families and communities 
respond to any reluctance to move ahead?
THe Cost o f THerapIsts ' D eniaI
First, what is the basis for the change of the Vietnam 
veteran from pariah to patient? As a social outcast, the 
Vietnam veteran served America as the “whipping boy" of 
societal blame for the havoc of Vietnam. Now. as patient, 
he serves America as a repositoiy for guilt and an object 
of denial for the larger crimes against the Vietnamese 
people. In neither case has the therapeutic community 
altered the course of societal interpretation, i.e., in the 
pariah days, we were into crisis intervention with sirens 
and radios: and in today's patient era. we poke and probe 
with jargon and white coats.
In the particular case of Vietnam veterans, the 
second question is. "What's new?" For so many years, 
therapists have been complicil in the denial of America's 
mistreatment of Vietnam veterans. Whether in hospitals, 
community clinics or local social sendee agencies, we 
have for too long put a big band-aid on a terrible social 
injustice.
And the third question for us therapists is when do 
we acknowledge our social responsibility? Let me return 
to Hispanic veterans and their loved ones. Isn't it difficult 
to treat Hispanics and ignore the Reagan administration's 
policy of genocide in South and Central America and right 
here in the USA? In America. Hispanics are not merely the 
fastest growing ethnic group but also Lhe fastest growing 
poor. Joblessness is nearly double that of Anglos and no 
solutions exist or are sought. As Hispanic families grow 
in urban areas, how will they resist the pressures of 
divorce, drug and alcohol abuse and worse without the 
advantages of jobs and income? How dishonest can our 
immigration laws be when they exploit Mexican labor on 
both sides of the border? And how can we deny sanctuary 
to victims of political upheaval in Central America?
Central and South America represent important 
frontiers we must cross if we are to treat the Hispanic 
veteran. In my view, a President who proclaimed he would 
teach a lesson to the dictator “in green fatigues" and 
designer glasses is totally insensitive to the Hispanic 
experience and naive to ex-Presidenl Ortega's strength of 
character. At age sixteen. Daniel Ortega organized Nica­
raguan youth to oppose the takeover of small plots of 
land—including his father's—by large landowners. For 
this organizing work, he was jailed and tortured by the 
Somoza National Guard for five years. After his release, 
he spent ten years in the hills before final victory in 1979. 
Ronald Reagan was making war movies while millions of 
Americans were fighting Hitler: Ortega accepted the 
responsibility for doing something about the horror of the 
Somoza regime.
When President Reagan threatened the Nicaraguans 
with the seventh U.S. invasion in this century, did we 
realize that large numbers of any U.S. force will be 
Hispanic? Thai our Hispanic youth would have been
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used to kill the Hispanic youth of Nicaragua? And did we 
face the fact that the situation in Central America was not 
about East-West relations, but about North-South dy­
namics? Did we admit that the hand of death in Central 
America—60,000 in El Salvador. 40.000 Indians in Gua­
temala. and 15.000 Nicaraguans in the contra  war—is 
the American hand? Can we as therapists acknowledge 
the connections of all these factors to die treatment of 
Hispanic Vietnam veterans?
ThE HEAliNq is in T eIU nq O ur Stories o f
V iE T N A IM
The relevance of these moral, social and political 
questions to successful therapy widi Vietnam veterans 
unfolds in the telling of stories about Vietnam. Let me 
share my story.
Personal integrity, a love for people, and a commit­
ment to excellence were core values guiding me on my 
arrival in Vietnam. Fluent in French and Vietnamese, 
trained in counterinsurgency and prepared for leader­
ship of small combat units. I wanted to help the Vietnam­
ese people defend themselves and determine their own 
course. I was willing to die for that cause. However, within 
weeks. I understood the fraudulent nature of our role in 
Vietnam. My goal changed from securing Vietnam for 
democracy to getting the Marines under my command 
home safely. At the same time, I gained respect for the 
Viet Cong and the North Vietnamese and admired the 
deserters and war protesters at home. From their stand­
point. they were acting from a stronger value base than 
1 was: from my perspective, their political or economic 
foundations enabled them to express their values in a 
clearer and more effective manner.
I wish this were everything for me to tell about my 
Vietnam war. It is not. There is much more. R.D. Laing 
described this dilemma in his Politics o f Experience: “If 
I could turn you on. if I could drive you out of your 
wretched mind, if I could tell you. I would let you know." 
Let me share one story.
Every day I remember Michael Jay Warren. We met 
on a chilly, rainy morning in November 1967 in Phu Bai. 
The day before, my first in-country, had been difficult. No 
matter how hard I tried to “look cool, act cool, be cool," I 
failed miserably. A second lieutenant in stateside fa­
tigues. unarmed, confused and carrying a too-full duffel 
bag just did not blend in well. Like a tow truck approach­
ing a stranded motorist. Mike greeted me with a firm 
handshake, a friendly "welcome aboard" and a warm 
smile. He understood my discomfort immediately. Later 
he was to kid me often: Had I been in a firelight or on a 
binge on my way from the airport? As he walked with me 
to requisition combat equipment. I found myself relaxing. 
At each stop, he'd introduce me. state my needs (boots, 
fatigues, canteens, etc.) and make sure I was given the 
best available. His command presence, his experience 
and his ease with others all impressed me. Could I 
measure up? Would we be friends?
At lunch the same day. Mike and I shared more 
about ourselves: His upbringing as a Presbyterian in 
Moline, Illinois, and mine as an Irish Catholic in 
Dorchester. Massachusetts. The Marine Corps was defi­
nitely not a career for either of us: more to the point, the 
status of Marine Corps officer gave each of us a chance to 
escape the confines of our youth. Vietnam was a hurdle 
we needed to get over. How high? Mike worried. He'd had 
a close call. The idea of his death struck him as ridicu­
lous. I was the next one to worry. Mike had done well in 
combat and would be transferred in a while to a safer staff 
job.
Our time together was all too brief. I remember a day 
in mid-January 1968. when our company had been sent 
out lo secure an area in front of Khe Sanh. My platoon 
was Lo establish a defensive position—in eight-foot el­
ephant grass along a deep ravine. I was furious, cursing 
out stupid staff officers who constantly endangered us 
with unreasonable assignments. Mike walked into my 
platoon command post just as I was finishing my last 
string of epithets. He held up the latesL issue of Stars and 
Stripes for me to read the headline: "Paris Peace Talks 
Stalled: Debate Shape of Table." Mike drew an analogy 
between tables, Paris and staff officers and ravines and 
Khe Sanh. He laughed at the irony. From there, we were 
off talking about France, planning to drive around Eu­
rope together.
Our last conversation took place while sitting in 
elephant grass outside Khe Sanh. The night was dark, 
chilly and damp, typical of the monsoon season in that 
part of Vietnam. Mike recalled Lite fun he'd had at Coe 
College and fretted about a career direction. He was fond 
of a young woman back in Moline but worried that he was 
too young and inexperienced for marriage. He was happy 
Lo be leaving our infantry company, but wondered whether 
we would keep in touch.
Mike was committed to our friendship. Several times 
after he left he managed to send us socks, beer, extra 
whatevers. He had a sixth sense for the shortage of the 
week and knew several helicopter pilots who were willing 
to make an extra trip for him. I got a couple of notes: he 
was fine but missed the excitement and the friendships. 
Seven weeks after Mike's transfer, the morning helicopter 
let off a Marine returning from the rear with a note for me 
from the company First Sergeant. “Lt. Harrington." he 
wrote, "I regret to inform you that Ll. Warren was killed 
last night in a helicopter crash. Top. "Just like that. Mike 
was gone.
His parents. Clarence and Ruth Warren, wrote: "Lt. 
Harrington. Mike did not write often. We have him home 
with us. But we know so little of what his life was like 
those last few months. Could you tell us something 
more?" I involved the whole company in this project. We 
collected pictures of Mike and many of us wrote notes. We 
mailed our large manila love letter to the Warrens. A few 
weeks later they wrote back. "Thank you all so much for 
your kind words and pictures. It will always be so 
important to us that Mike had so many friends."
In mid-January 1969, while I was on my way back to 
Vietnam for a second tour, my plane landed in Quad 
Cities Airport. Clarence and Ruth met the plane. Mike
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had his dad’s physique and his mom's warmth and ease. 
Each of us worked hard to keep our emotions in check. 
As I set down my bag. a small one this trip, in Mike's room, 
his mementos blurred through my tear-filled eyes. Ruth 
came up to the room to suggest plans for the evening. 
"David, there’s a high school basketball game tonight. It's 
Mike's old high school team. We've been ticket holders for 
years. We’ll have dinner afterwards. Would you mind 
wearing your uniform? Are you hungry enough for a hot 
dog now?"
Was I impressed! In Boston, the public high school 
had old uniforms, small gyms and poor attendance. Here 
in Moline, the gymnasium was bright and large, the 
crowd filled every seat: the band played as cheerleaders 
pranced. Spectators, mostly family friends, came over to 
say hello: Clarence and Ruth swallowed their pain and 
smiled. “We are delighted David could be here with us," 
Ruth said over and over. Suddenly, the crowd hushed, 
stood and faced one end of Lhe gym where, as the building 
darkened, a single spotlight shone on the American flag. 
Everyone sang. Immediately afterward, as we all sat 
down, the spotlight glared in my eyes; the announcer's 
voice boomed in my ears: "Lt. David Harrington, would 
you please stand? Ladies and gentlemen, Lt. Harrington, 
a friend of Mike Warren, visiting with Clarence and Ruth. 
Would you give him a warm round of applause?"
I don't know who won the game, even though 1 pay 
attention to such things. I do know dinner the next night 
was rough. Clarence took out maps, pictures and letters 
and wanted me to retrace Mike's footsteps. Clarence and 
1 left the room several times. Only Ruth persevered.
A year and a half later, as I stood in the receiving line 
at my wedding in another midwestern city, my attention 
drifted momentarily and my eyes fell on Clarence and 
Ruth. I was overcome with pain. Only tire tears in Ruth's 
eyes and her gritty smile helped me pull myself together.
The legacy of what Mike and I had in Vietnam is 
unfulfilled if left only to Mike's name etched in the black 
granite of tire Vietnam Memorial Wall. Each day since 
Mike died has sharpened the personal pain of the memory 
and the loss. I cannot lump Mike’s death into the memory 
of our war dead. War's cost must remain personal, 
painfully so. to deter us from it. Mike and I cannot let go 
of each other. Nor do we want to. However, the effort to 
maintain our friendship strains me. I'm alive. Mike can't 
develop and change alongside me.
Is our dilemma that of all Americans after Vietnam— 
forget about it or be damned to wallow in it? I would prefer 
to understand and accept what happened as well as to 
learn and to grow from the experience. To do that, I 
realize, means I must share my experience as fully as I 
can with you and invite your interest and questions. Ask 
me about Mike Warren, even if it hurts us both. Beyond 
that, we must work through the implication, both per­
sonal and societal, of the Vietnam war experience. 1 
cannot understand and accept Grenada, Lebanon and El 
Salvador. My reasons go far beyond what happened to 
Mike Warren. But that is where they start.
This day. as it has every day since 1968. a picture of 
Mike and me—well worn by now—sits on my dresser. As 
on tlie day we first met. his helmet and flak jacket are on
straight and buttoned. I'm unshaven, without a helmet, 
and my flak jacket is open. Often 1 visit with him at the 
Vietnam memorial. But I can't call Mike long distance and 
tell him how I feel or how all of us have lost something in 
the aftermath of Vietnam and the divisiveness of the 
1960s. Perhaps it was the capacity to care for each other 
in a special way. Mike and I thought that our friendship 
might do for you what it did for us: we were enriched with 
a deep understanding of the value of human life, and I, 
with an understanding of the absolute cost of its loss in 
wars of any kind.
While there are many lessons in this story, (here are 
three I wish to highlight today. First, for me. as a Vietnam 
veteran, Lhe process of starting with myself and sharing 
my story with others has been therapeutic. The healing 
is in Lhe telling. Second, the story of Michael Jay Warren 
did not come out coherently the first hundred Limes I told 
it. Only listeners, careful caring people, were able to help 
me sift through all my thoughts and feelings and begin to 
make sense out of just this one story. And I have many 
more. For you. the therapist, then, listen not for clues as 
to the structure of my personality but hear my words in 
your own well-defined social, political and moral context. 
Third, because trauma creates so many confusions, the 
therapist alone cannot unravel all the stories but must 
instead empower the Vietnam veteran to move the telling 
from clinical setting to home, office, community and 
beyond.
AckNowlEdqiNQ tHe Context: Therapist as 
ARTisT/HElpiNq is in tHe LisTENiNq
What does it take to listen to stories of trauma? 
Therapists who rely on theories of personality and thera­
peutic technique are tone-deaf to Lhe task of making 
symphonic music out of the cacophony of war. The role 
of Lhe therapist is not to probe and poke into the veteran’s 
psyche. Instead, the responsibility of the therapist is to 
furnish the context for what emerges about the trauma 
and its aftermath. “You’re not crazy," becomes a very 
important statement in the course of therapy. However, 
Lhe therapist must be prepared to add. “This part of your 
story does not makes sense to me as you tell it, but does 
connect well with something you said two weeks ago."
The goal of therapy is to draw out the client's vision 
and place it on Lhe canvas for. firsl, Lhe client and then 
others to see. Do not go inside the client's head to mix the 
paint. No. Listen first. Determine what kind of painting 
the client wants to paint—abstract expressionist or real­
ist, with crayons to oils and gels. As therapists, we must 
know all these artistic styles and apply the client’s paint 
in ways which persuade the client that we truly under­
stand the pain.
Without a relationship that emerges from the con­
versations between therapist and client and absent a 
painting of what has occurred in Lhe therapy, Lhe victim 
of trauma remains condemned to chronic ambivalence. 
Simplyput. the aftermath of trauma when the client is left 
to his or her own devices is not a coherent vision but a
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brilliant, ever-changing, and ultimately debilitating ka­
leidoscope.
Central to personal and social meaning is the ability 
to interpret context, i.e.. we need to reaffirm our identity 
through feedback from our environment. The questions 
for Vietnam veterans is how can we know who we are if 
we don’t let in, or don't trust or easily overwhelmed by the 
feedback we get? The veteran is left alone to figure out 
what happened in Vietnam, and why he keeps failing in 
what he does at home, at work, and at play. This is the hell 
of ambivalence.
To relieve the ambivalence, to hear the music and to 
paint the picture, there are four contexts that frame the 
story of the Vietnam veteran:
I. The tension of power, trust and control—that governs 
all human relationships—become reasons for the Viet­
nam veteran to reject or be overwhelmed by relation­
ships. Since the I-Thou at the core of all therapeutic 
relationships hinges on both parties participating, we 
cannot proceed any further than allowed by the evolving 
dynamic between therapist and client.
II. The personal story o f the Vietnam veteran is told in 
three parts: a) identity (who we are. based on feedback 
from others): b) intimacy (who we are closest to), and 
career (what we do). The capacity of the Vietnam veteran 
to mature into a generative stage hinges on resolution of 
these three elements. Indeed, the emergence ofa crisis for 
Vietnam veterans most often manifests itself in an un­
controlled. replicated failure in friendships, marriage or 
work. The inability to reach a generative stage prompts a 
larger mid-life anxiety often diagnosed as PTSD.
III. Family, community and society are the interpretive 
contexts for all of us. They tell us when we are good and 
when we are bad. We try out our views in the family and 
then express them in the community or to the larger 
society. For the Vietnam veteran, the dilemma is that 
society does not want to discuss Vietnam but will label 
the vet sick or crazy. The veteran feels frustrated, isolated 
and angry. Our families become the battleground in the 
search for meaning. All the pent up rage and resentment, 
sadness and cynicism ofVietnam. and our shabby return 
find expressions in the tensions and dramas of our living 
room, kitchens and bedrooms.
IV. The concerns of the Vietnam veteran must be sorted 
into the time context ofVietnam. theyears since, and now 
into the future.
The struggle for the therapist is first to have one’s 
own views sorted out on each context and second, to 
gently guide the veteran's experience into these contexts. 
Only then can Lhere be hope for understanding. But 
understanding is only a first step. Tbe therapist will move 
from teacher to ally, to friend and ultimately, to colleague 
in the struggle to rise from the traumas of war. In that 
process, the veteran learns to trust and to care. To be 
sure, the therapist will not be alone in this task.
Vietnam veterans and their loved ones identify a 
variety of resources beyond the therapist. Let me cite a 
few examples:
Vet  C enters are a R esource:
Dear Dave,
Based on my experience. Vet Centers really help 
Vietnam vets with their problems.
If these centers lose their autonomy from the VA 
hospitals, two tilings will happen. First, veterans will 
stop visiting them. Second, the counselors will have to 
spend most of their time on paperwork.
Instead of providing "help without hassles" (Vet 
Center motto), the Vet Centers will offer what the VA 
hospitals offer: “hassles without help"!
S pouses WoRk ThiNqs ThRouqh:
Dear Dave,
For thirteen years. I've been married to a Vietnam 
vet who served as an E-5 in combat.
When we were married. 1 was slim. Over the years. 
1 became heavy. In 1985 I was diagnosed as 
hyperthyroid. Ourmarital relations ceased. Hebecame 
moody and angry.
Soon, my husband began moving out for short 
periods and returning. The "yo-yo” effect was hard on 
me. Our two children had difficulty understanding 
what was going on. I moved to resolve the situation by 
putting pressure on him.
Over time I realized the help I was offering my 
husband was no help at all. I was too passive: I pul him 
before myself: and I chose just to wait for him.
Now I am changing. I’m taking better care of 
myself—losing weight: keep better house; looking fora 
job and being more assertive. Also, I'm putting four 
conditions on my husband’s return home:
—Couples counseling 
—Come home for me. not for the children 
—Establish a workable relationship with the children 
—Give up his apartment
SibliNQ Suppo rt :
Dear Dave.
1 served in combat in Vietnam from 1968 to 1970. 
Ever since. I've had trouble. I lost my wife and family, 
two good jobs, and my house. I am doing time (five 
years) on drug charges.
While incarcerated. I’ve been diagnosed as "PTSD- 
Chronic.” What’s amazing is that my sister has felt I’ve 
not been right since 1 came home from Vietnam. She 
has tried to help me more than anyone else ever has. 
She has put articles in the newspaper, talked to my 
Congressman and to the VA and she is trying to find a 
medical alternative to incarceration.
If I could. I would gladly give her all my medals. I 
want to say "thank you” for caring.
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OtHer T rauma SuffeRERS UNdERSTANd Vets
Dear Dave,
For 21 years, I was an incest victim. I used violence 
to force abusers to leave me alone. Then, for 15 years.
I completely denied it all. When I allowed myself to face 
the facts of my life. I was flooded until flashbacks and 
nightmares.
Trust is a major issue with me. 1 hate being out in 
public: and 1 don't like to travel the same route coming 
and going. My anger towards my family and the world 
is monumental.
My husband is a Vietnam combat vet as are most 
of our friends. While I don't know what being in combat 
is like, and they don't understand the terror of being 
raped, we do understand the resulting feelings. The 
sharing of FTSD has been a bond. We don't struggle 
with each other but with PTSD.
I am one of the fortunate ones. With an excellent 
counselor. I am on the other side of my trauma. This is 
not to say PTSD is gone. It will never be. Bull see where 
1 have a measure of control over my life.
Hopefully Post-PTSD
Lake Oswego. OR
War and its consequences inform this topic. While brutal 
and horrifying, from (he ashes of war strong, decent, 
caring human beings emerge not only to survive, but also 
to restate the meaning and value of living. Vietnam 
veterans and their loved ones, after years of struggle, are 
on the verge of assuming the mantle of leadership over 
tomorrow's communities and society. Therapists can 
work to ensure that those of us left wandering in the 
battlefield these many years since coming back to the 
World still have a chance to come home, to live, and to 
grow.
P o etr y  by S uA nne DoAk
HancJs
She looks at architecture 
of bone, knuckle, skin, 
the ballerina ease 
of finger movement 
and thinks of death, 
that old lover, ally, enemy. 
She’s run after him 
too many times, 
razor in hand.
But. here's the same hand, 
attached to this stubborn 
engine, the body 
with its chugging heart, 
its veined pipeline 
inside scarred wrists, 
pumping blood— 
that other familiar 
she keeps digging up 
to make sure it glistens 
the same as it did on GIs 
in Da Nang, and on her hands 
that sealed veins dripping 
red onto the floor, 
picked out shrapnel 
like metal-jacketed lice 
from biceps, knees, ribs, 
and her fists
that pounded failing chests,
her fingers entwined
with soldiers who lay
in pieces on the table,
her wrist strong against theirs
boneless as sand,
her lips inflating
their rubber mouths,
the respirator whump, whump
flattened to silence
as bodies cooled to gray.
Now she nurses 
a bottle—puffs, blows 
into it until it breathes back 
bourbon, holds it 
like it’s alive.
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O pera tio n  D e s e r t  S t o r m  ancJ it s  
MecHa A p p r o p r ia t io n
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PoppiES
A furry eye opened halfway 
in its dish of red petals 
is what he paints, 
every day. all day.
Each morning, a fresh canvas
glistens white
in the barred sunrise.
He flexes his hands 
like a surgeon, 
each finger playing 
a concerto as he sits, 
stares at the blank square. 
Then he carves precise 
red across white.
Why poppies? I ask.
He shrugs. They remind him
of humid red sunsets
on the Mekong.
red parasols carried
by Saigon whores,
of his buddy napalmed
near Soc Trang.
his eyes burned black
in his head, opened
like a red blossom.
That night, he dreamed 
poppies sponging up blood. 
The next patrol, he carved 
skin like petals 
from captured VC.
Now he paints poppies.
His fingers spread crimson 
as the sun rises.
The poppy blooms.
SuAnne D o a k . 1 3 0 4  W. 13th . C is c o . T X  7 6 4 3 7 . S u A n n e  
D o a k  h a s  p u b l is h e d  p o e t r y  in  jo u r n a ls  s u c h  a s  Concho 
River Review, RiverSedge, REAL. New Texas, a n d  New 
Mexico Humanities Review. S h e  te a c h e s  E n g l is h  a t 
C is c o  J u n io r  C o l le g e  a n d  e d its  a  l i te ra ry  jo u r n a l .  Cross 
Timbers Review.
The Gulf War is over. Television news broadcasts have 
abandoned the topic because it is no longer a current 
event, but the reconstruction of the war's events, or in 
other words, its history, has begun. Critical texts about 
the war are now being written and. among the many 
subjects taken up in this context, the role of the media 
will be without doubt the most widely discussed.
Live television broadcasts provided the viewer with 
minute to minute coverage of the developments of the 
conflict. This immediacy, replete with sounds and pic­
tures. created the impression that such immediacy facili­
tates comprehension, but television broadcasts, as well 
as newspaper articles, rendered the information they 
sought to clarify confusing. Such confusion seems para­
doxical in light of the vast resources available to the news 
agencies.
The technological power and journalistic expertise 
deployed to cover the conflict had the effect of distancing 
the war. as a concept, from iLs concrete military realiza­
tion, permitting only traces oftheaction to come through. 
A conflict so represented is ultimately unrepresentable if 
all the diverse means of observation are simultaneously 
employed. Because of censorship coupled with real tech­
nical and logistical difficulties, journalists were unable to 
get close to the war. While describing combat they relied 
most heavily on metaphoric constructions borrowed from 
military jargon, particularly those linked to sophisticated 
weapons systems.
Once the war is over, the critic must go back and 
reconstruct Lhe "history" of the war, utilizing, as data, the 
only observational foundation available to him: jour­
nalistic texts, military communiques and accumulated 
television video images. The object of the critic's study 
will be not only the means of representation and their 
approach to accomplishing a representation of the con­
flict. but also the conflict itself, unapproachable except 
through the media. Furthermore, the means utilized by 
journalists to represent the war are immediately parallel 
to those utilized by the military to conduct the war. The 
high-tech pilot, like the high-tech journalist, uses the 
video image and since this image is for Lhem identical, 
and the commentator explains the image actually seen by 
the pilot during combat, this puts them in a symbiotic 
relationship vis a vis the image.
In contrast to Lhe journalist’s task, the critic's is 
undertaken after the fact. It is not subject to the imme­
diate unfolding of the event. The critic's work thus needs 
a greater spatiotemporal distance from which to ap­
proach a general understanding of the event. Conse­
quently, journalistic and critical representations oppose 
each other insofar as temporal urgency is concerned. The 
literary, as historical text, is not subject to the same
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temporal pressures as the journalist "text." A condition of 
the critical text is temporal distance relative to the event.
Between these two opposing visions of representa­
tion, the journalistic and the critical, my text aims for the 
middle ground. It incorporates both the immediacy of the 
first and the reflexive distance of the second. This is 
because it was first written then presented at a confer­
ence before the war was over. This oral "authentication" 
of my text had. as a goal, to put itself into opposition with 
its written counterpart: the critical text normally pub­
lished long after the event it analyzed has past.
The two titles of this text represent the two differing 
versions of the event: the current title (written, critical, 
published) refers directly to the event: Operation Desert 
Storm and its Media Appropriation. The former title (read, 
oral, immediate) presented in February 1991 did not 
incorporate the event directly: The Deception o j  Imme­
diacy. There was no need at Lhat time, to refer directly to 
the event (the war) since the war was the only referent 
relative to discussions of the media.
This text under both titles still retains the illusion of 
immediacy since its referents were everywhere present at 
the time of the conference and it incorporates the uncer­
tainties of that moment with regard to the outcome of the 
war: a news text in many ways!
T I i e  D e c e p t i o n  o f  liM iM E d iA cy
[in reference to the title o f  a chapter in Paul Virilio's 
Logistique de la perception)1
Current events in the Persian Gulf have led to the 
resurgence of the "war-machine." following the expres­
sion of Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari.2 This resur­
gence of the study of conflicts is what allows me to 
appropriate a right to discourse on the war in the space 
of this text.
This appropriation takes place in the more general 
movement of re-militarization, which is only fully ac­
cepted during wartime; and since conflict, which is 
eccentric with regard to civil society, unfolds deploying all 
available forms of representation, this state of affairs 
reveals the multiplicity of all possible discourses.
In forcing my discourse to cohabit two ambivalent 
forms of speech, which are on the one hand the immedi­
ate present and on the other the immediate past (the 
reflexive distance characteristic of the critical text). I risk 
involving myself directly in day to day reporting and 
thereby imposing onto as yet unorganized and unverified 
information, a prophetic or apocalyptic tone consistent 
with Kanl's use of the term: by “an apocalyptic lone," 1 
mean one in which resides a willingness to represent 
future possibilities in such a way as to valorize the 
discursive form which engenders them. This doctrinaire 
tone serves to incite criticism. Such a tone will also 
highlight the hierarchy existing between war as reality 
and war as representation so as to simplify this di­
chotomy between the represented (war as reality) and 
representing (war as representation).
But what gives this text its validity is its grounding 
in immediacy. In speaking of the war now. that is to say. 
at a moment prior to both the publication of this text and 
the resolution of the war. I do not yet know what the
linearity of history will be. This discrepancy between the 
presentation and publication of my text removes any 
dogmatic aspect from my discourse because of the tem­
poral displacement soon to be imposed on it by the 
chronology of the war. otherwise referred to as history. 
My discourse loses its value at the moment it is read: it 
is dated while my corpus, the war as represented by the 
media, is not. My corpus, because it follows the move­
ment of the war. is in perpetual motion while my dis­
course stops at the moment it is read. My narration is 
thus fundamentally proleptic, prolepsis being a rhetori­
cal strategy by which one anticipates refutation accord­
ing to the terminology of the literary critic Gerard Genette.3
Even if the doctrinaire tone remains in my text, it 
loses its didactic power because it refers to future possi­
bilities rather than currently established realities. My 
text imposes, however, a necessary distanciation with 
regard to current events. These same current events in 
which we are so engrossed, will ulUmately be seen in an 
ordered chronological series. History is the study of the 
past: it is therefore possible to say after the fact: ‘This text 
is dated, it represents a particular vision of the war at a 
particular moment of the war."
My study is neither historical/critical nor one con­
cerned uniquely with current events. It is a utilization of 
the event. It is a "report" on the media during the war and 
at the same time a critical study of the media’s utilization 
of the event. My task is thus comparable to the media- 
process that one can observe at this moment as a 
representation which is evolving daily.
In starting this text by quoting the chapter title of 
Paul Virilio's Logistique de la perception. I am center­
ing my work around what seems to be a "given" lhat Paul 
Virilio announces clearly at the beginning of his text: 
‘There is no war without representation."'1
He adds that war is above all a question of recogniz­
ing the enemy which is consistent with Lhe military use 
of the term “reconnaissance" defined as a method by 
which the disposition of the enemy is revealed. Recon­
naissance is an operation which seems passive, where 
one wants only to sight Lhe enemy, but which is also 
implicitly active because one must displace oneself to go 
search for the enemy, so as to determine where they are 
located. Also, reconnaissance is often a prelude to action, 
in that once the disposition of the enemy is determined 
the opposing force places itself in a position to intercept 
and engage the enemy.
The perceptual economy operative in military recon­
naissance is comparable to the economy of vision opera­
tive in the media. The weapon, a war tool, like the camera, 
a media tool, are both equipped with a view-finder, often 
tellingly referred to as the peep-hole, and serves to enhance 
and sharpen sight. Infrared equipped goggles for night 
vision, cameras attached to reconnaissance planes and 
the aiming periscopes of antitank vehicles are all percep­
tual aids that facilitate the accurate firing of weapons, 
but can all be reserved for simple observation as are 
binoculars. These devices of amplified perception used by 
military personnel are radically different, however, from 
the more sophisticated electronic and computerized fir­
ing systems, which also calculate firing trajectories, in
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that they are interior to Uie armament and not designed to 
be used for directly amplifying human perception.
To locate, frame and aim are all actions familiar and 
essential both to television journalism and to military 
conduct in war and both domains rely heavily on high- 
tcchnology to heighten their perceptual capabilities. New 
armaments called "smart bombs" were used for the first 
time in combat by tire U.S. Army and Air Force. They are 
“smart" because Urey are themselves equipped with 
cameras and permit the crew of the aircraft to continue 
directing the bomb to its target after the launching of the 
bomb. Consequently, bombs so equipped are said to 
enjoy near perfect results every time:
The fusion is perfect, the confusion perfect, no longer 
distinguishing the function of the ami from that of the 
eye. the image of the projectile and the projectile of the 
image form a pair, detection, acquisition, search and 
destroy, the projectile is an image, a "signature" on the 
screen, and the televised image a hypersonic projectile 
which multiplies at the speed of light.5
The perceived image permits one to know the results 
of the launch. Video is not only indispensable to the 
remote control of the bomb, but is also the monographic 
proof of the accomplishment and success of the mission. 
The image gathers and relays information which is in 
turn valuable to the intelligence services who determine 
the results of the bombardment from these images. Such 
information is crucial to a media system that is as 
efficient as what we have at our disposal at the present 
time. Such information is frantically sought by journal­
ists in order Lo fill numerous "live" TV hours during which 
commentators must constantly provide fresh images and 
fresh information or risk losing their audience.
The present war. covered by the continuous instan­
taneous diffusion of video images, obliges the viewer to 
remain glued to his television set so as not to miss any 
developments. The information is as rapid and concise as 
a missile launching, and is in many ways as ephemeral: 
it is forgotten a few minutes after being received. In the 
words of a CBS News anchor, the viewer must remain in 
a state of constant hypervigilance.
The simultaneity of action and its representation, or 
media lock, to remain consistent with my parallel, makes 
television an efficient source of military intelligence. This 
is the strongest argument for aggressive censorship still 
being challenged by journalists. But if tire means of 
representation utilized by the journalistic and military 
communities are comparable and often identical, the 
ultimate use of the information differs. Perceptual mili­
tary interpretation is a technique in itself. The image it 
sees is metonymic, presupposing an “off-screen" which it 
should also be possible to interpret. It should be said that 
a photograph is also metaphoric in that it represents a 
camouflaged reality. Those who possess some military 
expertise could guess the “non-said." the "next-to" or the 
"implicitly understood" of an image or a text.
Therefore, as an example of interpretive possibili­
ties. I could say. as a former French Army officer, that my 
own knowledge of personal protection from chemical 
weapons leads me to interpret the reports coming out of 
Lhe Gulf by saying dial such a menace is not being taken
seriously by the allied troops. The reports I have seen lead 
me further to interpret that basic precautions are not 
being respected: decontamination methods are practi­
cally nonexistent (this is my impression al the time of this 
writing, which is less obvious at Lhe time of the rewriting 
of this text and which is perhaps ultimately erroneous).
What is important, in this context, is not the validity 
of the interpretation itself, but rather that such interpre­
tation is always possible. Because of interpretive poten­
tial. the viewer sees images at a "degree-zero” of compre­
hension. For example, Lhe cover of Time Magazine 
showed a nighttime photo of Baghdad during what one 
imagines to be an aerial attack. The sky was studded witli 
luminous traces, but whether they denoted victorious 
American domination of the skies or a violently effective 
Iraqi air defense, only a military expert could say for sure. 
The caption read: "Baghdad. January 17, 2:44 AM" The 
image, we imagine, could only signify an absolute repre­
sentation of allied victory unless of course we were to 
learn that Lhe same image had been used by Iraq for 
propaganda purposes...
"I wish I could show you the photographs." said 
General Colin Powell. Chair of lhe Joint Chiefs of Staff, 
during a press conference on Wednesday. January 23rd. 
In the absence of iconic representation. General Powell 
compensates with a plethora of diagrams, maps and 
photographic reconstitutions. Military Intelligence for­
bade him to present original photographs. The schematic 
figurations of the photographs were devoid of any recog­
nizable details which might have proven useful to the 
enemy. What this amounted to was a representation of a 
representation.
This war of televised images is also a war of numbers 
and symbols. The number of fallen planes is repeated 
hourly so as to update and adjust its “veracity." These 
numbers are transformed in percentages due to evolving 
circumstances: eighty percent of Lhe planes destroyed is 
adjusted becoming eighty percent of the planes still able 
to fly.
The more sophisticated representational forms uti­
lized by the military, such as echo-radar and aerial 
photographs have been substituted and thus trans­
formed through a process of iconographic "miseen abyme." 
The end product of this procedural transformation is 
unapproachable by the kind of narralional frame which 
was provided in my previous example of the photograph 
of the aerial attack on Baghdad. All speech was arrested 
on the fatal date of Januaiy 15. as Marc Kravetz of tire 
newspaper Liberation observed two days later:
In the Iraqi capital, no agitation, but a kind of quasi- 
palpable anguish. The “nomenklatura" watch C.N.N.. 
which leads one to believe that the only possible 
dialogue between the countries is one that passes 
through images.
Conflict is opposed to communication. The front, the 
place where war "happens." is subject to. from without, 
an informational blackout. Only those reports which 
journalists identify as censored, are allowed to come out 
of the "theater of operations." This Lerm, “theater of 
operations.” traditionally linked to military operations.
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draws attention to the unreal temporarily prefabricated 
nature of representations of war. Representations which 
create illusions are thus appropriately linked to theater.
Rudyard Kipling said, “the first casually of war is 
truth." insinuating that the substitution of reality for a 
codified system of anachronistic images is easily pos­
sible. indeed probable (i.e.. images filmed prior to die war 
and shown afterwards to give an idea of war). Such 
images can also be diagrams and maps, or. if linguisti­
cally rendered. nicknames, synonyms, pseudonyms which 
serve to further dramatize the event. A significant ex­
ample of this is the nickname. "The Bear." bestowed on 
General Norman Schwarlzkopf. the commander of Allied 
Forces in Saudi Arabia by his soldiers. The bear, and its 
fairytale representations, which range from the bump­
tious to the ferocious, carries with it all the implicit 
connolative traditions whether they be burlesque or 
heroic. Such a nickname heightens his mystique and 
that of the war.
Gary Abrams, of the Los Angeles Times, wrote an 
article entitled. "Gulf war's fighting words invading every­
day language," in which he familiarized his reader with 
military terminology in spite of constant television expo­
sure. This accumulative melaphorization of war conduct 
indicates the inability to control and adequately repre­
sent the war. A bomber pilot, discussing enemy FLAK, 
Anti-Aircraft Artillery or Triple-A can only approach it 
through a comparison:
The only way 1 can describe it is if you turn a room into 
the world's biggest popcorn popper... and try to walk 
from one end to the other without getting hit by a piece 
of popcorn.
In the absence of direct representable information, 
the television journalist will impose a context onto his 
discourse. He thus makes of his broadcast an imperative 
Lo fill the void created by the lack of action by describing 
a referent, any referent. It is the "live" moment which is 
important. This void focuses on details of the live moment 
of communication like for example the strange light blue 
domes that were behind Arthur Kent and Charles Jaco, 
who were reporting live from Dahrain for C.N.N.. and 
which so intrigued the viewers.
The information vacuum created by the lack of 
representable action in the war is also filled in by focusing 
in on official witnesses or “actors" in the war. which is 
what the media did with General Schwartzkopf. When he 
made the cover of Time Magazine, it was in the form of 
a characterization: his physical demeanor and his frank 
speaking style came to represent the army as a whole. In 
the same way. the names of the now famous C.N.N. 
reporters, Bernard Shaw and Peter Arnett, have become 
synonymous with the journalistic presence on Iraqi soil 
and the representation of the war from inside Iraq: a "live" 
link lo the enemy.
To continue to speak and prolong the dramatic 
instant is an imperative created by the lack of concrete 
representable information, and yet another media method 
to accomplish this is the ingenious use of the phatic 
function of language as defined by Roman Jakobson:G 
“Hello? Jerusalem here... Can you hear me through this
gas mask?" This method creates a context for discourse 
by giving itself a referent.
This process of dramatization of the war peaked 
during the first U.S. raids on Baghdad and the simulta­
neous launching of the first SCUD missiles on Dahrain 
and Israel: thecurrenl situation, known to all. allows me 
to dispense with explanations of historical context.
This information was transmitted live by television 
stations. The correspondents assigned to the site fol­
lowed the action from afar, in offices and hotel rooms, and 
often relied on local radio broadcasts or on their own 
conclusions drawn from the air-raid sirens that signaled 
either the beginning or the end of an alert. The viewers 
who watched these developments were watching a re­
transmission of witnesses' reactions to the conflict. The 
most cogent information received was the feeling of 
universal anxiety, an example of which was a broadcast 
of the feverish activity revolving around the donning of 
gas masks.
This anxiety was heightened by the ghoulish aspect 
of people in gas masks: their eyes magnified by fear 
through the enlarged lenses and their mouths replaced 
by the hideously protruding breathing apparatus.
All of these media devices which fill in the void of 
concrete military activity are mythical in the Barthesian 
sense of the term: a system by which the sign, not directly 
representable, in this case the military war. is signified by 
another sign, that I would qualify as being the war as 
represented by journalists. In the words of Barthes. "That 
which is a sign in the first system becomes a simple 
signifier in Lhe second."7 The mythical creation is born of 
the communication between two signs and their differ­
ence. Marc Kravetz writes: "In Baghdad, these universal 
images [he is referring lo television images which retrace 
the events in the Iraqi capital] had. in their brute realism, 
something unreal about them."
This dramatization of the event is a kind of compen­
sation for the lack of a concrete image. It should facilitate 
an understanding of the chronology and import of the 
conflict, but Lhe reverse happens. The dramatization of 
lhe war makes the war itself non-representable. The war 
lo which 1 refer is the military one. The figurative media 
representations are the ones the public receives first and 
are the ones from which it will construct its own image of 
the conflict. This particular chronology produced by the 
dramatization which is then called "reality" is going to 
depreciate the reality deemed too "real." During the first 
moments of the war. Baghdad was quiet. The reporters in 
Baghdad at that time described a city calm to Lhe point of 
pacifism. This view greatly differed with the erratic agi­
tated reports which were elsewhere describing the com­
mencement of hostilities as anything but pacifist. These 
differing views of Iraq during the first moments of the war 
heightened the confusion of the reader/viewer.
The effect of media dramatization is comparable to 
Lhe "denegation-illusion" defined by Anne Ubersfeld in 
her book entitled Lire le theatre* The scenic play of Lhe 
reporter’s reactions, broadcast live, opens up a distance 
between the spectator and Lhe reality of the war. This 
phenomenon of denegation is comparable to Lhe theatri­
cal effect Brecht strives for when he constructs a series
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of signs precisely to remind the spectator that he is in the 
theater. So the dramatic effect generated by the media is 
essentially theatrical. It opens up a distance between the 
military war and the public and fills it in with a myth of 
a more realistic appearance.
The dramatization creates, for the spectator, a famil­
iarity with the war. one which is closely allied to a will to 
power over the representation of the conflict. This will Lo 
power originates in creating the impression that one is at 
the center of events, especially temporarily. The imposi­
tion of a final date of compliance, January 15. automati­
cally gives the initiative to the one who does the imposing 
since the gesture implies the inevitability of conflict.
In this same parallax principle of error, war plans 
anticipate reality. Real combat, the military incessantly 
repeats, is simply the application of planned contingen­
cies. The reader more or less alerted to the reality of war 
plans has the impression of being ahead of the war and 
thus in control.
A t-shirt manufacturer in New Orleans, according to 
an article in Lhe Times Picayune, is making t-shirts with 
the following slogan: "Tomorrow we liberate. Today we 
terminate."
The use of the simple present tense implies finality 
and control as well as the ambiguity of a present, that is 
already past, since it is generally agreed that the allies 
have already secured victory (Tomorrow we liberate comes 
before today we terminate.) President Bush, when ad­
dressing the nation, appropriates the same rhetoric of 
certainty concerning allied victory. It is not a question of 
whether we will win but when we will win. President Bush 
envisions three possible war scenarios: lightning fast, 
protracted, and long-term with allied casualties ranging 
anywhere from one hundred to ten thousand depending 
on the duration of the war.
Another way of comprehending and apprehending 
the conllict is by comparing it to other wars of the past. 
This method attempts to enfold the conflict in a collective 
memory and is more effective than an isolated objective 
treatment of the war. Operation Desert Storm is thus 
compared to the Vietnam war for two reasons: to pul it 
into both a war-context and an American context thereby 
drawing from a fund of historical and cultural points of 
reference; and to put it into opposition with that war's 
painful, horrible consequences so as to make this war 
assume a redemptive, cleansing function.
Another attempt at contextualization assumes the 
form of numerous published studies dealing with the 
Middle East, one of these being the recently published 
Guerre du Golfe. by Pierre Salinger and Eric Laurent.9 
Along the same lines, fiction offers us Gerard de Villiers' 
most recent (and debatable) S.A.S. (Villiers is a popular 
French author of highly successful espionage novels). 
Both examples (fictional and critical) provide literary 
referents which aim for contextualization and clarifica­
tion.
Texts, whether fictional or critical, provide their 
readers with particular understandings of their subject 
matter, in other words, they provide definitions and 
representations through a shared structure of interpre­
tive will. Fictional and critical systems present unities
which are reassuring in their finality. Even in a spy novel, 
the author's story, although considered fantastic, does 
treat a current event and the gesture "authenticates" the 
text by association.
A last example of war-contextualization is to be 
found in the fashion world. Van Pier, a New York fashion 
designer, has called his new collection Warfashion. 
Putting aside camouflaged khaki chic, what captures the 
imagination is the gas masks. The gas masks which 
normally inspire terror are now affectionately honored, 
and appropriated by high society. This represents the 
anticipatory appropriation of a chemical war referent 
prior to its actual use and which, up until now, has still 
not been used. I insist particularly on the effects of 
chemical gas. which provokes horror, in conjunction with 
this example so as to emphasize that contextualization 
attempts to control the uncontrollable.
The live image is the anticipation of the expected 
event. Thus it can be said that representation precedes 
its referent as does my discourse in this instance by the 
rapport it shares with the immediate and the critical 
(reflexive distance). In doing so. my discourse has at­
tempted to apply a certain tone Lo facts which, in their 
immediacy, refer to a present which is interior lo the 
continuity of the Persian Gulf War.
To finish, but not finish up that which only just 
started and probably will continue. I return my attention 
to the immediate present (or future), which is considered 
a representable totality, by quoting an exclamation from 
the first moments of the war. This exclamation, printed 
in Time Magazine, but taken from a live broadcast, is 
naive in its poetic imagery and reads:
Something is happening outside...
We're getting starbursts...
In the black sky.
L.S.U. FEbriuARy 1991
The conclusion of this text could not be achieved 
until the war had ended. Media representation is now 
total insofar as there is now a beginning and an end 
ascribed to all filmed images and written articles. Histoiy 
imposes this totality. What will follow can only be critical 
work which is distant, inspired and supported by the 
media source material amassed during the conflict.
The focus of my study has been media representa­
tion of Operation Desert Storm. With this in mind, my 
main interest has been Lhe confusion generated by media 
reports during the conflict. This confusion revealed el­
lipses. errors and gaps which were compensated for by a 
valorization of the event as described by the journalist in 
his capacity as witness. The best example of this discrep­
ancy between representation and its referent, insofar as 
the war is concerned, took place live during the first 
launchings of Iraqi SCUD missiles on Israel. During the 
television coverage of this event, the fear and tension of 
the reporters were palpable. The lack of pertinent images 
and information was replaced by focusing on the report­
ers rather than on the events that they were there to 
cover.
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The war which has been rebroadcast on television is 
a collection of reporters' interpretations of certain events, 
often minor in relation to what was really going on. 
Military action was being conducted at that time but was 
impossible to describe. The fact that both journalist and 
spectator were conscious of this informational gap high­
lighted the frenzied search for a way to fill in the void of 
representation.
The image of children wearing gas masks has be­
come emblematic of the Persian Gulf War. The chemical 
weapon turned out to represent an empty threat corre­
sponding to a representation without a referent; or more 
precisely a representation having an unrealized referent. 
Insofar as the war is concerned, this referent was con­
stantly realizable in the collective imagination of the 
public. Gas masks still remind us of the trenches of World 
War I.
Other enduring images of the war are those procured 
by military technology such as combat footage taken 
from fighter planes. Photographs are a primary source of 
military intelligence. Comparing this war to a videogame, 
itself a reproduction of military flight training simulators, 
reinforces the preeminence of a militarized vision of the 
war. This legacy of the Gulf War is in complete opposition 
to the legacy of the Viet Nam war because media coverage 
during the Viet Nam war was largely uncensored and 
thus completely independent from official military brief­
ings. Also, the reporter enjoyed a much greater distance 
vis a vis the military.
During the Gulf Crisis, the war was silent and far 
away. The distance that images imposed on the war 
affected an important change in systems of perception. It 
seems that tire idea of framing, which is the defining of 
objects, proper to modern armaments and. by extension, 
to the media, is in opposition to any notion of an overall 
view. Diverse television coverage showed us that the war 
was very limited. It was in its diversity as blind as the 
single camera is to everything that lies outside its frame. 
Unlike the reductive finality of framing, interpretation of 
this war presupposed the idea of a possible totality. This 
is done in the same way as the military artist, who, before 
photography existed, would paint the entire battlefield, 
including even those things which were materially invis­
ible to the painter. But what captured the imagination in 
the Gulf War was its detail; the war was said to be 
conducted surgically and perception followed suit.
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New Product
You're telling your favorite story about 
"Armed Right" that time in Dak To when the 49th 
Armored NVA Division brought out the 
small Soviet amphibious tank. You note 
that the bullshit light has gone on in 
your listeners' eyes. You are crushed! 
Even though age and various hydrocar­
bon fluids have decimated your cerebral 
cortex, you clearly remember the whine 
of those engines and the screams of the 
'Yards as they were turned into paddy 
pizza. Help is on its way!
REFERMAN—A new. exciting service 
from Weptronics. Through the magic of 
computer technology and high-speed 
communications you can now validate 
your story and. as an interesting side 
benefit, your life. Let's play that sce­
nario again: the walk, the story, the 
bullshit light, that sinking feeling... but. 
look! there! the man with the orange 
triangle on his back! You and your friends 
snag the Weptronics REFERMAN and 
you recount your tale as he busily types 
into the portable touch-screen terminal. 
Almost instantly the answer comes back: 
you not only confirm that the NVA unit 
had tanks at that time, you get serial 
numbers, commanders' names, and a 
high-resolution photograph of the gun­
ner in the lead tank! How is that for 
validation? "What is the cost?" you ask. 
Your first bom? A second mortgage from 
Mr. Cash? Let's just say you can't afford 
to be without this service. We'll work it 
out. We are here to help. So next 
Veterans Day. as you stroll the walks of 
the Mall and the grounds of the Memo­
rial spinningyour tales, recountingyour 
boyhood terrors and indiscretions, look 
for REFERMAN men and women with 
the orange triangle on their back and the 
“infoport" terminals on their front. We 
can help!
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ThE Green B e r e t : S ch n E ck fiq u R  foR 
ThE New  AqE
AlanFarrell, Department of ModernLanywages, Humpden- 
Sydney College. Hampden-Sydney, VA 23943
So I finally pick up a copy of Foucault’s Pendulum, that 
“intellectual" thriller by Umberto Eco, as I am reliably 
informed. I creep into cranky senescence having more 
and more trouble finding “intellectual" a lure. Anyhow. I 
choke through a few chapters and find this illuminating 
exchange, somewhere around (pregnantly) chapter thir­
teen:
“And the boasting was empty?” Diotallevi asked.
“Often. Here again, what's amazing is the gulf between 
their Ispeaking of the Templars 1 political and admin­
istrative skill on the one hand and their Green Beret 
style on the other: all guts and no brains." (75)
I have heard that voice beforebeforebefore- 
beforebeforebefore...
It is 1976. A Faculty Meeting at a small college you 
never heard of in rural Virginia. We are "reviewing the 
curriculum." a triennial, ritual nightmare. Maybe you've 
been through one. Hell, maybe you starred in one. 
Anyhow. I'm snoozing quietly while captious, factious 
Schoolmen pontificate about the Liberal Arts in tiresome 
propositions oh-so-painstakingly set forth in 
paaaaaaaaaaaatient avuncular tones on and on and on, 
when one particularly strident voice —it belongs to a
make tenure at U Chic -ago as I recall—rises over the 
others to condemn the proposed "problem solving cur­
riculum," which has somehow got onto the floor. “Prob­
lem solving,” this speaker goes on, "problem solving. 
That's how we got into Viet Nam! That's what Kennedy's 
advisors wanted. And look at the stuuuuuuuuuuupid 
solutions they came up with: bigger bombs; strategic 
hamlets: Green Berets..."
Awkward silence. Everybody but this guys knows I 
was a Green Beret. "Wore" a Green Beret, we prefer to say. 
Shifting in seats. Someone coughs a short, percussive 
cough. I stare vacantly into space. At length the President 
of the College ahems, wonders aloud if I have anything to 
say about that last remark. Do 1? Does anyone? Does 
anyone doubt or dispute it for a second? Either the 
accuracy of the epithet or this man’s right to affront me 
by it? No, I don't have anything to say about that last 
remark. Do you? Probably not.
The Green Beret. Conceived under the offices of the 
brightest young star in our political firmament this 
century, John Kennedy, sanctified by his endorsement— 
"The Green Beret... a badge of honor in the fight for 
freedom"—and thrust into the fray charged with the 
evident high hopes of a people come to expect only the 
best of their warriors. To each Green Beret fixed a
glistening silver crest emblazoned with the crossed ar­
rows of Robert Rogers, hero of our own Revolution and 
bearing the resounding motto: DE OPPRESSO LIBER. 
“Free from oppression.” How did this set o f lofty aspira­
tions become twisted? Did they in fact? How in the end 
did the Green Beret come to represent the failure of our 
policy, our will, our expectations for Viet Nam?
Maybe you don't remember the Green Berets. When 
Glen Corbett replaced George Maharis on "Route 66," he 
was “just back from Laos." He would now and again 
deliver television-caliber homilies on the futility of war to 
nubile young women with funny hairdos: 'There was this 
hill, see, and we wanted it. see. But there were men on the 
hill, see, who didn’t want us to have it, see. And so we..." 
Remember that episode? Remember Barry Sadler? The 
square-jawed young hero who sang "Fighting soldiers 
from the sky..." on the Ed Sullivan Show? There is 
perhaps no better paradigm of the Green Beret’s fall from 
grace than his own fate: alcoholic, charged with an 
absurd murder, sent to prison, reduced to writing pot­
boilers, finally hired by Soldier o f Fortune to drag 
around the Marxist backwaters in Central America and 
“correspond." Another felon shot him down in Guate­
mala or someplace, under fishy circumstances, and after 
lingering in and out of coma, Barry passed quietly to what 
I hope is a final peace.
In 1968, when I had just earned my Green Beret, I sat 
through that overwrought, jingoistic farce. The Green 
Berets, starring John Wayne as a portly colonel ga­
lumphing through the jungle in search of “Charlie," 
braying “affir-mah-tive!" into the radio handset while he 
clutched his obviously-fake M-16 in an immense, gnarled, 
arthritic paw. We booed it at Fort Bragg; we hooted at the 
inaccuracies, the pretension, the simplistic icons.
Perhaps you recall the newspaper accounts of the 
“failed" SonTay raid, where Green Beret raiders storm an 
empty prisoner of war camp, to the unspeakable amuse­
ment of a watching world? Maybe you followed the 
misadventures of Colonel James “Bo" Gritz and the 
circus he puts on in Laos, allegedly looking for MLAs? 
They cross the Mekong unarmed, scatter at the first 
contact, and wind up in a Thai jail, furnishing presum­
ably the scenario for the film Uncommon Valor. When 
Colonel Gritz "testifies “before a legislative committee 
and recounts tearfully the tale of holding a dying comrade 
in his arms, a diligent congressional aide looks up the 
date of the operation, shows that Gritz was nowhere near 
the place at that time, and suggests poor Gritz may have 
fabricated more than his testimony. Everyone recalls the 
aborted raid in the desert outside Teheran, where Green 
Beret commandos, now called Delta Force, bumble and 
stumble, then finally blow themselves up in a mad 
scramble to evacuate, leaving their own dead as well as 
their classified maps and papers behind like novices. 
Fewer, I guess, have heard about the Special Ops failures 
in Grenada, where everything the Green Berets touch in 
the predawn hours that day turns to shit... and blood.
Maybe it was not only this kind of incompetence 
associated with the Green Berets that outraged you, 
brothers and sisters. Maybe it was downright crime. 
Maybe you heard about the sordid shoot out Miami police
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had in that flophouse motel a few years back with the ex- 
Green Beretaccused ofbeing“D. B. Cooper.” theguy who 
hijacked a 747 and jumped out with 300,000 bucks high 
over Washington Slate? You may recall that Green Berets 
spawned the first genuine scandal in Viet Nam. the 
Montagnard Rebellion, in which mountain tribesmen 
revolt against their Vietnamese "oppressors" under the 
aegis of their secret tong, the FULRO (Front Unifie pour 
la Liberation des Races Opprimees). and under the, 
well... paternal eye of their Green Beret "handlers." Or. 
you may know about the "Green Beret trial." a scandal in 
which fake Green Berets controlling a highly successful 
intelligence net detect a leak, isolate the “source." and 
"terminate” same, "with extreme prejudice." in the term 
which first surfaced at that time, so far as I know. A real 
Green Beret, the Fifth Special Forces Group commander, 
Robert Rheault (pronounced "row"), a tall, rangy, thought­
ful aristocrat—everything the regular Army abhors—is 
locked up at Long Binh Jail. And in the end, the Secretary 
of the Army has to "intervene." quashing the charges but 
allowing Colonel Rheault to be hounded from the Army.
Here, by the bye, is what the Vietnamese remember 
about Special Forces: this is the citation from a Civic 
Action Medal awarded to the 5th Special Forces by the 
Vietnamese people when that group took its colors home 
at the end of the war: “49,902 economic aid projects, 
34,334 educational projects, 35,468 welfare projects. 
10,959 medical projects, 14,934 transportation facilities, 
support for nearly 500.000 refugees, 6,434 wells, 1,949 
km of road. 129 churches. 272 markets, 110 hospitals. 398 
dispensaries, 1,003 classrooms, 670 bridges." (Adams. 
41) You sent the Green Beret to live and fight with his 
indigenous counterpart. Does it surprise you that he 
shared more than hardship and, having understood, 
made decisions within the sphere he was given to act in? 
Does it surprise you that he went native as Apocalypse 
Now piously suggests and as Pierre Schoendoerffer sug­
gested long before in his L'Adieu au roi, taking up 
Joseph Conrad? Is there something frightening in the 
thought of men who could live with those mountain 
tribes, twelve of whom could hold off—and did again and 
again—regiments of enemy regulars? Is that what makes 
the Green Beret detestable?
1 would submit that there is something deeper, 
darker about the Green Berets that makes them so 
dangerous, so detestable, especially to intellectuals. The 
Green Beret, you should know, traces his heritage 
variously from a number of sources, but it was the French 
who, so far as I know, from my experience inside Special 
Forces, really colored the grander American notions of 
strategy in Viet Nam. Not that during the initial American 
incursion into Viet Nam. there was not a good deal of 
blathering about “French mistakes" and a lot of soaring 
resolve "not to imitate the French.” But the French 
intellectualized their war. as the paradigmatic writings of 
Colonel Roger Trinquier indicate. And so it was with the 
first of the Green Berets, who read Mao, and Trinquier, 
and Jean Larteguy. in whose Centurions, with its literate 
captains and thoughtful, athletic colonel they found their 
models. This is Larteguy. now a journalist not a novelist, 
wandering through Viet Nam with open eyes in the last
years of the “Second Indochina War" recounting his 
impressions in a little-read essay called A Million Dol­
lars per Viet, presumably what America spent to kill a 
single Vietnamese over the long duration of that war. He 
is speaking about the American Special Forces:
The montagnards were encouraged. For them the 
enemy was the Vietnamese interloper, communist or 
anticommunist. But the American took the place for 
them of the French GCMA IGroupes de Commandos 
Mixtes Aeroportesl, who had protected them up till 
now. Many American officers and agents spoke French 
well, and some even passed themselves oiT as French. 
(156)
The danger, however, in the French tack on the war 
was not—as one might tlrink—that they lost, but that 
their Army was of two minds as to how one might win. 
This is a celebrated passage from the Centurions, one I 
saw painted on a 4 x 8 of plywood down at the Special 
Warfare Center at Fort Bragg in 1967:
Have you noticed that throughout military history no 
regular army has ever beaten a well-led guerrilla army?
If we use the regular army in Algeria, we will lose. I'd 
like France to have two armies: one for parades with 
handsome fieldpieces. polished tanks, little tin sol­
diers, bands, general staffs, and lovable old curmudg­
eons to command it... the other would be for real, 
composed of nothing but young men super-trained, all 
volunteers, wearing camouflaged fatigues, whom you'd 
never see in town but from whom the impossible would 
be asked and to whom we would teach all the tricks. 
That's the army I'd like to fight in. (296)
The colonel's chum replies only: "Tu. vas avoir des 
erviuis." One Army sees revolutionary struggle as purely 
strategic, and moves pins around on charts. The other 
shares the aspirations and suffering of an indigenous 
population, daring to offer them a personal commitment, 
the "Centurion’s Honor,” and daring to dream that honor 
is binding to the exclusion of political expediency. This 
Larteguy calls the “tentation des Centurions," the temp­
tation o f the Centurions, though he does not suggest that 
the Pentagon actually spotted the risk of obedience to a 
higher call this early, fearing "la colere des legions," the 
rage o f the legions, a revolt like that in 1958 and the events 
of the early sixties involving the OAS, all paratroopers. 
Larteguy notes in 1965:
In tlie Pentagon now the American military leaders 
have made a choice. They have decided to sacrifice the 
strange breed of men who compose Special Forces— 
perhaps because they are suffering from the incessant 
contradictions of this war—to sacrifice them to the 
engineers, the technicians who have a system, have 
complicated and remarkable equipment and who do 
not ask questions... The Pentagon is simply taking note 
of a failure. Between a minority like the montagnards 
whom the American advisors have encouraged to 
revolt and the Vietnamese Army, not always depend­
able but numbering despite its weaknesses 600,000, 
no technician can hesitate. (132)
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The real problem for Special Forces, concludes Larteguy, 
is in the nature of obedience. These guys have taken the 
fight to heart, living as they did within the local commu­
nities. learning as they did the local language and cus­
toms. "In the name of what efficiency." asks LarLeguy,
so as not to lose men trained at great expense in 
unconventional warfare, should these men be evacu­
ated from camps in danger of being overrun by the Viet 
Cong, who would surely have massacred them? The 
troops they had trained would no longer have any 
confidence in them since they did not accept the risk of 
fighting and dying with them. On the other hand, could 
one sacrifice these men to their somewhat personal 
notion of Honor to create that profound bond between 
soldiers, yellow and white, which was so obviously 
wanting in this Second Indochina War? (141)
Here is what Norman E. Dixon, in a brilliant study, called 
ominously enough The Psychology o f Military Incom­
petence. has to say:
It is indeed ironic that one of the most conservative of 
professions should be called upon to engage in activi­
ties that require the very obverse of conservative men­
tal traits... Thus the controllers of nuclear weaponry 
should perhaps be relatively obsessive, rigid, conform­
ing. and overcontrolled... inhibited, totally obedient, 
'bullshit'-ridden bureaucrat[s]... on the other end of 
the scale, however... tact, flexibility, imagination and 
'open minds.' the very antithesis of authoritarian traits 
would seem to be necessary if not sufficient... One 
thing is certain: the ways of conventional militarism 
are ill-suited to 'low-intensity' operations. (402)
This seemingly self-evident postulate, however, is 
not unalloyed by dangerous corollaries: the very men 
who can and will exercise the qualities summoned up 
here are likely to be those subject to the “temptation of the 
Centurion." subject to answer calls to a higher morality— 
which as civilians we might admire—and subject to 
disobey constituted orders under the sway of such moral­
ity—a risk civilian authority, constituted to use force 
judiciously in the name of the community, cannot accept. 
Montesquieu, the great theoretician of law. finds the will 
o f a state brought up short by this notion o f “honor," 
because there are, he says, “necessary modifications 
to obedience." on account of honor since said honor “is 
necessarily subject to 'bizarreries' and obedience fol­
lows them all." (L 'esprit des lois. 72) You have been 
squawking about dumb soldiers, good people. Do you 
reeeeeeeeeeeeeeally want a thinking soldier?
The Green Beret is there at the beginning: the starter 
gets the loss. The Green Beret is associated with 
Kennedy's—the intellectual president's— grandest goals 
and earliest aspirations, even his highest flights of rheto­
ric. With the failure of that design, who better to bear the 
brunt of a Nation's bitterness and self-recrimination? 
Picture again those last moments of Apocalypse Now: in 
the tenebrous light an executioner with whom we have 
identified now strikes out from his hiding place, and as 
the camera sloooooooooooooows down to retrieve the 
languorous strokes of his oddly-antique axeblade. he 
celebrates a ritual Rending of the God. The Scapegoat,
ritually painted green, duly laden with his T. S. Eliot, his 
Jessie Weston, his James Frazer, charged with the sins 
of the multitude, falls cloven and bleeding, after inviting 
by his weary indifference the mortal blow. And thus is 
driven the Green Beret from our pantheon. But have we, 
1 say, washed our sins? Or only our face?
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Obituary Notice
The Christian Action Network (CAN) an­
nounced with deep sadness the untimely 
"Affflld Rijht" death of the Reverend Buford Barbee, 
Combat Spiritualist. Best remembered for 
his roman a. clef, "Jesus and Puff, Friends 
From on High," the Reverend had many 
other accomplishments in a life full of 
highs. Friends will remember the wonder­
ful picture o f “Bubba," as he liked to be 
called, with Bible in hand, standing on the 
parapets of Khe Sanh exhorting the faith­
ful to destroy the Godless. After he recov­
ered from his many wounds he was heard 
to remark, “I like those yellow race boys, 
but they have no sense of humor." When 
he returned to CONUS, as he often in­
toned, he started the Silver Tears for Christ 
Ministry. For the next 20 years, the Rev­
erend was a familiar sight in the parking 
lot of VA hospitals as he exhorted the 
faithful to thank the Lord and the VA for 
the goodness that they were about to 
receive. Mrs. Abigail Brown, the driver of 
the Buick that crushed the Reverend 
against the door of the Outpatient Clinic, 
said. "I just lost my husband and my 
benefits after taking care of that smoking, 
beer swilling, abusive twit for 25 years and 
some dork tells me to be like Ruth! Not 
today...." We will miss the Reverend, but 
he goes to his just reward.
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KENNEdy's ChildREN
David. J. DeRose, 20 Garden St., Branford. CT 06405.
No. this is not an editorial on William Kennedy Smith or 
any of the other Kennedy kids. 1 have shamelessly stolen 
the title of this essay from Robert Patrick's mediocre 
little play of 1976 in which five customers in a New York 
bar reminisce about the Sixties and about the 
downward spiral of their lives since those bygone days 
of youthful idealism. The “Kennedy's Children" of 
Patrick’s play are the offspring of the Camelot years and 
of the subsequent Viet Nam era, speaking from the disillu­
sionment of the postwar, post-Watergate Seventies.
The “Kennedy’s Children" 1 wish to discuss here are 
likewise offspring of that generation, but they are also 
the progeny of another Kennedy, young American 
playwright Kerry Kennedy, whose new play Amnestia 
was staged at the Yale School of Drama in April of 1992.
If ever a play portended to be a metaphysical 
treatise on the Viet Nam generation, Amnestia is it. 
Amnestia (the Latin root of both amnesty and amnesia) 
pursues the children of the Viet Nam generation—now 
little more than forgotten ghosts—catching up with 
them somewhere in line desert wastelands of the Ameri­
can Southwest. The time is now. and the action con­
cerns Henry Simpson, a thoroughly average Midwest­
ern businessman of around sixty, who has made a 
desperate pilgrimage to the desert in search of the son 
he has not seen in twenty years. That son, Stanton, ran 
away from home to avoid the draft and to escape his 
father's threats of brutal reprisal. But rather than flee 
to Canada as he told his parents he would, Stanton 
pursued a self-exploratory trek across the United 
States, stopping, among other places, in Berkeley and 
the Rockies, and finally disappearing into the Mojave 
Desert. Henry's wife (Stanton’s mother) is now dying of 
cancer; her final request is to see her son once more 
before she passes away. In the desert, Henry encounters 
a recluse who could very well be his son. But the man 
Henry finds suffers from amnesia. Before either he or 
Henry can uncover his true identity, they must make 
a journey together into the past.
The recluse—credited in the program only as "the 
man in the desert"—has been living on the desert for 
more than a dozen years in order to escape, he claims, 
the shame of a horrible deed he committed in the past 
but which he can no longer remember. Henry and this 
younger man spend a long, wakeful night, camped on 
the open ground near the skeletal wreckage of an 
abandoned car, attempting to determine if they may, 
in fact, be father and son. Henry has brought with him 
a suitcase full of memorabilia—artifacts of the happy 
childhood he would like to believe his son enjoyed. The 
recluse has his own memorabilia of sorts, a pair of well- 
worn Army boots. He tells Henry that he carries these 
boots, not as a souvenir of happier times, but as a 
reminder of his horrible crime. In spite of the boots, he 
has lost all memory of that crime and of the events which 
originally brought him to the desert.
Henry’s personal past and that of his newfound 
companion are interwoven with the lives of four other
figures who. while not present "in the flesh" at this 
encounter, nevertheless share the stage throughout the 
play. Dominant among these figures is Henry's wife, Etty, 
who occupies a downstage alcove just out of the main 
playing space. Surrounded by furnishings which clearly 
place her at home in Kansas, she is waiting for Henry to 
return with her son. In her spatial isolation from the rest 
of the play, she serves as a narrative and visual framing 
devise of sorts. She is a witness to the events of the play, 
either through Henry's memory or somehow clairvoy- 
antly in her own mind's eye. Her wandering thoughts, 
spoken aloud, add both interpretive comment to the on­
stage action and exposition to the family’s past.
Also on stage throughout the play, watching Henry 
and the recluse—even speaking to and occasionally 
taunting them—are three ghostlike companions. Un­
seen by Henry and the recluse (except in a shared 
nightmare), these figures are former acquaintances of 
Henry's son, Stanton, all of whom Henry has met in his 
travels. They are also traumatized ghosts, archetypes of 
the Viet Nam generation. One is a homeless black veteran 
who shot off his own hand to escape from Viet Nam. and 
who returned to the States only to be brutally beaten 
during race riots. The other two are women, both former 
lovers of Stanton's: an aging acid queen who accidentally 
killed her baby (Stanton's child) when, high on LSD. she 
tried to teach the infant to fly: and a former debutante, 
now a channeler for the dead, who is possessed by images 
of the war era. and who has been subjected to repeated 
shock treatment to try to stop her traumatic visions. One 
of those visions is of a young man in Berkeley—perhaps 
Stanton—who set himself ablaze in imitation of Buddhist 
monks he saw on television.
These three figures serve as a representative 
chorus of those who Eire trying to forget, or who have 
forgotten, or who have been forgotten. They continu­
ously offer bits and pieces of their own lives to compli­
ment the experiences of Henry and the recluse. Like the 
recluse—lost in the dark, living alone on the desert— 
they Eire the ghostly symbolic inhabitants of traumatized 
America, roaming the wasteland. The stories they tell are 
as different from each other as they could be, but their 
personal sense of devastating loss is strikingly similar.
Henry's desire to locate his son represents a refresh­
ing new twist to the old "vet on the doorstep" play. For 
once, we have a member of the older generation actively 
taking responsibility for reconciling events from the Viet 
Nam war era. But, Amnestia only maintains our interest 
as long as it remains obvious that Henry's conciliatory 
journey is primEirily symbolic: that Henry is representa­
tive of a generation which really needs to find “a" lost son 
and that what Lhe recluse needs is to “come home" to a 
memory of a place that no longer exists. When the play 
maintEiinsa balEmce between, on the one hsmd, the lives 
and details of these specific individuals and. on the other 
hand, their symbolic stature as representatives of an 
entire generation, the playwright hEirnesses great dra­
matic power. But. once these two men are allowed their 
conventional moments of cathartic (read melodramatic) 
self-revelation, their mythic stature disappeEirs under 
the magnifying glass of thoroughly domestic factual 
exposition.
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Kennedy is, nevertheless, to be praised for resisting 
the kind of easy pathos which would lead to a melodra­
matic conclusion in which father and son are happily 
reunited. The man in the desert is not Henry's son. By 
the end of the play, he regains his memory and, much 
to his own dismay as well as Henry’s, must refuse 
Henry's offer to "go home again." During the one se­
quence in the play where Lire two men are momentarily 
convinced they are father and son, sharing memories of 
Stanton’s childhood years. Kennedy does an excellent 
job of raising them to archetypal stature by filling 
Henry’s suitcase and his memories with images recog­
nizable to any child of the late Fifties or Camelot era. For 
instance, when Henry describes Stanton's childhood 
home on a small town street with a white picket fence, 
it is easy to understand how the recluse thinks he 
recognizes it. Whether he actually lived in such a house 
or not, this home is one we would all remember. Obie 
Taylor lived in it, so did “the Beaver." As Henry and the 
recluse discuss the house, their three ghostly compan­
ions fill in their own details, their own slight variations 
on an image common to all their lives.
But not all of the play’s archetypal American images 
work. In particular, Kennedy's imagery turns stereo- 
rather than archetypal when the recluse suddenly re­
members that he is a Viet Nam veteran. His personal 
trauma is much more interesting—and works far better 
as a symbolic embodiment of the national trauma of his 
generation—as long as it remains unnamed. But his 
status as a veteran is a predictable and convenient way 
of explaining his self-induced amnesia. I mean, don't all 
Viet Nam veterans want to forget “the horror" of the 
atrocities they surely all committed? This cliche is a bit 
too easily employed. Only for one instant does the 
recluse as Viet Nam veteran make archetypal sense 
when he shouts at Henry: “I did everything my country 
asked of me. 1 even forgot who 1 was." For that moment, 
he is raised again to the stature of spokesperson for the 
Viet Nam generation, doing his best to accommodate the 
American public by pretending he never existed. But this 
stature is short-lived, and the man’s vague reference to 
“killing a whole bunch of people" in Viet Nam quickly 
reduces him again to a cliche. (This sudden self­
revelation is matched by Henry's equally sudden 
confession that he should have driven his son to Canada: 
a confession he seems desperate to make to somebody, 
though it has not been asked for.)
If all of this sounds a bit too much like a Sam 
Shepard play to those of you who read my last column on 
States o f  Shock, you are absolutely right. Kennedy's 
indebtedness to Shepard is great, even if indirect. The 
search for personal origins and the symbolic father-son 
reunion appear in too many Shepard plays to mention, 
although the little-known The Holy Ghostly (1968), set 
around a desert campfire complete with ghostly appari­
tions, comes to mind. The Southwest American desert as 
stand-in for a post-apocalyptic wasteland is reminis­
cent of Operation Sidewinder [ 1970) and Shepard's film 
collaboration with Antonioni. Zabriski Point (1970). The 
skeletal car as emblem of consu mer-obsolescent America 
and as refuge for Lhe homeless is straight out of The 
Unseen Hand (1969). The multiple planes of reality
suggest, among many other works. Suicide in b-Jlat 
(1976). And the spectral presence of the absent parent 
is too obviously Fool fo r Love (1983). These similarities 
prove, if nothing else, that Kennedy recognizes Shepard's 
dramaturgy as ideally suited to the theatrical represen­
tation of postmodern. post-Viet Nam America.
Amnestia will likely draw a fair amount of attention. 
It has all the qualities of a profound work of art without 
really being one. Trike, for instance, the catch phrase 
from the second act which served as the center piece of 
the play’s publicity: "Memory forgets what time remem­
bers." Like the play, this phrase seems profound as hell 
when you first hear it uttered by Etty. It has the appear­
ance of profundity by virtue of its obscurity. But the more 
you repeat it. the more you realize there is nothing there. 
This ponderous but pointless obscurity is both the qual­
ity which makes Kennedy’s play ultimately frustrating, 
and the quality which is likely to bring its author 
credibility as a “powerful new voice in American theatre."
\^/EPTRONICS
New Product
Through special arrangement with Argus 
Records, we again are pleased to offer that 
"Armftd Stiaht" ^  Christmas record. Grunts, Mumbles, 
* and Shouts. Recorded live in the streets of 
North America, this is a wonderful collec­
tion of sounds from the Vietnam vets we all 
love to avoid. Picture this... You’re in a 
hurry to get to your Volvo but, as you step 
into the street, a pale smell ofa man brushes 
by, mumblingunder his breath. By the time 
you have reached for your eelskin wallet, he 
is gone. What did he say? Who was he? 
What did he want? You will never know. 
Scenes like this and others are repeated 
daily in the streets of America. Shouts of 
confusion, screams of pain, mumbles of 
distress—all echo and slide into silence in a 
country that no longer hears, nor has the 
capacity nor will to tune in. We have re­
corded these men and women and, through 
the miracle of computer technology and 
DAT, we can now bring you the Sounds of 
the Forgotten. Hear the Colonel of Port 
Authority and his rousing, “They Are Com­
ing To Get Us All!" speech. Thrill to the 
sound of those fun, crazy Lurps as they ask 
the musical question. "Why did you leave
me. Mother F-----?" And who can forget the
Feral Vets of Hawaii and their rousing tone- 
poem, “I Hear the Helicopters A-Coming, 
Mama." Hours and hours of Vietnam vets 
and their largely ignored sounds, which 
grow dimmer, quieter, and somehow less 
relevant every year. Buy several, you must 
have some friends! Well, don't you?
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THe  S h o n r  T im e r s
David Erben, English Dept.. CPR 326. University o f S. 
Florida, Tampa. FL 33620.
Vietnam war fiction is a mixed lot, with many of the texts 
falling along very traditional and predictable lines, de­
spite the unstable nature of the war itself, so that even if 
a Vietnam war novel cannot embrace “victory" it can at 
least fall back on totalizing notions of "brotherhood" and 
"defeat with honor." One of the richest and most challeng­
ing texts to come out of the war, however, and one which 
directly confronts the totalizing tendency of traditional 
narratives (including history) is The Short Timers. I read 
this novel as a network, a network that crosses various 
boundaries and aligns itself with a number of 
poststructuralist concerns. The Short Timers was first 
published in 1979 and is the work upon which the late 
Gustav Hasford’s popular fame rests. Hasford was a 
former Marine who served in Vietnam. He wrote a text. 
The Short Timers, which follows a character. Private 
Joker, through Marine bool camp and into the Vietnam 
war. The Short Timers interrogates western notions of 
history, and in particular the notion of history as fixed 
and stable.
One way the novel interrogates history is by demon­
strating the power, and danger, of metaphors. Almost 
every tiling in this novel is born of or becomes a metaphor, 
including the "Marines." “Vietnam," "America" and the 
individual characters (for example, “Joker," "Cowboy," 
"Comer Pyle," and "Animal Mother"), a strategy which 
links The Short Timers to what poststructuralist critics 
argue is the operation of language itself. That is, that 
language is always already metaphorical, it is just that 
some things have been metaphors so long (like “honor” 
and “justice" and “birth" and "America”) that we have 
forgotten they are metaphors. Interestingly, the thor­
oughgoing metaphoricity of language comes from the 
same place that this novel begins, that is, Nietzche. 
Nietzche is the one who reminds us early on that lan­
guage is metaphor and that it is tied to what in Latin is 
usura. which is both “usury," that is the question of 
surplus value and exchange that you normally associate 
with the verb usury. and also a constant wearing down or 
rubbing away until something is effaced.
What Nietzche and others argue is that a lot of the 
metaphors which are very powerful and which dominate 
western culture have been metaphors so long we have 
forgotten they are metaphors and behave towards them 
as if they are truths. A lot of what happens in Hasford's 
novel is that characters take metaphor for truth. Tire 
difference between truth and metaphor, of course, is that 
metaphors do not always have to arrive at their destina­
tion. With truth that's not supposed to be possible.
Take, for example, the nicknaming that Gunnery 
Sergeant Hartman does at the beginning of the text. The 
first thing that the Marine Drill Instructor does when the 
recruits arrive is to rename them, turn them into suppos­
edly transparent metaphors, metaphors that somehow 
characterize each recruit. These first few scenes are
where "Joker," "Gomer Pyle," and “Cowboy" are “bom" 
(Hartman will, in fact, on the last day of boot camp tell 
Gomer that he is "bom again hard.") Later in the novel, 
the former recruits engage in naming themselves, nick­
naming “Rafter Man, “Crazy Earl." and “Mr. Payback." 
fellow marines who are named in the context of the war. 
and “Zipper Heads” and “gooks." the Vietnamese enemy. 
One of the things that happens over the course of this 
novel is that power is linked to who names things, who 
gets to create the dominant metaphors. In boot camp it is 
Sergeant Hartman who has this power: in Vietnam the 
former recruits, now "grunts," at least have acquired the 
power to nickname each other, their enemy, and the 
people responsible for their fighting (who they call "lifers" 
and “REMFs"). Power is fought over the right to call 
something something, and therefore legitimize it. regard­
less of whether it is for or against the system, the "green 
machine." Naming things is tied up to the business of 
writing history, that is, the act of naming is the business 
of writing history so that history is written by those who 
get the chance and have the power to name. This naming, 
which the text demonstrates is arbitrary, implies a chance 
relationship in terms of the relationship between objects 
in the world and what they are called, because obviously 
objects can be called one tiring when one group is in 
power and something different when another group is in 
power, both names functioning, but in a specific context.
Another way that The Short Timers undermines 
fixed notions of history is through repetition, but repeti­
tion with a difference. This sense of difference is inscribed 
in the novel so that, even if you return to a place marked 
as being a place where history was enacted once, that 
place is different. For example, in the scene in Hue where 
Joker and Rafter Man are examining the mass grave, a lot 
of what happens in the novel is capsulaled. First of all. 
Joker comes to a place where history has allegedly 
occurred. But the history cannot be exactly written 
because it is thoroughly contaminated by excess. History 
is found, but it is overgrown with excess, with "worms," 
and "damp earth" and excess story-telling. What you get. 
what is left over, is a monument. And by a monument, 
what I mean is something of a memorial nature, marking 
both the passing of and in the honor of something that no 
longer is. The mass grave becomes a monument to a 
massacre and also a monument to Joker's cynicism, as 
he “creates" a text for Stars and Stripes by forming a 
nuclear family out of the corpses, going so far as to break 
limbs to get the corpses to fit together, and binding them 
with barbed wire. It seems to me that a lot of what goes 
on in this text is what happens to the business of 
monumentalizing. Over and over in this novel what 
happens is that characters try to monumentalize things, 
memorialize them, pay homage to the past and what 
happens is that these memorials tend to get overrun and 
altered and so what you are left with (and this is the effect 
of too many stories being told about the memorials) is the 
impossibility and necessity of monumentalizing the past: 
and this unstable process, the novel demonstrates, is 
“history."
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P o e tr y  by Joe A mato
iM p R E S S iO N S  o f A M AN d l lE A M iN Q  iN N E W
YoRk C i T y  in 1946
Inexorable tide of blonde and brunette 
bombshells washing up against the beaches 
of Normandy...
the fresh smell of washing 
hanging on lines
the sounds of Dorsey in the background
and a lost button with the woyds "MOYDER DEM YANKS"
blowing down an alley
on a soundstage
in a backlot
in Hollywood
where a starlet once fucked Errol Flynn 
claimi ng later to have seduced him 
with a twig of fresh basil 
and th e promise of immortality 
off-screen
blossoming before our eyes 
and ears
the cause, the great cause 
causing the War. the World War 
strutting forth 
up. up...
and the odor of garlic and the streets
mixing with the rugged appeal of shoeshine boxes
and cheap dailies
and shouts o f grimy kids
looking like Huntz Hall and Leo Gorcey
playing stickball
swearng like troupers
and the troopers themselves smiling
flashing their swastika-tattooed asses
at giggling French girls
and cursing in German
the houses in Germany
are cleaner
like the people
the people
the Japanese of Pearl Harbor 
patriotic and uncompromising
patriotism slicing and raping its way through Nanking
and concentration camps
in Poland and California
and II Duce hanging by his balls
recalling Cooper's farewell to Bergman
in translation, naturally
with food rations and sacrifice
deeply focused
and its meaning
all meaning
mean ing only
one tiling...
Yes, this is the dream of a man 
a man dreaming 
our impressions 
concrete and instinctive 
riddled with information...
and the sheer glamor of a lit cigarette
smoke drifting up and out
into this dream
of a man, of an audience
doesn't give a shit about Stalin
Churchill or de Gaulle
believe Hitler is Satan 
FDR God
Mussolini and Hirohito sinister and incomprehensible 
supporting actors
Bogey and Bergman, again, the way things are
believe in a world peopled
by baseball-capped men
women in silk stockings, starry-eyed
children with no cavities
all mostly white
all mostly middle class
and all-American, anticipating
the coming of a new and improved, enriched
and unilateral commitment
a people
nurtured on the idea that
*a good cast is worth repeating*...
So a final and impenetrable gaze
eye panning, vertically
at those mushrooming possibilities
of American know-how, German
and Japanese
engineering, migrating
labor, cheap capital cheap
enterprise cheap oil all
commercially-interrupted
by our sponsor
with Edward R. Murrow's voice 
narrating our feelings 
as they proceed
from the projection booth behind 
with the sound of popcorn crunching 
away at the future
Joe Amato. English Department, Illinois Institute ojTech­
nology. Chicago, IL 60616. A collection o f  Joe's poetry 
titled Symptoms o f a Finer Age will be published by 
Burning Cities Press (Woodbridge, CT).
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P o e tr y  by S teven  DupLij
R A d lA T iO N
My air—
Is the blinding flow of radiation.
I gnaw it—
And my life is wiped by X-rays.
No!
1 don't want to decay to atoms!
Do I go that way?—
We are blamelessly squeezed.
The quiet and calm:
“What's the matter, don’t be afraid..."
By what do you measure every tiling?
You cannot get round
The childish prattle
And trembling essence
By the faith in the degrees of lie.
So who is responsible?
HAlf-
Half-truth and half-conscience. 
Half-argument and half-life.
Half-world?—Is not a worthy Destiny. 
Half-memory?—Begone!—I forgot.
Like the purge of souls,
"Half-” melts the circle of meaning.
With a half-reproach a half-foe 
is lying that he is a half-friend.
The sale with half-feelings.
Food is half-finished.
Half-husband, half-brother.
Half-full with half-love.
Half-power is half-freedom.
All are ashamed and make no complaint.
Rejoicing, half-caring
We're half-asleep—backwards again?
D a w n
The dawn
Has stained my meaning 
with napalm.
Oh! No!
Do not betray 
The steel of dreams—
Oh! Yes!
1 am alive with the full moon.
The distance of essence
Is shining
With the salvation
Of a rush to Nothingness—
The morgue
of the pious
and guiltless
Striving.
The delight of the dream 
Of loneliness—
The wheezing moan 
of the exhaustion 
Of evil—
To Sorrow,
To the naivete of Time,
To endlessness 
And nonsense.
The inviolable 
Soul's outcast—
The dawn.
Kali Tal received, in November o f  1992, an unsolicited 
package o f poems in English and Russian from  Steven 
Duplij, Theoretical Physics, Nuclear Physics Laboratory, 
Kharkov State University. Kharkov-77, 310077. Ukraine. 
Duplij is a particle physicist as well as a poet. He was bom 
in 1954.
2 2 0
Biq Book
S ex A c ts
Cynthia J. Fuchs. Film Studies Program. George Mason 
University, Fairfax. VA 22030.
Men look at pornography, 
but we do not see  it.
—Michael S. Kimmel, "Guilty Pleasures"
If she does not ravel and unravel his 
universe, she will then remain silent, 
looking at him looking at her.
—Trinh T. Minh-ha, W om an. Native. O ther
At the beginning of Bimbo: Hot Blood, the First Time
(1987), Jane (played by Barbie Dahl, and the “Bimbo" of 
the film's title) sits in her bland, blond-wood-cabineted 
kitchen with her husband’s best friend Bob (Rob Retta). 
Together they read a newspaper account of Congress' 
inaction regarding Vietnam War POWs. Bob looks frus­
trated and frankly inert, But Jane is outraged that her 
husband Tim is “rotting away over there in that prison 
camp" while the US government continues to do nothing. 
She declares. "I'd like to fly other there and show them 
Commie bastards what a real woman could do. Dammit! 
I'd do anything to save my husband." Suddenly ani­
mated, Bob asks, “Anything?"
This brief introduction leads to one of heterosexual 
pornography's primary requisite sequences: the blowjob. 
The scene's predictable visual and psychosexual dynam­
ics suggest Bob's dominance. That is. he stands over her 
thrusting and she moans with pleasure. But his contin­
ued dispassion and Jane’s relentless energy also parody 
narratives of white male potency. Unlike, say. Rambo: 
First Blood, Part 2, this movie's men are passive, 
waiting to be aroused by aggressive women. If Dahl's body 
is less muscled than Stallone's, it functions equally as an 
emblem of resolute character and spectacular nerve. 
When Jane arrives in “Southeast Asia" (indicated by a 
minimum of artificial indoor foliage), she wears a boonie 
hat. the briefest of red bikini tops, white fishnet stock­
ings, shiny blue short shorts, and high heels. Simulta­
neously ridiculous and resolute, she raises her rifle and 
cries. “I'm coming!"
Suspended somewhere between the cartoon images 
of Wonder Woman and Rambo, Jane's narrative of "com­
ing" will remain unresolved. Mocking twin mythologies— 
a hyper-phallic imperialism and an always-imminent 
female rapture—this self-described “real woman" offers 
ironic exception to this otherwise linear and emphatically 
ejaculatory fiction. It is precisely the question of her "real­
ness" that confuses the issue of “coming." Linda Williams 
argues that the definition of what’s "real" drives hard­
core pornography. Porn's narrative, she suggests, is 
structured as a pursuit of the involuntary and authentic 
“confession" of sex. an “involuntary bodily response" in 
performer and viewer: in this narrative, power is orga­
nized around visible experiences, those which can be 
readily observed by the audience. If ejaculation is the 
"countable entity” that signals real and empowering
experience, female orgasm is always represented (Will­
iams 182). In other words, it is always potentially faked.
The troubled relation between representation and 
the real inform the filmic subgenre I am calling "Vietnam 
War porn.” Where non-porn Vietnam narratives main­
tain the War’s obscene authenticity through its 
unrepresentability (exemplified in the traditional privi­
leging of veterans' experiences over non-vets' assess­
ments). Vietnam pom simultaneously closes and exacer­
bates the gap between image and visceral experience. It 
constructs continuums—of pain and pleasure, spectacle 
and spectator, expression and performance—through 
repeatable acts. These continuums are both normative 
and subversive, effecting what Judith Butler calls a 
"disciplinary production of gender" while (occasionally) 
implicating heterosexist and racist structures that define 
the War (Butler 133). This paper will consider the shifting 
meanings of racial, gendered, and sexual acts in the 
following texts: the straight videos. Bimbo, Bimbo Part 
2: The Homecoming (1984). and The Legend o f Lady 
Blue (1987): a hetero-s/m film. China de Sade (1987): 
and a gay film. The Platoon: More than a Company of 
Men (1988).
Some generalizations may help to contextualize the 
use of the Vietnam War in porn movies. In heterosexual 
films, women exist in order to arouse and then accommo­
date male desire. Aside from “picaresque sex" movies (like 
Ramb-ohh: The Force is in You (19861 and Good 
Morning Saigon 119881, which feature minimal narra­
tives that are quite divorced from the pretty-people sex 
scenes), most of these films separate romance and lust. 
(In China and Silk [1984] for instance, a studly under­
cover agent has sex with a lascivious drug addict and 
then “makes love"—at a slower pace and accompanied by 
more sensuous music—to his beautiful undercover part­
ner.)
In Bimbo and Bimbo: Part 2, racial difference 
destabilizes some of these pornographic conventions. In 
these films “fucking" serves as a conspicuous metaphor 
for the War, producing a familiar collapse of sex and 
violence where white male transcendence and self-re­
demption are established over bodies that are feminized. 
Asian, duplicitous, and penetrated. Both videos estab­
lish troubling differences and continuums between white 
and Asian women. Despite her striking introduction 
(described above), the heroine Jane appears only briefly 
in the first movie, overwhelmed by the far more compel­
ling persona of Madame Chang, the bisexual dominatrix 
o f the POW camp where Jane’s husband is being held. 
The women compete over the passive object Tim: where 
Jane is engaged in a somewhat romanticized (and surely 
parodied) search for her man. Chang simply seeks excep­
tional sex. If this is a common plot device in classic porn 
movies like Deep Throat (1975) and Insatiable (1980). 
Madame Chang’s specific quest is shaped by US main­
stream racism: that she forces her prisoners to service 
her sexual needs makes her explicitly sinister, deceptive, 
and self-interested (but also exotic). Furthermore. Chang's 
occasional lesbianism secures her pathological deviance. 
While Jane is arguably pure in motive and orientation, 
Chang is indisputably corrupt.
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But the point is less this cartoonish moral outline 
them the irony with which the film brandishes it. The 
Vietnam War is here refought not with large weapons 
(Rambo-style) but as a “fucking" contest between Tim 
and Chang: their light for control becomes a struggle not 
to display involuntary (or "real") pleasure. Close-ups of 
his face during fellatio reveal that he is sweating pro­
fusely, a victim of Chang and the jungle heat, not nearly 
so stoic as most male porn actors (see, by contrast, the 
more stolid Bob). Moreover, an unusual equity occurs in 
the post-synchronized soundtrack. That Tim and Chang 
make comparable amounts of sex “noise" suggests their 
commensurate power positions. Typically (like Jane), 
women in porn movies make more noise than men since, 
as Williams notes, men have access to a more assertive, 
visible means of "truthful" and spontaneous self-display 
(Harry Reems' [Deep Throat, China and Silk] grimaces 
and groans are exceptions to this standard) (Williams 
126).
In Bimbo, Tim's noisiness indicates a clear loss of 
control, despite his declaration to Chang that he will 
"fuck the shit out ofyou." His disempowermenl continues 
when he asks that Chang honor her promise to "let him 
escape" if he satisfied her. Her sneering response—"So I 
lied"—suggests that indeed her moaning was genuine 
(certainly a suspect conclusion in this context. Worse, 
she is answered not by Tim but by Jane, who suddenly 
appears to bop her on the head with a rifle. Yet the 
anticipated rivalry between the women never develops: 
instead, they return to tire States, where Chang, wearing 
only a maid's apron, serves cocktails at the climactic 
“Welcome Home” sex orgy.
Chang's final wink at the camera grants her a 
singular connection with tire audience. The film trans­
forms her racialized threat into popular commodity by 
recuperating her difference: she's domesticated (serving 
drinks) and foreign. In this context, consider that the 
%adeo box features no image of “Bimbo” at all. but Chang 
in a military camouflage shirt (no trousers), with her 
weapon raised as if erect from her crotch. Appealing to 
familiar sexist and racist stereotypes—the Asian exotic, 
the despotic sadist, the dressed-in-drag seductress—the 
image is also domesticated by the caption which reads, 
“Linda Chu—Oriental Cheerleader." Chang remains a 
disturbing specter, not quite constrained (and not quite 
Vietnamese either), but clearly taking pleasure in the 
perversity of her new position.
This process of recuperating difference is repeated in 
the sequel, which this time displaces the prominence of 
the white couple at the start. It opens with a scene in 
which voluptuous "native girl" Angel (Karina Kalami) 
performs fellatio on Sergeant York (a likely allusion to 
John Wayne's Kirby York) so that he will take her back to 
the States. If, as Susan Jeffords argues, Rambo's highly 
spectacularized body restores and symbolizes U.S. mas­
culine and technological potency, the aggressive but also 
acquiescent Asian female bodies in Bimbo and Part 2 
support the flipside of white masculine supremacy 
(Jeffords 14). Here the once invisible and invincible 
"enemy" (familiar from many other popular Vietnam War 
representations) wants only to service her superior.
Or so it seems. York, unhappily married to the 
“frigid" Miriam (she reads magazines as he performs 
acrobatic sex on top of her), convinces her that they 
should adopt Angel as a daughter (as he imagines she will 
continue to service him at home). Though the Yorks worry 
about Angel's social skills in high school (and perhaps 
they should, because Kalami looks well over high school 
age), tire girl proceeds to "make friends" by inviting them 
up to her bedroom for cash, under the guise o f raising 
money for "starving orphans.” This demonstration of a 
remarkable entrepreneurial expertise reaffirms US ideol­
ogy regarding race—Asians are prostitutes by nature. Yet 
York's own self-interested deception has backfired: Angel 
is no longer “his alone." Angel’s duplicity leads to York’s 
revelatory outburst: “I brought you back from Vietnam 
for me... Remember, this is GI Joe. You can take me out 
of the jungle but you can't take the jungle out of me!"
In collapsing pop-military identity onto a strangely 
atavistic sexual prowess, York’s historically-circumscribed 
self-image focuses the film's problem with representation 
and authenticity. The teenage sperm that spews over 
various eager faces in Angel’s room undermines York's 
more mature masculine authority (which is only avail­
able for gauging only when he ejaculates at film’s end 
during a session with Angel and Miriam together).
More specifically, the problem of representation lies 
with Angel. As the theme song puts it. this “pint-sized 
genuine geisha girl tart... blew her daddy ‘till he flew her 
home." Of course, she is not a “genuine" anything, 
certainly neither "pint-sized” nor a "geisha girl.” While 
allusions to incest are no doubt intended to intensify 
viewers' voyeuristic expectations. Angel is obviously not 
Kirby's "daughter." Her continuing prostitution stateside 
underlines the elaborate artifice of such sexual role- 
playing. That her expertise brings Miriam around surely 
satisfies someone's fantasy that all this bored, unhappy, 
suburban woman needs is a "good lay." something that 
her husband was significantly unable to provide until 
Angel, the most adept and duplicitous performer, comes 
on the scene.
The Legend o f Lady Blue also codes authenticity 
and performance according to race. In 1970, Casey is a 
Marine in Vietnam, accompanied and often counselled by 
his black buddy, Shelby. While Lhe men are in country 
(actually, in small indoor sets with taped gunfire piped in 
so as to signify “the war." Casey's girlfriend, an aspiring 
actor named Iris Hogg, becomes a financially successful 
but emotionally dissatisfied prostitute. The film suggests 
that it is her ambition, more than the War itself, which 
disrupts their romance. Casey comes home from Viet­
nam to become a doctor (which accommodates a favorite 
porn convention of ravenous nurses, who must seduce 
another doctor when Casey's loyalty to Iris proves infi­
nitely stubborn). The damage caused by Iris' career is 
made particularly clear when she becomes the mistress 
of a lesbian agent/pimp (again, lesbianism being a titil­
lating image but a sign of absolute perversion in the world 
of straight porn). Desolate upon discovering Iris’ voca­
tion, Casey takes up heroin and cabdriving.
If the white characters are trapped in self-defeating 
cycles of unfulfilled romance, the film offers another.
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specifically m oralized possibility  in its  subp lo t, the  re la ­
tionsh ip  betw een Shelby a n d  V ietnam ese p ro stitu te  Mai- 
Ling. R endered m u te  by a “Cong” sh rap n e l w ound, the 
gentle  M ai-Ling is rescued  by Shelby w hen Casey ab u ses  
h e r  one n igh t a fte r receiving a “Dear J o h n ” le tte r from Iris. 
Mai-Ling em bodies a n  a lternative  “tru th ” to th e  m ore 
p rosaic  e jacu la te : h e r  neck  bandage sp eak s  to a n  o b scen ­
ity th a t  is visible only in th is  way. (O therwise, it is only 
barely  au d ib le  a s  d is ta n t gunfire.) The sex scene involv­
ing Mai-Ling is divided in to  two parts : C asey’s  ab u se  and  
Shelby’s  gentle  rom ance. Between these  two scenes is an 
in te rcu t g roup  sex scen e  tak ing  place in the next room  of 
the  Saigon w horehouse. A group of rowdy, naked , and  
m ostly  African A m erican GIs m as tu rb a te  while w atching 
the  seq u en tia l perfo rm ances of a  w hite w om an called the 
E m press (whose red h a ir  a lludes to  th e  evil M adam e who 
will seduce  Iris).
Mai a n d  Shelby m arry  and  re tu rn  to th e  US to seek 
m edical tre a tm e n t for h e r m u teness. This alliance of two 
trad itionally  d isem pow ered and  nonw hite “o th e rs .” an d  
m ore specifically, of two obvious victim s of the  W ar, 
in itia te s  Iris’ decision to leave the  M adam e. Mai and  
Shelby ru n  in to  h e r  a t  a  chic Los Angeles cafe. Mai’s 
silence is finally b roken  w hen she sp e ak s  for th e  first tim e 
upon  m eeting  Iris: sh e  calls her “C asey’s  girl." Suddenly  
rem inded  of th e  perfect fu tu re  sh e  h a s  abandoned . Iris 
re tu rn s  to h e r  own tab le  w here Gloria, the in sa tiab le  
lesb ian  M adam e, puffs furiously (and phallicly) on her 
c igarette . G loria scoffs. “M iss Hogg, you would ra th e r  
wallow w ith  C h inks a n d  Negroes th a n  dine with the 
beau tifu l people.” T his overt racism  convinces Iris to 
m ake h e r  b rea k  from the  im m oral life Gloria rep resen ts: 
sh e  s lap s  h e r  em ployer a n d  w alks offscreen and  into the 
final sequence  w here sh e  a n d  C asey reunite .
The th ree  p ro s titu te s—Mai-Ling, Iris, a n d  the  Em ­
p ress—s tru c tu re  sexual perform ance a s  a problem  for 
view ers w ith in  a n d  ex te rnal to the  text. W hen a t work, 
th e ir  p lea su re  is overtly faked, com pared  to their m ale 
p a rtn e rs ' “con fessions.” The E m press, disallow ed even 
th e  single line M ai-Ling speaks, rem ain s  a  s ta n d a rd  
pornograph ic  "object of knowledge," passive an d  rem ote, 
w hat Iris w ould have been. Mai-Ling’s m ystery, on the 
o th er h a n d , is b ased  no t in h e r sexuality  b u t in her 
silence, h e r v ictim ization by the u n seen  "Cong." And on 
the other o th er h an d . Iris, for all h e r  care less am bition , is 
a lso  victim ized, a n d  by a n  even m ore pathologized ag­
gressor. W hat we see of h e r seduction  by Gloria locates 
her victim hood in passive (and horrified) specta ting . She 
w a tches  Gloria m a s tu rb a te , approx im ating  w hat seem s 
the  d isem pow ered  position of th e  film’s  aud ience , yet 
offering a n o th e r  viewing position: w atch ing  h e r squ irm  
a s  sh e  w atches. Unlike m ost pom  m ovies. Lady Blue  
fea tu res  few h ard -co re  sex  scenes, and  these  are  com ­
pared  w ith in  th e  na rra tiv e  to tender, a lm ost sen su a l 
“love" scen es  (betw een Shelby and  Mai-Ling. for exam ple, 
w here there  is no  “m oney shot"). As a social, econom ic, 
an d  m oral b a ttleg ro u n d , p ro stitu tion  in th is  movie exem ­
plifies the  w orkings of power in sexual rela tionsh ips.
According to the  “legend” which organizes th is  movie, 
the  c o rru p t b u t w ell-in tentioned w om an’s redem ption is 
only possib le w hen  sh e  su b m its  to the  A m erican soldier’s
exceptional good will: inadvertently , C asey gives a  fur- 
coated Iris a  cab  ride to a  trick ’s  large m ansion . M inutes 
after he  lets h e r off. he  follows her in to  th e  h o u se  and  
confron ts h e r enJlagrante. After he s to rm s ou t. Iris ru n s  
after him : they em brace  in a  long shot, h e r sinful days a s  
a  p ro stitu te  now behind  her.
The question  of m ultip le aud iences  (and victim s) is 
taken  up  again  in China de Sade, a n  explicit parody of 
Coppola’s  Apocalypse Now  (1979) w hich reim agines 
Colonel K urtz’s  violent excess as a  Colonel Krieg’s 
voyeuristic s /m . The film opens w ith a n  a rty  sex scene 
betw een Lt. W are an d  Ming Lee (ano ther V ietnam ese 
p rostitu te), se t "Som ew here in S o u th e as t Asia. 1968.” 
W ith "primitive" d ru m s on the  so u n d track . Ming Lee lies 
on a  bed a s  sh e  ho lds a  sn a k e  over h e r  face; a  blond 
w om an w ith su n g la sses  an d  a rifle then  forces W are to 
s trad d le  Ming so th a t  sh e  can  perform  fellatio on  him . (It’s 
difficult no t to notice the  recu rrence  of th is  scene  a s  an  
opening gam bit in V ietnam  W ar porn, a llud ing  a s  it does 
to specific power positions.) Here the b lond w om an jo in s  
the  couple a s  the d ru m b ea t becom es m ore frenzied. 
Sexual fascism  is figured a s  phallic aggression: ju s t  a s  
the blond w om an pu lls  a  knife from h e r w a is tb a n d . we see 
W are’s  face a s  he a p p e a rs  to climax, h is  p leasu re  regis­
tered in a  typically “fem inine” shot, a s  opposed to the 
m ore fam iliar sign of m asculin ity , the  “m oney shot."
Ironically. W are is su p p lan ted  fu rth e r  a s  cen te r of 
au th o rity  w hen he begins to n a rra te . The scene  sh ifts to 
“San Francisco, the  P resen t,” a n d  h is  voice-over recalls 
C ap ta in  W illard’s alw ays-im m inent passivity: “How well 
I rem em ber the  day it all s ta rted , b righ t a n d  sunny , 
sa ilboa ts  on the bay, b ik in is on the beaches. C ertainly 
no t a  day you ’d call n igh tm arish . C ertain ly  no t a  day 
you’d expect a  ho rro r to begin." W hat W are describes is 
Krieg’s  story. And the  film begins again , w ith Krieg, who 
is  In troduced while w atch ing  h is neighbors have sex on 
their gazebo (his obsession  w ith w atch ing  suggests  h is 
own perversity  a n d  im potence). They decide to give him  
“a  show" (after noticing h is  telescope in the  d istance). As 
they perform , Krieg’s  voice-over u n d erm in es  the ir sm ug  
exhibitionism : “It’s  alw ays b est w hen they know  they’re 
being w atched."
The in te rcu ttin g  of th is sex  scene w ith W are’s  re ­
c ru itm en t scene  m akes bo th  the  couple an d  the  L ieuten­
a n t ap p e a r  to be v ictim s of d ish o n est pow er-brokers. Two 
m en in a sm all room review W are’s  record  of w artim e 
a ssa ss in a tio n s  (which, like Coppola's W illard, he  refuses 
to acknowledge) an d  a sk  him  to te rm in a te  Krieg and  
rescue  h is  sexual p risoners. The movie a lso  reveals a 
d a rk  hum or: ju s t  a s  the  m en say. Krieg "sta rted  doing 
w hat can n ib a ls  do.... It seem s he h ad  a  n a s ty  h a b it of 
sh rink ing  h ead s  a n d  leaving them  a ro u n d  on poles." the 
couple clim axes, su c h  th a t  the  e jacu late  a n d  sh rink ing  
pen is can  seen  from below th rough  a  g lass  floor.
It shou ld  com e as  no su rp rise  th a t  Ming Lee is one 
of Krieg’s  p risoners. Her p u n ish m en t inc ludes  being 
forced to seduce  the  now k idnapped  w om an neighbor, 
using  a  frankly ex trao rd inary  dildo hang ing  from a  g- 
s trin g  (the dildo looks well over th ree  feet long). Her 
display  of “Asian" dom inance  over the  w hite w om an 
reinforces a n d  rid icu les rac is t stereo types: they all p e r­
form for Krieg, a fter all.
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This scene also looks forward to Ihe following one, 
when Ware infiltrates Krieg’s house. Inside, he is appar­
ently knocked out by Max, Krieg's Black Pantheresque 
flunkey (he has a big 'fro. a big gun, and wears a black 
beret). However, Ware wakes in time to see Max's fero­
cious rape of Krieg's wifty blond daughter Laura. After 
several minutes of this ugly scene (with Max yelling. T il 
show you what pain is!"), it becomes clear when Laura 
laughs that it’s all a show for Ware’s benefit (clearly 
aligning him with Krieg). Afterwards, as Max drags Ware's 
limp body away, Ware dryly observes in voice-over, “I was 
beginning to realize that there was a lot more going on 
here than I'd imagined. I figured the best thing to do now 
was to play dead."
Once revived, the still-passive Ware suffers through 
sex in bamboo cages, sex under physical beatings, and 
sex in a variety of positions approximating "pain." Briefly 
troubled, he observes, “I knew that I loved Ming Lee. but 
why did it thrill me when they hurt her?” The film does not 
explore this question, but seems to offer it as a way to 
induce potential viewer anxiety over similar reactions. 
When Krieg shoots Ming Lee, an enraged Ware escapes 
and kills everyone, reborn a vicious sadist. Krieg’s dying 
words (mimicking Kurtz's famous “the horror, the hor­
ror") are “the pleasure, the pain. The pleasure, the pain..." 
When Ware returns to headquarters, he learns that the 
episode has been a performance for which he has been 
the duped and seduced audience. Now initiated, he is 
invited to join the happy sadomasochistic group.
Ware's naive spectatorship and induction hardly 
suggest that his voyeurism connotes power: rather, he 
appears to be victimized by a company that conflates sex 
and violence and then asserts that it has not done so by 
pulling back from its premise: making the s/m a test for 
him makes it "unreal." a performance of pain a n d  plea­
sure. It becomes impossible to ascertain Lhe authenticity 
of either. If ejaculation is supposed to signal a confession 
of pleasure and enact power, how is a reaction to pain also 
a measure of bodily response, and how is it related to 
power positioning? Foucault writes that pornography is 
a machinery of power which delimits and constrains 
bodies and their pleasures (Foucault 12). In s/m these 
limitations are often coded as pain. Ware—as audience to 
his own pain and humiliation—remains ungrounded at 
film's end, walking offscreen after the group, but never 
articulating his answer to their invitation.
The paradox of s/m is exactly this: in the name of 
“sexual freedom." the viewer becomes a victim a n d  em­
blem of representation. As Richard B. Miller notes, vio­
lent pornography eliminates discursive differences 
through overwhelming repetition and routine (Miller 
150). As China de Sade collapses differences between 
sex and death, victim and viewer, and performance and 
real (even within the narrative proper), it destabilizes its 
external viewers' positions as well.
The Platoon also disrupts normative gender and 
sex distinctions. Specifically, the gay sex in the film 
displaces gender as the differentiating factor between 
performing subjects and objects. But the film also repre­
sents a series of white male bodies that all look alike, 
sequential sex scenes that all look alike, and bits of
combat footage that all look alike (with emphasis on 
discharging weapons). At the same time, it destabilizes 
distinctions between reality and illusion by intercutting 
this footage with almost comically staged sex scenes, all 
under a male narrator's deadpan voice-over. Its hyper­
bolic construcUon on the "brotherhood" instigated by 
combat suggests an ironic attitude toward both hardcore 
male discipline and hardcore sex.
The film's curious politics emerge in its opening 
crawl, which blurs boundaries between fact and fiction at 
tine same time that it avers a right wing stance and a gay 
focus:
The characters in this film, as well as the war itself, are
purely and decidedly hypothetical... Heroes all. this
film salutes our champion military forces, our own
freedom fighters...
Next we see a sexual encounter between two men. not in 
Vietnam, but in a room where a television displays battle 
footage mediated and finally overcome by static, accom­
panied by the same voice-over describing a fantasy of two 
“brothers” having sex. Because it is unclear if this is the 
scene we watch, the film immediately sets up a disjunc­
tion between perception and representation. The rest of 
the film continues to problematize the relation between 
memory and experience (the real War which is denied by 
the crawl) by underlining the narrative’s pretense: we see 
men wounded in the footage (“It was serious shit, real 
serious") and covered with obviously fake (not so serious) 
blood. Then we see men strip down for sex in the 
dangerous "jungle" which is obviously an indoor set. far 
from die battle footage.
Throughout, the film approximates this odd division 
of performative space, where sex is at once real and 
unreal, staged for no apparent audience but introduced 
as if it were, the images transformed by repetitive, 
monotonic narration. This speaker rewrites the outcome 
of the War itself: "I made it back before the final barrage. 
We really tore up that country. But we won that battle. We 
won that war." Subjectivity in this context becomes a 
specific type of performance, where viewers and actors 
are joined through the narrator's "we." Whatever war 
"we've” won. it is not Vietnam.
For the narrator, the point of this subjective position 
is ejaculation, not emotion or insight (all Lhe men are 
terrible actors). Unlike most straight pom, which recov­
ers the woman's unrepresentable pleasure in her expres­
sion (her believable act), in the gay film, ejaculation is 
repeatedly the sign of “real" pleasure (an act which is no 
act; it confesses the "truth" of sexual pleasure without 
mediation). If. as Williams writes, hardcore het porn is a 
“speculation that begins... from a phallic perspective” 
and then contemplates the possibility of other (female) 
sexuality, the desire for knowledge expressed in gay porn 
is an ostensible affirmation of that phallic origin, a return 
to what is visibly the same (Williams 279).
Richard Dyer writes that gay porn films are “politi­
cally important” in the several ways that they by defini­
tion renegotiate masculinity. “Like male homosexuality 
itself." he writes, “gay porn is always in this very ambigu­
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ous relationship to male powerand privilege, neither fully 
within it nor fully outside of it" (Dyer 129). He does 
suggest, though, that gay porn can also work to reinscribe 
simplistic gender roles (where submissive equals femi­
nine and dominant equals masculine). He argues that in 
order to resist such stereotyping, gay porn must enlist 
humor, irony, complexity, and self-conscious “elabora­
tions" of narrative expectations (Dyer 130). The Platoon 
challenges the cultural construction of masculinity per 
se. in its insistence on a variety of wartime "bonding" 
experiences as well as in its suggestion that men might 
imagine themselves in a variety of sexual and power 
positions.
This multiplicity is further demonstrated in The 
Platoon's excessive melodrama, the dire situations which 
are simultaneously ignored (during those ludicrous en­
counters in the stageset "bush") and used to establish the 
constant emotional need for companionship. Conven­
tional power relationships are inverted, as the officers 
who command their men to engage in sex are portrayed 
by the narrator as benevolent suppliers of compassion 
and physical contact. Aimed as it is at an audience of gay 
men (who are not often directly addressed by other war 
films). The Platoon creates a subjective viewpoint that 
seems at odds with the macho war footage it includes and 
the military ethos described in its opening paragraphs.
This resistance arises in part through the assump­
tion of military "drag." where masculinity is performed as 
a kind of campy excess. For, of course, the performative 
problem that essentially structures The Platoon is not 
immediately evident in its string of sex scenes. The 
crucial performance that the crawl implies is that of 
"passing" for straight in the military. Acting straight 
means acting in a culturally conditioned, identiflably 
masculine—dominant, aggressive—way. In The Platoon, 
illicit sex acts demonstrate an alternative masculinity. 
Such illicitness is provides a simultaneously conven­
tional and transgressive pornographic thrill. The men in 
this platoon must beware enemies from all sides.
The potentially homophobic audience within the 
fictional world of The Platoon recontextualizes the prob­
lem of pornographic spectatorship. in all of these films, 
the question of imagined, expected, and/or addressed 
audiences remains a profoundly vexed one. For while 
they would accommodate viewers of both genders, and in 
the case of The Platoon, gay men, the films also suggest 
that gender and sexual orientation are at best (or worst) 
transient, indeterminate definitions for viewing positions 
(men and women have more strategic options than only 
“identifying with" the characters most “like" themselves 
in gender, sexuality, class, or race). The multiple shifts 
enacted by these films—between subject and object, 
reality and artifice, violence and sex. sexual prostitution 
and military service—disturb traditional boundaries of 
knowing and seeing (and their equation in porn films). 
The textual circulation of multicultural differences (gay 
and straight, or black, white, and Asian) dislocates the 
notion of a unified viewing subject.
The end of pornography. Williams writes, is "the 
representation of sexual acts, tire deployment of power 
and pleasure" (Williams 177). Structuring subjectivity
around these increasingly indistinct sites and activities, 
Vietnam pom films organize viewer responses to both 
visceral mid unrepresentable experiences of gender, sexu­
ality, race, and violence. However unintentionally, the 
films chart a crisis of representation by revising sexual 
performance in the context of obscene war. In so doing, 
they reveal the increasing inefficacy of traditional power 
relationships and conventions of realism, in the continu­
ing process of representation called "Vietnam."
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Meat D reams
A POEM of t Ne VIETNAM WAR
Robert Borden, PO Box 599, Jemez Springs. NM 87025.
1949
1949 was a good year 
fo r  meat:
Marilyn Monroe 
posed naked on 
blood-colored velvet 
fo r  calendar photos.
men were returning 
in boxes from  Korea,
ground beef was selling 
for 49 cents a pound,
and this poet 
was in the womb, 
dreaming
o f his own bloody birth
1969 was a good year 
fo r  meat:
Jim Morrison
was exposing himself
in concert,
ground beef was selling 
fo r 59 cents a pound.
men were returning 
in plastic bags 
from  Vietnam,
and this poet 
was in that war. 
dreaming
o f his own bloody death
1969
1. QUESTION
In Chicago
at the recruiting station 
the sergeant said 
to answer the question 
about our communist activities
One young man 
filling out the form asked 
if such a question 
didn't infringe on his 
First Amendment rights
Two marine sergeants 
pulled him from his chair 
and threw him against 
a wall,
knocking his glasses 
off
They dragged him downstairs 
and questioned him 
all day long
2 2 6
Biq Book
2. PLATOON COMMANDER
It was the birthday 
of the US Marine Corps 
in boot camp
8pm/the platoon commander
calls us together
with unusual solemnity
Each and every one of you 
has my respect, he said, 
for joining an organization 
in which you might 
die
die
die
It was the one thing he said 
that I still remember
The platoon commander 
was a hero of the Vietnam War 
with a foot full of plastic bones 
where he was machine-gunned, 
a purple heart 
and a bronze star
Four months later
he was in the newspapers
again,
the first body
of nine expert swimmers
from Quantico, Virginia,
Marine Officer Training School, 
dragged from the Potomac, 
blue and cold 
like the river itself
The recording never made 
of his boot camp speech 
plays back 
on nights
when I'm not standing guard
5. CAMP PENDLETON
A white rabbit 
ripped open 
in demonstration
white fur 
peeled back over 
moist, pulsing 
meat
still breathing through 
skin-stripped nostrils
shrill rabbit screams 
of instant
insanity
at this,
the ultimate nakedness
The troops laughed 
when the sergeant 
threw the organs at them, 
and a man danced 
with one inside-out 
soft shoe
4. SHOT
Rain and daybreak 
in Okinawa
I met one marine 
with a bleeding chest 
who said he was going back 
into combat
They gave me a shot in the ass 
and 1 passed out,
cold
Inside a building 
sergeants passed out
orders
to men who wore 
the smell of death 
like cologne
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5. FLIGHT
Good morning 
we hope you have enjoyed 
Flight 327 
on the proud bird 
with the golden tail, 
and hope you will be 
flying again with us soon.
It is 10:35am in Da Nang 
and the current temperature 
is one hundred and eight degrees
6. GREETINGS
Each morning at six. 
radios started with 
"Gooooooooooooood morning. 
Vietnam.1"
a cheery, insane greeting 
to a day
some would not live through,
a curious blend 
of comedy and horror, 
like a fighter bomber 
with a smile painted on it
7. WAITING
In the hold of a ship
just before dawn
the men sit in stunned silence
waiting for
The Word
Out on the beach 
we can hear faint rifle fire 
and see smoke rising 
in blue-gray bursts
but it is quiet
on the ship 
too much like a movie 
in its twentieth rerun 
overacted, too dramatic
How can 1 believe
there’s real death
on that beach
when I know a commercial
is imminent?
Who's sponsoring this?
Let's have a brief message
of importance from
some local dealer,
let me hear someone say
that Coke is the real thing,
let me hear four out of five doctors
recommend something
for pain relief.
8. SIGHT
I am sitting
on the edge of a trench 
eating a cactus plant, 
unable to stomach 
another can of unheated 
ham and eggs.
chopped
I hear a quick rush of air 
from behind,
like the sound of inhaling 
through clenched teeth 
followed by the crack 
of the bullet, and feel 
the shock waves 
against my ear
If you hear it. 
it missed you.
they say
but I can feel years later
the assassin's eyes in the jungle
on the back of my neck
that stranger with eyes
like clear ice,
watching me eat cactus
through his rifle sight
I write in my notebook:
Days left in Vietnam: 334
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9. DA NANG
The city of Da Nang 
h a s  brick  sidew alks 
and  streetligh ts th a t sh ine 
off the  ha rb o r
and  there a re  houses, 
m ade of cardboard  and  wire, 
and  there a re  children 
in the  s tree ts  
selling photographs 
of a  beautifu l young girl 
fucking a  dog
At m idnight
on arm ed  forces television 
a  V ietnam ese girl 
teaches th ree new w ords 
of the  language 
to the Am erican troops
10. IN THE JUNGLE
In the  jung le  a t daybreak
I am  ju s t  w aking up
to a s lither aga inst my side
A bam boo viper 
ju s t  passing  through
11. TRUCK
I s tep  o u t of a  ten t
w here I have been drinking beer
and  listening to J im  Morrison
singing
The End,
an d  tu rn  to see a  truck  
headed  up  the  road to the hill 
explode
Next m orning dawn 
lights up  seven rifles 
topped with helm ets, 
stirring  in the wind
12. SEARCH
A girl w orking in a field 
w as approached  by a patrol 
of Am erican m arines
who sho t h e r w ater buffalo 
stripped  her naked 
and  fingered
every opening of h e r body
looking for hidden w eapons 
and  thrills
15. WITH PENCIL
I sit in a b u n k e r 
covered w ith sandbags, 
safe from all danger
and  with m athem atics, 
w ith ch arts  and  m aps and  p lans, 
and  w ith radio, w ith paper 
and  w ith pencil
I kdl
Men die from my penm ansh ip
14. TYPHOON
Near the coast of V ietnam  
a  typhoon rolls in 
off the  ocean,
ten ts  flattened and  waving, 
belly on the ground 
like m an ta  rays
I s tan d  ou t in it
soaked m ore completely
than  ever in my life.
w atching ra ts  a s  big a s  d ach sh u n d s
scurry  through  the  w hipping g rass
Days left in Vietnam: 283
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15. CRAMPS
The monsoon season 
comes in autumn, 
falling rain to replace 
falling leaves
One night I sleep 
beneath a leak in a tent 
and wake up 
in a pool of cold water, 
shivering
with stomach cramps
And like a girl spread open 
for her twentieth rapist,
I watch it begin to rain
again
16. POEM
A spiral of smoke in the air 
marks the collision 
o f two helicopters
Twenty dead bodies 
burning in a rice paddy 
chopped by spinning blades
17. OFF
A moment after a fire mission 
we are notified by radio 
that an artillery shell landed 
in the center of a platoon 
of South Vietnamese soldiers 
killing 28 men
We check our guns 
and find one of them 
180 degrees
off
18. YOU NEVER KNOW
When it rains in Vietnam 
the foot-long centipedes 
go where it is dry
into boxes 
into bunkers 
into boots
You never know 
when you'll feel the bite, 
shooting you up 
with a foot’s worth 
of your last nightmare
19. CIGARETTE
I hear shots 
popping and sparking 
in the jungle.
The marine patrol comes in grinning
carrying a North Vietnamese soldier
they shot through the brain.
his head exploded
like a kernel of corn
whatever thought he had
were left in the jungle
They put a lit cigarette 
between his limp fingers and said 
“Show us your Lark packf
He didn't laugh
at their brief message of importance
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20. BIRTHDAY
Two m en were sitting
inside a  helicopter
on a quiet Sunday  m orning
w ashing the  tin ted  g lass windshield
In Illinois, my friend 
w as having a  b irthday  
an d  I w as th ink ing  of him  
w hen I heard  the  whistle 
of the rocket a t dawn
After the  explosion 
cam e deep silence 
an d  w hen I got up  from the dust.
I saw  the bu rn ing  helicopter 
w ith two ind istinc t form s 
rocking
like flam ing m onks 
in silen t pro test
21. REPRISE
Reading the  KLA list
feels like reading the phone book
so m any nam es 
of so m any strangers
un til I read  the  nam e 
of som eone I knew  in boot cam p, 
and  I gasp, choking on it. 
canno t help  hearing  th a t voice 
from u n d e r the Potom ac saying
H as my respect
for jo in ing  an  organization
in which you will die
die
die
Each and  every one of you
22. TRACERS
There’s a  ha rd  rain  falling 
on the road up  to Hill 65 
ju s t  p ast sundow n
I am  in the back  of a  troop truck
trying to b rea the
through  the sheets  of w ater,
too tired to care
abou t the  tracers
stream ing  over the  truck
in red glares
I bow my head  in the  rain 
and  try to sleep
25. TEMPLE
In the deep jungle 
the truck  passes  a  tem ple 
m ore beautifu l th an  any 
I ever rem em ber seeing, 
which I will see only once 
in my life
a s  the truck  goes by
F u rth e r up  the  m ud road 
a V ietnam ese girl 
w atches the  rain
As the  truck  lu rches p as t 
she  looks into my eyes 
for the only time 
in my life
w ithout b itte rn ess  
w ithout sym pathy 
w ithout recognition
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24. RIFLE NUMBER
"What's your rifle number?" 
the sergeant asked.
I told him:
"Seven, sixty-nine. 
double-0 seven."
"Don't fuck around," he said, 
"gimme your rifle number."
“1 just did."
He grabs the rifle 
from me and reads:
"Seven, sixty-nine, 
double-0 seven."
Days left in Vietnam: 99
25. EPITAPH
Malone, the truck driver, 
shot in the stomach 
on the day he was to go home 
died on his nineteenth birthday
26. CIVILIZATION
1 am in Da Nang 
stealing materials 
from the US Navy 1
1 step inside a building 
looking for a drink of water 
and find:
waxed tile floors 
electric clocks 
air conditioning 
water coolers 
suits and ties
Oh God. where am I?
I back out 
into the sun 
and shiver
in the 114 degree heat
27. MESS DUTY
The sergeant in charge of mess duty 
was proud that all the men 
hated him.
That was part of leadership, 
he thought
Greasy pots, 
scrubbed until midnight 
were never quite
clean enough, 
the floors, he said, 
had to be mopped again 
and again
and again
" Why doesn't somebody 
frag that bastardT
the men asked 
no one in particular
One night, still and hot, 
no one in particular 
placed a grenade beneath 
the sergeant’s pillow, 
pin out, waiting for him 
and in an hour 
the sergeant never had 
such meaty blood dreams, 
his last dreams
and at dawn could be seen 
rubbery chunks of meat 
scattered near the mess hall
and a dog 
having breakfast
28. HABIT
1 begin smoking cigarettes
In a month I'm up to 
three packs a day
plus a few I bum
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29. BLINKER
M arijuana dipped in opium  oil 
m akes Lucy in the  sky w ith 
d iam onds in one claw, 
arrow s in  the  o ther.
m ore terrifying th a n  the six 
North V ietnam ese regim ents 
they sa id  were su rro u n d in g  
the hill som ew here, ou t there
*7 don't caaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaarer
scream ing  down
with th a t  fam iliar w histle
an d  exploding
beside  a  friend of m ine
inside the  perim eter
At daw n I trudge  up
an d  find a  c ra te r
deep a s  a well
an d  find psychedelic b its
of sh a tte re d  b rain
sm eared  ac ro ss  the  b u n k e r wall
“O ne less nigger,” says a  m an. 
beginning  to laugh
an d  before th a t  laugh  com es ou t 
my rifle is locked an d  loaded 
an d  on the  firing line, a n d  I say 
“W hat w as th a t  aga in?”
He says nothing, 
am azed
becau se  I'm w hite, 
b u t no t h a lf  a s  w hite 
a s  he is
>0. WHISKEY
R&R in H onolulu, 
the  Eden of the  Pacific, they say. 
six days to forget the w ar 
an d  m yself
I got to a  n ight club  
looking for hum an ity , 
an d  they refuse m e adm ittance  
for being too young 
to d rink
I go back  to my hotel room 
w here I d rink  my own whiskey, 
alone,
un til I fall asleep
W ho's sponsoring  
th is  cruel dream , 
th is  lost child in Eden?
51. FIFTEEN MEN IN BLACK
J u s t  off Hill 55 
fifteen m en in b lack  
carrying rifles 
ru n  acro ss a  wide clearing 
tow ard a tree line
They are the enemy
I load my rifle, 
aim  in,
and  do not fire
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52. MEAT DREAMS
Days left in Vietnam: 0 
II is my twentieth birthday
I have died
died
died
I have died a thousand times 
without ever being part 
of a column total.
I have turned on a spit 
between dawn and sunset 
like a sizzling piece 
of meat,
dreaming of digestion 
in the aching hungry gut 
of America
But why the preoccupation 
with meat?
I am as dead
as the copses you tally.
the numbers ringing in my ears.
so why do you not count me
when I stand up to be?
Send me home in a plastic bag. 
put me on the proud bird 
with the golden tail.
No, I don't need a pillow, 
stewardess.
I don’t even remember quite 
what pillows are. 
so I'm sure 1 won't need one 
on this flight
Send me home wrapped in a flag, 
wrapped in a bag 
with those red, white and blue 
balloons
printed on the wrapper
And on the twist tie 
will you include a note to Mom 
explaining my speechlessness, 
or should I tell her? I
I can still lalk. which amazes me, 
but not nearly so eloquently 
as the language of 2 a m  telegrams 
that tell
in twenty-five words or less 
that their government issue 
human being is no longer 
a functional item, we regret 
which does not suit 
our present needs
Oh say can you see 
by the dawn's early light?
I have seen so much 
by the light of so many 
bleeding, lacerated dawns.
I have been soaked in so many 
storms of proud hailstones 
big as mortars.
I have thought to myself 
so many times 
that I was witnessing 
the twilight's last gleaming 
on those pockmarked hills.
I have taken so many malaria pills.
heard so many brief messages
of impotence.
been bought and sold
over the counter of dead bodies
1 am America's sacred cowboy 
riding off into the sunset 
after a job
well-done
Yippee-yi-o-KLA!
Roll out the cannons 
and we'll have a blast!
Lyndon Johnson 
so far away from 
the lodge meeting 
in Paris
From the jungle
I watch them discuss
not peace
not even war.
only the shape of tire table
collapsing
beneath the weight
of what everyone had a steak in
And then it was Richard Nixon, 
brought to us by
Peace With Honor, 
and anyone can see that POWER 
begins with P.O.W.
And now the proud bird 
with the golden tail is coming 
for to calley me home, 
dragging me back 
over the date line.
But 1 had a date,
1 had a real hot date 
with Vietnam 
currently 108 degrees 
I couldn’t break a date like that, 
the longest fuck I ever had. 
thirteen months long, 
a long and heavy 
plunging dream of meat
2 M
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How much difference can there be 
between My Lai and My Lay 
when the Pentagon is a vagina 
and the Washington monument 
a phallus?
I wonder when they do it?
When there is a chance 
for those two aching organs 
to go at it in Washington DC? 
Does everyone turn his back?
How else could they produce 
so many misshapen children, 
so many recurring 
American Dreams?
" Gooooooooooooodbye,
Vietnamf
As the jet screams away from the Asian coast 
slanting into the ocean black night,
I realize from the cramps 
that I am in labor with the new 
American Dream,
kicking its way from the blood bath, 
clawing through the blind night, 
slashing with bayonet through the wall of meat 
that contains it, 
slashing through the red tape,
through the copies in triplicate, 
through the jungle, 
slashing through the presidency, 
slashing its way out of the womb-like shelter 
of America's dying dream
America,
where any boy can grow up to be Burger King 
America,
where free stallions are ground up into dog food,
America.
where the cash flow pumps its purple heart 
America,
where even the eagle is not safe from slaughter, 
that proud bird with the golden tail, 
plummeting from its blue sky perch, 
crying the death scream of America itself
And as I scream
finally
down
onto that San Francisco runway, 
one-tenth the age of America itself.
I carry with me the dust and the blood,
the fear and the loathing,
! carry with me the mincemeat carcass of my teenage self
and a plastic bag containing the remains 
of the American Dream
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f i lm  Apocalypse Now by  f o u r  years. 
B orden  is a lso a painter, a p rose  w riter 
and m ural artist. H e  is a  g ra d u a te  o f  
th e  U n iv e r s ity  o f  W is c o n s in  in  
M Uw akee a n d  cu rren ly  m anages an  
art ga lle ry  in N ew  M exico. H e  is 44.
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H is t o r y  ANd Sub jECTiv iTy : WHa t  W e 
W on't  L earn Fro m  t Ne H oLlyw ood- 
S Ty lE  V ietnaivi W ar  FiLim
Michael Selig, Mass Communication, Emerson College, 
100 Beacon St.. Boston, MA 02116.
Not too many years ago. film critics and scholars decried 
Hollywood’s avoidance of the Vietnam war. Not only did 
they perceive the absence of films about Vietnam as 
consistent with Hollywood's well-known aversion to con­
troversial subjects, they also lamented the loss of the 
mass media as a forum for understanding the history of 
US intervention in Vietnam. In recent years, Hollywood- 
style “Vietnam war films" have been produced at an 
unusual rate (with considerable public attention), and 
the issue is no longer the absence of films on the history 
of US intervention in Vietnam, but the authenticity of the 
history these films tell.1
This concern with authenticity should go beyond 
noting the obvious distortions that are commonly men­
tioned. like the geographical distortions of The Green 
Berets or the cultural distortions of The Deer Hunter. 
The questions regarding the authenticity of Hollywood's 
Vietnam war films should focus instead on two related 
issues: how the films attempt to present themselves as 
authentic, and how this authenticity is in fact a product of 
subjecting history to Hollywood's narrative conventions.
In The Political Unconscious, Frederic Jameson 
tells us, "History is what hurts, it is what refuses desire 
and sets inexorable limits to individual as well as collec­
tive praxis..."2 In an era we have so easily conceived of as 
“posl-VietnamJameson's general pronouncement about 
"history" seems especially appropriate. There are many, 
no matter what their political persuasion, who say “we 
lost the war." a consensus recognition of frustrated 
national desire. The films about US intervention in 
Vietnam are structured around this confrontation be­
tween “desire" and “history." Tire difficulty, however, is 
that, as James William Gibson notes, “Unlike previous 
American experiences of war, there was no popular 
cultural archetype to account for successful Vietnamese 
resistance to foreign invaders.”3 In other words, the “fit" 
between desire as it is represented in Hollywood films and 
the events surrounding the US involvement in Vietnam 
isn't vexy good.
Why is it, then, that Hollywood has in recent years 
produced a seemingly unending stream of films “about 
Vietnam"? The obvious answer is that once a Vietnam 
war film was profitably distributed, others followed. 
Certainly, the divisiveness of the Vietnam-war era has 
given way not only to a consensus that “we lost the war" 
but also to tire somewhat reluctant consensus that the 
war was "wrong."'1 This is a moral judgment, as will 
become clear later, and not a political one. In any case, 
there is no longer the worrisome potential for alienating 
a large segment of the audience by taking a stand 
"against" the war in Vietnam.
And yet, as much as tire development of a consensus 
about US intervention in Vietnam might explain 
Hollywood’s newfound and often self-congratulatory “cour­
age" to produce films on the subject, it doesn't explain 
how Hollywood films construct a text that can negotiate 
the confrontation between desire and history in a plea­
surable way. More specifically, how is history subjected 
to desire in the Hollywood Vietnam war film?
Vietnam as MeIocIrama
Ever since D.W. Griffith, the Hollywood cinema has 
been imbued with the conventions of the melodramatic. 
Within this generic narrative framework, Hollywood films 
have consistently struggled to resolve contradictions 
between desire and social order. According to Robert 
Lang, melodrama strives to understand “where tire desire 
of the subject stands in relation to the interdiction of tire 
Law." Further.
Melodrama's driving impulse is... to establish a norm, 
a form, a structure that is recognizable and reproduc­
ible. Its reproducibility and commercial viability are 
the guarantees that it... is a legitimate vision of the 
world.... [Mlelodrama... reveals the greater complexity 
(and confusion) of our vision, of our attempt to order 
experience after the breakdown of the traditional Sa­
cred and its institutions.5
The melodramatic thus becomes the vehicle for Holly­
wood films to confront history, or more specifically, to 
confront historical change in a fashion that appears as "a 
legitimate vision of the world." that is, as authentic and 
authoritative. The melodramatic happy ending also prom­
ises at least a provisional halt to the dialectic of desire and 
history: it secures the gratification of the former despite 
the demands of the latter. As a way of dealing with loss, 
with what Lang calls the “breakdown of the Sacred." 
melodrama offers a victory over the forces of historical 
change.6
The melodramatic provides the Hollywood Vietnam 
war film. then, with "a form... recognizable and reproduc­
ible" that allows the reshaping of a historical loss into a 
victor}'. This is a simple enough narrative task to accom­
plish if the “lost" war in Vietnam is merely a pretext for the 
cartoonish exploits of Sylvester Stallone and Chuck 
Norris.7 But for the seemingly more serious films about 
US intervention in Vietnam, the melodramatic restitu­
tion of order through the triumph of good over evil would 
seem to stand in contradiction with the history of a war 
that the nation now concedes was not only “lost" but was 
also “wrong.” The Hollywood Vietnam war film. then, is 
saddled with the difficult task of not only trying to resolve 
a generalized contradiction between history and desire: it 
must do so in a way that will allow the. (re)creation of a 
national identity within the melodramatic context of the 
good and the just.
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NatIonaL IdENTiTy ANd MascuHne SubjECTiviTy
As Robert Lang notes, "The melodrama... is first a 
drama of identity."8 But the difficulties of reconstructing 
a “post-Vietnam" national identity within traditional 
melodramatic formula are obvious. After the withdrawal 
of troops from Vietnam, a national identity built on the 
military victory and moral righteousness of US interven­
tion in World War II seems a great self-delusion. As Lewis 
Lapham writes, "Prior to defeat in Vietnam, most Ameri­
cans had been content to think of themselves as honor­
able people, unerringly drawn to the side of what was true 
and noble and right... the war proved them wrong in this 
judgment..."9 This lack of military assurance and moral 
certitude is expressed in numerous Vietnam war films 
and other stories in the surprised exclamations of green 
recruits that “this ain't no John Wayne movie." (It's also 
the reason why the Rambos of post-Vietnam war America 
seem so exaggeratedly false.)
And yet, in the Hollywood Vietnam film the melodra­
matic still provides a vehicle for resolving the contradic­
tions between desire and history through the character­
ization of the US soldier as the subject of Vietnam. By 
subject. I don't just mean the point of the narrative's 
focus, but rather something more encompassing. In 
recent psychoanalytic film theory, the “subject” has come 
to signify a certain relationship between the spectator 
and the film which is the basis for a pleasurable viewing 
experience. This relationship is generally mediated by a 
melodramatic protagonist or hero, who is constructed as 
the subject of the film by the use of a number of cinematic 
techniques. These techniques attempt to position the 
viewer to share the perspective and judgments of the 
protagonist.10 These cinematic devices range from the 
sharing of information with the protagonist (e.g., clues to 
a murder in a detective film, to the predominance of point 
of view shots from the protagonist's perspective, to the 
employment of a voice-over narration which remarks on 
the action of the film's story. Of considerable significance, 
the subject is the means by which desire is acted out, 
especially as the protagonist's desires motivate the 
narrative's progression (e.g., the detective desires a solu­
tion to a crime).
In most Hollywood genre films, the subject consti­
tuted is male, and certainly this is the case with war films, 
including the Hollywood Vietnam war film. Further, the 
characteristic Hollywood Vietnam war narrative con­
structs a male subject out of a fairly conventional psycho­
analytic scenario. As Raymond Bellour has pointed out:
The American cinema... finds itself enacting... the most
classic paradigms elaborated for the subject of West­
ern culture by Freudian psychoanalysis. Its massive
attempt to socio-historical representation is basically
shaped by... a classic Oedipal scenario...11
This commitment to an “Oedipal scenario" does not 
necessarily only refer to the specific symbolics of the 
Oedipal as outlined in Freudian psychoanalysis (al­
though this is common); more generally, it refers to the 
consistency with which Hollywood films are oriented 
toward constituting a stable and authoritative male 
subject and spectator position.12
The Hollywood Vietnam war film is Oedipal most 
significantly in the way it constructs a male subject who 
progresses from innocence and inadequacy to knowledge 
and power. Most commonly this progression follows that 
of a conventional antiwar stoiy, where the spectacle of 
combat and/or its aftermath provides the melodramatic 
background for a passage to manhood (e.g.. The Boys in 
Company C; Go Tell the Spartans; Coming Home; The 
Deer Hunter; Platoon; Hamburger Hill; Full Metal 
Jacket; Good Morning, Vietnam; Casualties o f War; 
and Bom  on the Fourth of July). In most of these films, 
youth and innocence are emphasized (a gesture toward 
historical authenticity13): in many of them, the ascension 
of the film's subject to a position of authority and power 
necessitates the fragging and/or some other symbolic 
death of a paternal officer or sergeant (e.g.. Apocalypse 
Now, Platoon, Full Metal Jacket, Casualties o f War, 
Off Limits). Even in films where the central male subject 
is not a green recruit, as in Apocalypse Now and Bat 21. 
the narrative develops in a similar fashion. Both Willard 
and “Bat 21" become lost in a landscape that overwhelms 
them. Their presumed knowledge of Vietnam and the war 
is recast as naivete, and they are forced to reconstitute 
their sense of self and of the war in the context of events 
that threaten to subsume them.
SubjECTiNq HisTORy
As a consequence of its commitment to a melodra­
matic Oedipal scenario, the narrative progression of Lhe 
Hollywood Vietnam war film subjugates history to the 
desire of a distinct male subject, a subject who is made 
to represent the character of the nation as a whole. This 
oedipalizing of histoiy attempts to "make sense" of Viet­
nam and of the history of U.S. intervention by subjecting 
it to a familiar and pleasurable story, one which offers a 
sense of triumph in the acquisition of knowledge and 
power, that is in the subject's passage to manhood. By 
subjugating history to Lhe demands of an Oedipal narra­
tive, then, a victory can be contrived for a history which 
is experienced as a loss, desire can be satisfied while “the 
particulars of social history” are sacrificed.14 Further, the 
representation of a subjective experience of Lhe war 
becomes the basis for each film's authenticity, but­
tressed by a cultural prejudice which views direct expe­
rience as fundamentally authoritative, the "IWT factor" (“I 
was there") as it's sometimes called.15
This subordination of history to subjectivity permits 
the reconstitution of a national identity based on moral 
judgment rather Lhan political actions, an identity that is 
fundamentally ahistorical. In the Stallone and Norris 
movies, individual identity and national identity mirror 
each other in a one-to-one relationship, built on the 
restitution of a traditional masculine subject who tran­
scends not only credible physical limitations but the facts 
of US intervention in Vietnam as well. This is not unlike 
the conventional Hollywood war film during and after 
World War II, where the desire of the film's subject(s) is 
made to mirror that of a nation at war.
In the more serious Hollywood Vietnam war films, 
the male subject's desire increasingly develops in oppo­
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sition to the war and to those around him. Unlike the 
development of a cohesive fighting platoon in the World 
War 11 film—where the progressive diminution of indi­
vidual difference reflects the force of a "melting pot" 
ideology—in the Hollywood Vietnam war film, the indi­
vidual becomes increasingly separate from a platoon in 
conflict (e.g., Hamburger Hill, Platoon, Full Metal 
Jacket, Casualties o f War). These conflict usually 
represent not only racial and ethnic difference, but also 
reflect varying attitudes toward Lhe US military presence 
in Vietnam. Even in films without the tensions between 
platoon members, the narratives are often constructed in 
terms of character conflicts which represent different 
moral positions on the war (e.g., Willard and Kurtz in 
Apocalypse Now: Luke and Bob Hyde in Coming Home).
Thus, although some Vietnam war films write his­
tory as an American victory carried out by the film’s 
subjects (e.g.. Rambo, Uncommon Valor, POW: The 
Escape), the seemingly more serious Hollywood Vietnam 
war films tend Lo construct a distance between the 
subject and the film's action. Rather than a willing and 
victorious participant, the subject is more often an 
observer whose sense of self is challenged by a startling 
vision of US intervention in Vietnam as a military fiasco 
and/or moral abomination. His most characteristic at­
tributes are confusion and disillusionment, as he comes 
to regard with suspicion the actions of his fellow soldiers 
and especially his superiors (e.g.. Apocalypse Now; 
Good Morning, Vietnam; Platoon; Off Limits; Full 
Metal Jacket; Casualties o f War; Charlie Mopic).
This characterization of the film's subject as a dis­
tanced observer is most commonly accomplished through 
the use of a voice-over narration. In The Boys in Com­
pany C, Apocalypse Now, Platoon, Full Metal Jacket, 
and The Iron Triangle, the voice-over constitutes the 
primacy of the GI's perspective. His experience of the war 
and the acquisition of a moral certitude which condemns 
it tire communicated primarily through this device. Even 
in some films without voice-over narration, the story is 
constructed so as to authorize the judgments of a not-so- 
willing subject. In Charlie Mopic. for example, this is 
accomplished through the film's story of tire making of a 
documentEiry. Rather than a voice-over creating a dis­
tanced Etnd authoritative perspective, Lhe contrived docu- 
mentEuy-like camerawork and the presence of a (fic­
tional) documentEiry crew of two produce the distEinced 
point of view which the spectator shares. In Bat 21, 
which also lacks voice-over narration, the radio commu­
nication between the downed reconnaissance officer, 
"Bat 21,” Eind the spotter who flies overhead offers the 
opportunity for expressing a new and different view of US 
intervention in Vietnam, one which apprises us of his 
horror and remorse at its impact on the Vietnamese.16 In 
both of these films, even though the subject is not a 
"grunt” he is made to experience combat directly, and 
thus the films still draw on a cultural prejudice for 
subjective experience to contrive Ein authoritative per­
spective on the wtir.
In the Hollywood Vietnam war film, then, the spec­
tator is offered a position that. pEiradoxically, both shares 
in the action of the war but remains distant from it. Thus,
a perspective on US intervention in Vietnam is consti­
tuted which is authoritative and appEirently authentic 
because it is grounded in subjective experience. By 
offering tire spectator the distEinced position of the film’s 
subject, the film allows the viewer the pleasure of vicari­
ous parUcipation in the conventional melodramatic spec­
tacle of combat, while morally condemning the country's 
past actions and refusing responsibility for the political 
and historicEil background to the war. Thus, an illusion 
ofa "democratic” national identity—one that fights for the 
underdog and respects cultural Eind racial difference— 
can be reconstituted through the conflation of the sol­
dier-subject's moral judgments with that of the spectator 
and the nation as a whole.
WHat We Won't Learn From  t Iie 
Hollywood ViETNAM War FUm
The Hollywood Vietnam weit film's reliance on a 
melodramatic Oedipsil nEirrative determines the histori­
cal exclusions these films practice. The perspective on 
the war provided by a naive participant-subject leaves 
little room for the details of history. Further, the conflation 
of the subject's moral position with national identity 
precludes the representation of aspects of the war that 
would make problematic the (re)creation of that identity 
as fundamentally democratic, moral, and just.
The threat to this identity, then, is never posed in 
terms of the historically specific actions of a developing 
post-World Weit II United States. The fashion in which 
democratic principles were corrupted by US economic 
and political interests in Southeast Asia is never ex­
plored.17 Even where specific military strategies patently 
not in the interest of the Vietnamese are broached, they 
are treated as exceptions. The "pacification" of the vil­
lages is generally treated as Ein aberration, as is the 
burning of villages by confused and scared troops in the 
midst of chaos: the massive bombing of the North is 
ignored altogether.
In simpler terms, the subjugation of history to the 
constitution of the film's subject forecloses consideration 
of US politics and practice as primary constituents of 
foreign policy in Southeast Asia. As a consequence, each 
film’s Eintiwar position is chEiracteristically moral, rather 
thEin political Eind historical. Like eEirlier Eintiwar films, 
they focus on individual cases of corruption and bureau­
cratic blundering (cf. Paths o f Glory) or on the horrors 
of war and the threat posed to the film's subject (cf. The 
Big Parade).
Even more disturbing, the threat posed to the film’s 
subject, and by extension to national identity, is dis­
placed in varying degrees from the morality and politics 
of US intervention in Vietnam to the people and land­
scape of Southeast Asia. Racist stereotypes of Asia Eind 
Asians are employed to represent a mysterious and 
unfathomable Other who imperils a precarious subject. 
Thus, the moral confusion of the war is characterized by 
a lEindscape that seems to preclude any proper orienta­
tion as well as an enemy who holds to no well-demarcated 
front. More significEmtly, the sense of U.S. moral degra-
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dation is displaced onto the people o f Vietnam, who are 
alm ost invariably represented as prostitutes, pimps, 
and/or a duplicitous enem y acting like a friend.
The film s’ subjects, then, mediate this displacement 
o f a threat to national identity from historically question­
able US m ilitary and political policies to a symbolic and 
mythic Asian menace. The threat the Vietnam war poses 
to the film s’ subjects, in fact, is often represented in 
mythic Oedipal terms as the threat o f castration. For 
example, the challenge to a stable masculine identity is 
com m only sym bolized by leg injuries from combat in 
V ietnam  (e.g.. Coming Home, The Deer Hunter, Bat 21, 
Jacknife, B o m  on the Fourth o f  July), or by a land­
scape that threatens to swallow  the subject whole (e.g., 
the underwater cages in The Deer Hunter, the opening 
in the earth beneath Eriksson in Casualties o f  W ar).18 
A t other times, this threat o f castration is specifically 
associated with a female Other and the potential for 
disease and/or death i f  in sexual contact with her (e.g.. 
the teenage fem ale VC in Go Tell the Spartans: the 
prostitutes in O ff  Lim its  and Ham burger H ill; the 
prostitutes and the sniper in Full Metal Jacket; the 
female Vietnam ese propagandist in The Iron Triangle). 
Even in a film like Casualties o f  War, which is premised 
on the soldier-subject taking a moral position and chal­
lenging the brutalization o f the Vietnamese, contact with 
a V ietnam ese fem ale inaugurates a threat to both his 
sense o f se lf and his life .19
Recognizing that the Hollywood Vietnam film repre­
sents national identity by a configuration o f the melodra­
matic and the Oedipal is crucial to understanding what 
we w on ’t learn from them. In contriving a conventional 
subject for the spectator to identify with, these films also 
contrive an image o f an Asian Other. Earlier criticisms of 
a film ’s racism , like those about Apocalypse Now, only 
hint at a far more fundamental aspect o f the films’ 
contradictory positions on the war. Rather than dem on­
strating the potential failure o f US foreign policy, they 
characterize this era ’s threat to national identity as 
m ilitary shortsightedness and bureaucratic malfeasance. 
W orst o f all, in their rush to criticize the war, they 
maintain a racist sensibility that strips another popula­
tion o f their history, their cause, and their humanity in 
order to exploit their racial and cultural difference as a 
threat to our moral integrity.
As a consequence o f maintaining conventional sub- 
ject-O ther distinctions, then, not only won’t we learn 
about the historically specific political issues that sub­
tend a m ilitary com m itm ent like that in Vietnam; we also 
w on ’t be offered any reasonable position from which to 
judge the struggle o f Third World nations for self-deter­
mination. W ell before US intervention in Vietnam. Simone 
de Beauvoir wrote:
Thus it is that no group ever sets itself up as the One 
without at once setting up the Other over against 
itself... the subject can be posed only in being op­
posed—he sets himself up as the essential, as opposed 
to the other, the inessential, the object.20
This inability to identify with the Other, and specifically 
with the Vietnam ese struggle for self-determ ination, is 
still glaringly evident in Hollywood V ietnam  w ar films. It 
also continues to be evident in virtually all discussion 
about this aspect o f US history as we characterize a 
Vietnamese victory over a myriad o f other nations’ co lo­
nial forces as “our loss." And we do so w ithout any 
recognition o f our failure to speak except from the per­
spective o f ‘‘our desires."
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Just when it seems that the Viet Nam war is finally going 
to be put on the back burner of American popular 
interest, something—or someone—comes along to re­
kindle the flame. Currently it is the election of Bill Clinton 
which has put some zing back into the discussion of the 
Viet Nam war. He is, of course, the first baby-boomer 
President, and the first major office holder to not attempt 
to hide or apologize for his refusal to serve in the armed 
forces during the Viet Nam era. Because the election has 
already resulted in controversy, the teaching of the Viet 
Nam war may well become even more controversial than 
before.
There are now, by some estimates, more than four 
hundred college courses around the country which teach 
about the war in one manner or another. The settings for 
these courses range from crammed amphitheaters at 
places like the University of California and other large 
research centers, to Adelphi University, where each 
spring about twenty students, curious and enthusiastic, 
attend my own class on the Viet Nam war.
Books and movies using the war as either a main text 
or a subtext have proliferated over the years. We now 
have, in addition to self-consciously “serious" works like 
Platoon and Full-Metal Jacket. “B" and “C" grade films 
ranging from the Rambo canon to Bat-21, Distant 
Thunder, and The Iron Triangle.
The Viet Nam war has. until recently, again been a 
TV war, brought into our living rooms anew by such 
small-screen attempts at recreating reality as Tour o f  
Duty and China Beach. PBS specials about the Viet Nam 
war have become regular fare for both the intelligentsia 
and the masses alike. And as if this weren't enough, our 
war now has, as do the more popular Civil War and World 
War 11, its own glossy magazine—appropriately titled 
Vietnam.
And finally, in response to Ronald H. Spector’s 
challenge in American Heritage a few years ago, serious 
academic research on tire Viet Nam era continues to 
appear steadily. There are, for instance. Eric Bergerud’s 
The Dynamics of Defeat: The Vietnam War in Hail 
Nghia Province (1991), a military history of the war: 
Marilyn B. Young's The Vietnam Wars: 1945-1990 
(1991), a history of the two nations from the perspective 
of one who was opposed to America’s involvement; David 
L. Di Leo's George Ball, Vietnam, and the Rethinking 
of Containment (1991): John M. Newman’s JFK and 
Vietnam: Deception, Intrigue, and the Struggle fo r  
Power (1992); and Peter Macdonald’s biography, Giap: 
The Victor in Vietnam (1992).
While some observers may view this activity favor­
ably. others tread warily because this explosion of inter­
est in the Viet Nam war at all levels continues to stir up 
old passions and controversies (consider the New York 
Times piece on President Clinton's college friend, Frank 
Aller, who allegedly committed suicide over his opposi-
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lion to the war), and has even caused some of the focus 
to shift from the examination of the causes and conduct 
of the conflict to the way in which the "experience" is to 
be interpreted and taught and to who should, in fact, 
interpret and teach it. Indeed the immediate critical 
acclaim for We Were Soldiers Once—and Young, by Hal 
Moore and journalist Joe Galloway, suggests that the 
most honest and poignant analysis of the war will come 
essentially from those who experienced it. This book also 
raises the issue, of course, of the relationship between 
subjectivity and objectivity in the study and interpreta­
tion of historical events.
Five years ago, at the George Mason University 
Indochina Institute's “Conference on Teaching Vietnam." 
there were representatives not only from the academic 
community, but from the government and the military, 
the Center for the Study of the Vietnam Generation.* the 
Rand Corporation, die U.S.—Indochina Reconciliation 
Project, the Vietnam Veterans of America, Disabled Ameri­
can Vets. Veterans for Peace, and a number of other 
general and special interest groups, each with an armload 
of suggestions about what should be included in the Viet 
Nam war curriculum.
In addition, there is a growing push from the 
noncommunist Vietnamese, who now, almost twenty 
years after being exiled from their homeland, are assum­
ing positions of prominence in academia and government 
and are exerting a great deal of pressure for a major 
reexamination of the many complex questions and issues 
surrounding the war. In fact, the "Conference on Teach­
ing Vietnam." the first major conference on this subject, 
was organized and coordinated by some of those same 
Vietnamese—who also run the Mason Indochina Insti­
tute.
And. not surprisingly, as was further brought home 
during the many presentations and papers offered, there 
is a line of thinking which suggests that the teaching of 
the Viet Nam war neither is nor ought to be reserved for 
university history departments. Teachers of sociology, 
political science, literature, film, military history, as well 
as various veterans groups, continue to vie with one 
another for the chance to teach the war. And passions 
seem to be running as deep now as when the war raged.
So perhaps a new limited war has started: the war 
over how Vietnam shall be taught. Asa matter of fact, this 
was the subject of "What Should Schools Teach About 
Vietnam?”—a feature article which ran in The New York 
Times not so long ago and addressed tire questions of 
how the Viet Nam war should be taught in the schools and 
who should teach it.
There are those who argue that the "truth" about the 
war might only be articulated by those who fought it. 
Others, especially more traditional academics, eschew 
this idea, asserting, with some justice, that "anecdote is 
not history."
* No relation to Viet N a m  G e n e ra t io n  or Viet Nam Generation, 
Inc. The Center for the Study of the Vietnam Generation 
closed in 1988.
The issue is a sticky one and, although I have taught 
a course called “The Vietnam Experience" for several 
years and compiled a text. The Vietnam Reader, for use 
in the course, I am still working out for myself the best 
way to teach it.
Although, or perhaps because, I am a veteran of the 
Viet Nam war, a writer, and a professor of literature by 
training. I resisted teaching the Viet Nam war for a long 
time, not least because 1 was uncertain about whether or 
not I should. Now I am not only sure that I should, but 
have in fact lectured on teaching the war and the litera­
ture of the war at institutions ranging from New York's 
Nassau Community College to Oxford College of Emory 
University, and written on the subject as well. I have 
found that as the years pass and my distance from the 
event increases, that 1 am more ready, willing and able to 
discuss it—and that I am able to be more objective about 
my own involvement in the war than 1 would have thought 
possible even ten years ago.
Actually, teaching the Viet Nam war has alerted me 
to the great difficulty inherent in communicating the so- 
called "truth" about this subject precisely because the 
phenomenon requires grabbing so many tigers by so 
many tails. For instance, the Viet Nam war is valuable as 
a subject of study not just because it allows us to examine 
the pathology of America’s defeat, but also because it 
compels the student to focus on certain larger issues— 
the so-called "legacies of the war”—which are not re­
stricted to questions of national morality but bear on 
personal morality and conduct as well.
I determined initially to focus on the literature and 
film of the war, not only because my training is in 
literature, but also because much of what the postwar 
generation understands about the Viet Nam war—or 
thinks it understands—has been derived from popular 
literature and from visual media. After all. Viet Nam was 
not just the first television war, but it has also been 
exploited and mythologized in film and photograph more 
them any other American conflict except, of course. World 
War II.
However, and not surprisingly. I discovered early on 
that this focus by itself would not suffice, considering the 
tremendous knowledge gaps in the education of many 
American undergraduates and the elusiveness of tire 
subject matter itself. Another important consideration is 
that the typical student who takes the “Vietnam Experi­
ence" will most likely never again take another course on 
the Viet Nam war. Therefore, a course on the war must 
attempt to be comprehensive without being overwhelm­
ing. 1 have discovered over the years, however, that this 
latter requirement is somewhat difficult to satisfy be­
cause of the often substantial lack of knowledge about 
the era that most students bring to the classroom.
Those attempting to teach the Viet Nam war may find 
themselves confronted with a mixed-bag of students: a 
given class may be comprised of adult learners who 
actually served in Viet Nam or had friends or relatives 
who served; or adult learners who were on the other side 
of the barricades, and were part of the protest movement; 
and of younger students who came of age during the Viet 
Nam era or who were not yet bom when the war ended.
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Consequently, the experience and knowledge of some of 
these students of an American watershed will be original 
while for others it will be merely derivative.
Teachers must therefore be sensitive not only to the 
cultural and historical gaps in the experience of some of 
these students, but also to the built-in assumptions that 
others bring with them and so design their courses in 
such a way as to make the "experience" as concrete as 
possible while giving students the opportunity to reevalu­
ate the fictions, myths, stereotypes and truths which 
have informed the debate over the Viet Nam war for 
almost thirty years. Also, instructors may have to grapple 
with their own ambivalent or ambiguous responses to the 
complex and sometimes convoluted issues concerning 
the teaching of the war.
It is therefore vital that we understand which issues 
may arise when teaching the Viet Nam war as well as 
some of the methods and strategies which may prove 
helpful in addressing them. I believe that the best ap­
proach to teaching the war is one which embraces both 
thematic and cross-disciplinary elements rather than 
strictly chronological and dogmatic approaches.
It is, of course, helpful to those who teach the war to 
consider why a student might take a course on the 
subject. Students are likely to take a course on the Viet 
Nam war for a variety of reasons beyond mere generalized 
curiosity, although it is undeniable that the mystique of 
battle possesses a palpable fascination for some of these 
students—especially those younger males who comprise 
the “Rambo generation."
Those who actually served in Viet Nam may perceive 
of the course as an opportunity to "work out" some of their 
own questions about and confusion over the "meaning" 
of the experience. As one veteran recently remarked to 
me: “I’ve been thinking about Viet Nam for twenty-five 
years and it’s still not clear in my mind. Maybe this course 
will help me sort tilings out."
Those who did not themselves serve but know people 
who did frequently have a need to understand what their 
friends and relatives went through, often because these 
same friends and relatives, for varied and complex rea­
sons, have been reluctant to discuss their experiences. 
One young woman informed me that her older brother, 
who had served in Viet Nam and had resisted talking to 
her about it. began to open up and volunteer information 
because he believed that her participation in the course 
had created at last some common ground for under­
standing. Consequently, a course on the war becomes a 
vehicle which may provide the material for a more per­
sonal and immediate understanding of the “Experience" 
for those who are destined to remained outside of it.
Those who did not serve but were involved in some 
way with various protest activities—or simply did not 
support the country's involvement in Southeast Asia— 
may see the course as an opportunity to reassess their 
own motives, feelings, and beliefs after a significant 
passage of time—in much the same way as the veteran 
might.
For those who were born during or after the conflict, 
a course on the Viet Nam war presents a world which is 
at once foreign and attractive, an immediate past which
is both usable and accessible, as well as one imbued with 
a growing mythic significance.
Students at all levels of experience bring with them 
a variety of assumptions about the Viet Nam war and the 
people who were involved in the “Experience." It is vital, 
therefore, that these assumptions be identified and con­
sidered.
Perhaps the most widely held assumption that stu­
dents have about the Viet Nam war is that it was primarily 
and exclusively an American experience and that the 
Vietnamese— North and South. Communist and 
noncommunist—were mere supporting players. Conse­
quently. it is important to integrate Vietnamese material 
into the syllabus wherever and whenever it is appropriate 
to do so. More about this later.
People bring to the course assumptions about the 
nature of war in general. Most students, because they are 
not military historians nor have been in combat, have 
little if any idea about the nature of war and battle beyond 
the general impression that it is "unpleasant" or, con­
versely, somewhat "glorious."
Therefore, it is essential that the teacher of the Viet 
Nam war be prepared to address the nature of war in 
general. One of the ways I handle this is to highlight and 
discuss Clausewitz' axiom: "Everything in war is very 
simple, but the simplest thing is difficult." That is—it is 
the nature of war to be chaotic, terrifying, cruel, over­
whelming, and unpredictable.
From Lhis I move onto assumptions about the nature 
of the specific war. In the minds of many students, the 
Viet Nam war exists as a kind of hellish fairy tale, 
populated by otherworldly characters in olive drab cos­
tumes acting out a cosmic morality play in a haunted 
jungle. It is important, therefore, to examine the ways in 
which the actual nature of battle in Vietnam differed—if 
at all—from that of more conventional warfare. Two 
excellent studies of small-unit combat in Viet Nam are 
John Del Vecchio’s stirring novel. The 13th Valley and 
the aforementioned memoir of the la Drang campaign. 
We Were Soldiers Once... and Young. Furthermore, 
strategic and tactical theory, whether that of Clausewitz 
or of more recent development, although virgin territory 
for most students, should be analyzed and discussed.
To help the student understand the nature of the 
Viet Nam war. it is helpful to use, whenever possible, 
primary documents which lay out the various strategies 
and tactics either considered or actually employed in Viet 
Nam from the 1950s to the end of America’s military 
involvement in the 1970s. This helps to provide a histori­
cal context as students learn about "massive retaliation.” 
"flexible response," “graduated response.” “strategic ham­
lets." and “Vietnamization," all from the words of the 
planners and originators of these strategies and pro­
grams.
And because students hold assumptions that the 
South Vietnamese Army was incompetent, corrupt and 
more than willing to abdicate its responsibility to the 
American military—assumptions which are. of course, 
both accurate and mistaken in varying degrees—the 
teacher of the Viet Nam war should draw freely from the 
growing number of retrospective accounts from the U.S.
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Army Center for Military History's ongoing program of 
publishing studies on the war from the South Vietnamese 
perspective written by former South Vietnamese military 
personnel now residing in the United States.
Students also have assumptions about the North 
Vietnamese Army. They frequently perceive the NVA as 
possessing a military superiority which bordered on the 
invincible. They assume the NVA to have had supernatu­
ral abilities when it came to combat. On the other hand, 
however, students seem unaware of the structure and 
intensive political indoctrination intrinsic to the NVA. 
Again, it is important to draw on the growing number of 
translated primary material available, from Generals 
Giap. Nguyen Chi Thanh, and Van Tien Dung, for ex­
ample. to provide a basis for students to assess and 
evaluate these assumptions.
Students frequently assume the Viet Cong were a 
ragtag group of simple peasant farmers in black pajamas 
who were simply defending their homeland against for­
eign aggression. I have even had students compare them 
to our own Minute Men. In fact, as is now fairly common 
knowledge, the Viet Cong was a highly sophisticated and 
well-organized entity comprised of well-trained and highly- 
committed soldiers. Presenting various Communist party 
documents and training directives helps students to 
understand this.
Assumptions about the character and conduct of 
the American soldier must also be addressed. Students, 
for reasons that cme understandable, have assumptions 
about the way in which American soldiers conducted 
themselves toward indigenous civilians, toward Lheir 
officers and NCOs, and toward fellow soldiers—especially 
those of different races. They have assumptions about 
the competence of officers and NCOs (particularly those 
designated by GIs as "lifers"), and they also bring with 
them assumptions about the social, intellectual and 
educational levels of those who served, as well as about 
their political perspectives and moral orientation.
These assumptions may be addressed not only by 
personal response, but also by discussions of the various 
films and books dealt with in the course.
Most students are simply unaware of the origins and 
pervasiveness of antiwar sentiment. Many think that 
antiwar resistance began sometime in the late 1960s, 
and that it was a response to policies of the Nixon 
Administration. Consequently, many students tend to 
see the Viet Nam war as “Nixon's War" and are somewhat 
ill-informed about American involvement in Southeast 
Asia during the Eisenhower, Kennedy and Johnson eras, 
and the beginnings of dissent during those times.
Therefore, it is helpful to introduce documents which 
suggest the depth and breadth of the antiwar movement. 
For instance, I offer selections which range from the “Port 
Huron Statement" (1962) of the SDS to manifestos of 
various other radical groups, to assorted student "We 
Won't Go" statements; an excerpt from Eldridge Cleaver's 
Soul on Ice and Ronald Dellums' 1971 address to 
Congress on American involvement in Viet Nam; material 
from soldier groups like the GIs United Against the War 
and John Kerry's "How Do You Ask a Man to be the Last 
Man to Die for a Mistake?” address to Congress; state­
ments from the American Friends Service Committee and 
other conscientious objectors, and even the American 
Bishops’ 1969 letter on Conscientious Objection, among 
others.
Students are generally unaware of the long and 
difficult history of Viet Nam. nor do most have any sense 
of the country’s geography or even of its location. During 
the very first class. I distribute an unlabeled outline map 
of Southeast Asia and ask students to fill it in. This little 
exercise—of course not original with me—provides a good 
lead-in to a discussion about American political and 
cultural ignorance and arrogance concerning Southeast 
Asia and how those attitudes may have influenced not 
only our political outlook but our military strategy as 
well.
The Vietnam Reader also provides each student 
with an extensive chronology beginning with Trieu Da's 
conquest of Au Lac in 208 BC. For most students, the 
chronology is an eye-opener. They are surprised to find 
out that the history of Viet Nam is so long and so 
contentious.
Students also make assumptions about the role of 
the press in wartime and so it is of course important to 
examine the role of the press. I introduce them briefly to 
the history of war journalism and encourage discussion 
of questions about whether or not the press did, as many 
contend, lose the war for us. Or what is the responsibility 
of the press to the people back home? And should the 
press ever be censored? If so, under what conditions? I 
rely a good deal on Michael Herr's Dispatches, still one 
of the most honest and perceptive press memoirs, to 
provide a framework for these discussions.
Students tend to consider the wounded and prison­
ers of war mostly as afterthoughts. Most students, like 
most people, think of the warrior only in the active sense 
and tend to discount the psychological consequences of 
being wounded or captured. Also, perhaps because we no 
longer have a draft, students are insensitive to the 
historical connection in America between the military 
and the civilian population—that is, the idea that the 
warrior is a citizen, too.
However, because in Viet Nam the wounded soldier 
stood a much better than even chance of surviving 
battlefield injury and being either returned to duty or the 
general Chilian population (for whom he might serve as 
an uncomfortable reminder of the consequence of mod­
ern warfare) some discussion of the wounded veterans in 
U.S. society and our responsibility to them must be part 
of the course. Certainly Ron Kovic s Bom  on the Fourth 
of July and Lewis Puller's Fortunate Son. as well as 
statistics and information about PTSD and Agent Orange 
must be introduced and discussed. Also worth some time 
are analyses of the significance and development of 
battlefield medicine and the effects of modern weaponry 
on the human body—subjects which students, in spite of 
the graphic violence of many films, remain woefully 
naive.
And because at perhaps no other time in the history 
of warfare had so much attention been focused on 
prisoners of war. the treatment of POWs and their re­
sponsibilities to themselves and their country according
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to the Code of Conduct is a subject which should be 
addressed in any course on the Viet Nam war. Helpful 
here are movies such as The Hanoi Hilton as well as 
memoirs of former POWs like Robinson Risner and 
Jerome Stockdale.
Also of interest here is the ongoing debate over 
whether or not American POWs and MLAs are still being 
detained in Southeast Asia. Not surprisingly, students 
have very strong opinions about this issue—pro and con. 
Useful here are The Missing Man: Politics and the MIA, 
by Capt. Douglas L. Clarke, and the more recent study of 
the subject by historian H. Bruce Franklin, M.I.A., or 
Mythmaking in America.
The fact one is a veteran teaching a course on the 
Viet Nam war may be both an advantage and a disadvan­
tage. Students will of course view what I present to them 
as carrying more authority than what they might be told 
by a non-veteran instructor. This, however. presenLs a 
clear danger as well, so I try always to remain extremely 
scrupulous in distinguishing what is merely my opinion 
or what 1 know from my limited perspective as a rifle 
platoon leader and what may be considered historical 
"fact." I do use personal artifacts and memorabilia to 
bring Lhe experience of the war home to my students. 
Doing so helps reinforce tire fact that real people, not just 
historical characters, lived through the Viet Nam era. 
Besides, students seem fascinated by such items as 
machetes, hand grenades, short-time calendars, immu­
nization cards, draft cards, etc., and regard them as 
legitimate historical documents.
Because the Viet Nam war spawned so many terms 
which are incomprehensible to the nonparticipant and 
because many standard military terms will not be readily 
familiar to those who have never served in the military. 
The Vietnam Reader provides each student with a fairly 
extensive glossary to help them navigate through the 
jumble of terms.
As I've suggested earlier. I find visual media—espe­
cially film—to be very useful in teaching the Viet Nam 
war. I use The Green Berets, which has been called the 
first Viet Nam war movie about World War II, as a way of 
showing how our early cultural perceptions about Viet 
Nam are reflected in the plot, the dialogue, and even Lhe 
casting, in fairness, however, although this movie has 
been universally reviled—and with some justification—it 
is the only major studio release which even attempts, 
albeit in a heavy-handed manner—to address the politi­
cal issues which surrounded the Viet. Nam war. And it 
remains to this day one of the few films to suggest that the 
South Vietnamese had a stake in the Viet Nam war—that 
is. that the war wasn't merely an American war. To 
balance the jingoistic view provided by John Wayne. I also 
show parts of Go Tell the Spartans, which presents a 
grittier and more ominous view of our early involvement.
I also present portions of both Apocalypse Now and 
The Deer Hunter, prime examples of Hollywood’s at­
tempt in the 1970s to re-mythologize the Viet Nam war by 
imposing literary models on films, and how these films 
rely less on realism than they do on a somewhat overt 
symbolism to suggest something about tire Viet Nam war 
and American society.
Turning to tire 1980s, I show students excerpts from 
both Platoon and Hamburger Hill, which ought to be 
viewed in tandem, as they provide contrary visions about 
the nature of the war and conduct and character of the 
U.S. soldier who served. And. as I mentioned earlier, I 
show portions of Hanoi Hilton, a documentary-style 
feature film about American POWs in North Viet Nam's 
Hoa Lo prison. Although the film provides a sometimes 
quirky chronology, the "documentary” model gives stu­
dents an interesting glimpse of the controversy sur­
rounding the treatment of American POWs by their North 
Vietnamese captors. I also use two documentaries: The 
War at Home, about the rise of the SDS and the antiwar 
movement: and A Face o f War, a searing Canadian 
cinema-verite piece which records the activities of a 
Marine rifle company in Viet Nam in 1967.1 use the latter 
and its graphic realism to stimulate discussion about the 
different between artistic representation of war and the 
reality.
I use literature—fiction, nonfiction, memoirs (U.S. 
and Vietnamese)—which frequently provide unique per­
sonal perspectives on tire war. Some of tire better known 
works are, of course, Philip Caputo's A Rumor o f War, 
James Webb's Fields o f Fire, Ron Kovic’s Bom on the 
Fourth ofJuly. Tim O’Brien's Going After Cacciato and 
The Things They Carried, Michael Herr's Dispatches, 
and Larry Heinemann’s Paco's Story, to name but a few. 
As more Vietnamese works are translated into English, 
they should of course be integrated into the sequence. An 
interesting selection is James Banerian's Vietnamese 
Short Stories. In addition, I also use letters home, after­
action reports, poetry, etc.
And finally, I introduce—or reintroduce—students 
to the protest music of the era. particularly Phil Ochs' "I'm 
Gonna Say It Now," and “Draft Dodger Rag." To their 
surprise. I haul in my guitar and sing the songs myself to 
give them a flavor of the intimate and immediate impact 
of the protest song.
The teaching of the Viet Nam war is a process which 
demands constant revision and refinement. New mate­
rial and data are being introduced into the discussion on 
almost a daily basis and require intelligent scrutiny and 
analysis. Also, unlike many of us who have made a 
lifelong commitment to studying the era, most students 
have severe constraints on their time and so often find it 
difficult to handle the great mass of material which they 
must of necessity grapple with if they are to come to an 
even rudimentary understanding of what the Viet Nam 
war meant—and continues to mean—to the U.S. and to 
Viet Nam. I sometimes fear that students leave the class 
more confused than when they began—not about every­
thing, but about many things. Perhaps that confusion 
will impel them to continue to learn about the war and to 
pursue further study independently.
As those of us who lived through the war grow older 
and more distanced from the events and the turmoil of 
the era. we must continue to take seriously our respon­
sibility to present a complete and objective, although not 
detached picture of the phenomenon now known as the 
"Viet Nam Experience" in order that succeeding genera-
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tions may have the tools and the knowledge to discover
for themselves the significance of this major event.
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ExpANdiNq The V iET Nam W ar Canon: 
D o c to r o w , H e L Ie r  ANd t He O r iq Ins 
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Daniel Zins, 3918 Haris Mill Lane. Atlanta. GA 30319.
In "The Empire Within: How the Canon Divides and Con­
quers." Gauri Viswanalhan writes:
A mere broadening of the curriculum is no guarantee of 
respect for the cultural identity of different groups. Even 
when no invidious comparisons are drawn, it is still self- 
deceptive to believe that the wrongs committed against a 
group of people can be corrected simply by including their 
texts in the curriculum. The suspicion of tokenism is not 
die only thing that makes me skeptical. The illusion of 
compensation lhat curricular reform seems to offer is far 
more dangerous. Literary texts cannot be expected to 
succeed where other forms of social action have failed. I 
am reminded of a colonial administrator in nineteenth- 
century British India who once proposed nonchalantly 
that colonial subjects be permitted to indulge diemselves 
in their own art as reparation for the economic violence 
committed by British rulers against them. This is not 
compensation but willful deception.1
If it is indeed willful deception to believe that our teaching 
courses on the Viet Nam war could ever compensate the 
Vietnamese for what Americans did to them and to theii 
country, we nonetheless do at least have an obligation tc 
honestly confront America's longest war so that our mis­
takes—or crimes—are not repeated.2
Viswanathan's important caveat notwithstanding. 1 
am convinced that in our courses on Viet Nam war litera­
ture we need to make a much greater effort to include more 
writings by the Vietnamese, in order to overcome oui 
proclivity to see the war from the American point of view 
merely. And 1 believe that the inclusion in our syllabi of ever 
a single text, such as Wendy Wilder Larsen's and Tran Th 
Nga’s Shallow Graves: Two Women and Vietnam,3 car 
make a significant contribution to this end. As we formulate 
a canon of Viet Nam war literature, however, I fear the 
perpetuation of another serious lacuna, viz., insufficient 
attention to the period immediately after World War II 
when the U.S. cold-war policies congealed into unques­
tioned dogmas, making our involvement in Southeast Asia 
virtually inevitable.
I am sure that most of us who teach the literature of the 
Vietnam War find, as is the case with our other courses 
that there are far more meritorious works of real impor­
tance we would like our students to read than we can 
possibly fit in to a single quarter or semester. It is with some 
reluctance, then, Lhat I am offering a proposal which might 
only exacerbate this problem: that we begin our courses or 
Viet Nam war literature with two very fine novels that are 
undoubtedly infrequently considered when we compose 
our reading lists: Joseph Heller’s Catch-22 and E.L 
Doctorow's The Book o f Daniel.
If Graham Greene's The Quiet American—pub­
lished nearly a decade before the Gulf ofTonkin incident 
and the major escalation of U.S. involvement—remains 
in many ways the best novel yet written on our interven­
tion in Southeast Asia, I would like to suggest that Catch- 
22. published in 1961, is equally prophetic. One can find, 
for example, in one of the most incisive and exhaustively 
researched analyses of U.S. policies in Indochina, James 
William Gibson's The Perfect War: The War We Couldn't 
Lose and How We Did. numerous disturbing parallels 
with the madness, deception (and self-deception), and 
self-serving opportunists dramatized throughout Heller’s 
novel. Thus Catch-22 might have been read in the early 
sixties as a harbinger of the disaster that was soon to 
follow. But if it was only considerably later in the decade 
that Heller's readers began making this connection, it is 
worth interrogating why relatively few individuals appar­
ently were able to subject the novel to such an interpre­
tation when it really mattered.
Heller has emphasized that although his book is 
often read as a World War II novel, it “wasn’t really about 
World War Two. It was about American society during the 
Cold War, during the Korean War. and about the possi­
bility of a Vietnam."'' Heller has also pointed out that he 
sees "the Vietnam War as an extension of the Cold War 
that began in the late Forties and ended with the decline 
of the domino theory soon after John Kennedy's death.”5 
Asked why, if the Cold War ended in the mid-Sixties. we 
remained in Viet Nam until 1972, Heller responded:
For no reason at alL That's the point! We often continue 
believing in things—and this is true of religions as well 
as ideologies—long after the circumstances that gave 
rise to the beliefs have disappeared. The belief in 
stopping communism wherever it threatens to ad­
vance simply carried over into another culture long 
after Uie reason for the belief disappeared. We weren't 
flghUng communism in Vietnam. We were fighting 
culture lag.®
A computer analysis of Catch-22 by a University of 
Copenhagen professor revealed that, despite Heller's 
"careful road map, the book includes 16 anachronisms."7 
But when Heller himself was asked about the characters 
in his novel, he remarked: 'They're not based on anyone 
I knew in the war. They're products of an imagination that 
drew on American life in the postwar period. The Cold 
War, really. I deliberately seeded the book with anachro­
nisms like loyalty oaths, helicopters, IBM machines and 
agricultural subsidies to create the feeling of American 
society from the McCarthy period on."8
But how many of our students will even recognize 
that these are indeed anachronisms? In their widely 
discussed book What Do Our 17-Year-Olds Know? 
Diane Ravitch and Chester E. Finn. Jr. report that "only 
42.6% associate Senator Joseph R. McCarthy with anti­
communist investigations: many think he was the Sena­
tor McCarthy who led the protest movement against the 
war in Vietnam. Thus we are raising a generation for 
whom the term 'McCarthyism' has little meaning."9 If our 
students do not understand "McCarthyism"10 and its 
pernicious and enduring legacy, they surely will have
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extraordinary difficulty making any sense o f the origins 
of U.S. involvement in Viet Nam—or of why so many 
American Presidents were so fearful that they might 
someday be held accountable for “ lo s in g  Indochina."
If we have our students peruse Doctorow’s The Book 
of Daniel, however, it is much less likely that the term 
McCarthyism will continue to be meaningless for them. 
More effectively than even the best histories of the 
McCarthy era, Doctorow's stunning novel enables us to 
experience the insanity and dread of that time, and also 
offers imaginative readers an opportunity to empathize 
with its victims. And it also helps elucidate why the 
specter of “losing Indochina" intimidated American Presi­
dents for more than two decades.
In fact, the President who orchestrated the major 
buildup of U.S. troop commitment to Viet Nam, Lyndon 
Johnson, confided to his biographer that he even had 
recurring nightmares about this prospect:
... everything I knew about history told me that if I got 
out of Vietnam and let Ho Chi Minh run through the 
streets of Saigon, then I'd be doing exactly what 
Chamberlain did in World War II. I'd be giving a big fat 
reward to aggression. And I knew that if we let Commu­
nist aggression succeed in taking over South Vietnam, 
there would follow in this country an endless national 
debate—a mean and destructive debate—that would 
shatter my Presidency, kill my administration, and 
damage our democracy. I knew that Harry Truman and 
Dean Acheson had lost their effectiveness from the day 
that the Commu nists took over in China. I believed that 
the loss of China had played a large role in the rise of 
Joe McCarthy. And I knew that all these problems, 
taken together, were chickenshit compared to what 
might happen if we lost Vietnam.11
Failing to counter the preposterous Republican claim 
that they had "lost" China, and soon haunted by the fear 
that they might someday be condemned for "losing 
Indochina," the Democrats concluded "that never again 
could they afford to expose their foreign policy to the 
charge that it was soft on communism.”12 Johnson's 
allusion to Chamberlain is, of course, the repeatedly 
misapplied Munich analogy (and its concomitant stigma, 
"appeasement"), which has been resurrected again and 
again to discredit all but military solutions to foreign 
policy dilemmas. In a section of the book called 'True 
Histoiy of the Cold War: A Raga." Doctorow's narrator 
Daniel avers that "(t)here is no evidence that even before 
the end of the war against Germany and Japan a policy 
of coexistence with the Russians is seriously considered, 
let alone put to the test. The false view of Yalta. The 
profound confusion of diplomacy with appeasement.”13 
Because this terribly unfortunate confusion flourished in 
policymaking circles throughout the Viet Nam war, Ameri­
can diplomacy was continually conducted via relentless 
bombing missions. One wonders how many Americans, 
even today, have any appreciation of the enormous costs 
paid by the people and the land of Indochina for this 
profound and arrogant misreading.
Catch-22 and The Book o f Daniel can help us to 
ask many of the right questions about the origins of our 
involvement in Viet Nam. But what additional kinds of
knowledge will our students need to know if they are to 
begin a n s w e r in g  them? The problem is that if the Viet 
Nam war itself is already "ancient history” for many of our 
students, this obtains a  f o r t i o r i  for the crucial years that 
preceded it. Reminding us that "it is always tempting to 
believe that the literature of one’s own time requires no 
history for its comprehension." Gerald Graff adds that "at 
issue in the teaching of literature, then, and in the 
formation ofa literature curriculum, are how much of the 
'cultural text' students must presuppose in order to make 
sense of works of literature, and how this cultural text 
can become the context of teaching."14 Robert Scholes 
has also addressed this problem, accentuating that
interpretation is not a pure skill but a discipline deeply 
dependent upon knowledge. It is not so much a matter 
of generating meanings out of a text as it is a matter of 
malting connections between a particular verbal text 
and a larger cultural text, which is the matrix or master 
code that the literary text both depends upon and 
modifies. In order to teach the interpretation of a 
literary text, we must be prepared to teach the cultural 
text as well.15
If our students are to effectively interpret literary texts of 
the Viet Nam war they will need considerably more 
knowledge of the cultural text that antedates it: Lite 
origins of the Cold War and McCarthyism. In an interview 
shortly after the publication of his novel. Heller remarked 
that he regarded Catch-22
essentially as a peacetime book. What distresses me 
very much is that the ethic that is often dictated by a 
wartime emergency has a certain justification when 
the wartime emergency exists, but when this thing is 
carried ouerinto areas of peace—when the military, for 
example, retains its enormous influence on affairs in a 
peacetime situation, and where the same demands are 
made upon the individual in the cause of national 
interest: the line that I like very much is when Milo tells 
Yossarian that he's jeopardizing his traditional free­
doms by exercising them—when this wartime emer­
gency ideology is transplanted to peacetime, then you 
have this kind of lag which leads not only to absurd 
situations, but to very tragic situations....
There's a kind of blindness which did carry over to 
peacetime. I recognize the difference that if a house is 
on fire you grab something and run out and you leave 
the door open; if the house is not on fire then it should 
be locked up.16
This very problem is also remarked on by the narrator of 
Doctorow's brilliant novel:
Many historians have noted an interesting phenom­
enon in American life in the years immediately after a 
war. In the councils of government fierce partisanship 
replaces the necessary political coalitions of wartime.
In the greater arena of social relations—business, 
labor, the community—violence arises, fear and re­
crimination dominate public discussion, passion pre­
vails over reason. Many historians have noted this 
phenomenon. It is attributed to the continuance be­
yond the end of the war of ihe war hysteria. Unfortu­
nately. the necessary emotional fever for fighting a war 
cannot be turned off like a water faucet. Enemies must
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continue to be found. The mind and heart cannot be 
demobilized as quickly as the platoon. On the contrary, 
like a fiery furnace at white heat, it takes a considerable 
time to cool. (33)
The Book o f Daniel is ostensibly about the Rosenberg 
atom spy trial, and the tormented lives of the children of 
this executed couple. But Doctorow is in fact using the 
Rosenberg case to explore a number of issues that 
especially concern him. The Book o f Daniel helps us to 
understand how the Viet Nam war was an ineluctable 
result of U.S. policies formulated in the aftermath of 
World War II. especially the Truman Doctrine and its 
indiscriminately applied containment policy, the Munich 
analogy, and McCarthyism and its legacy.
In his brief treatise on the Cold War Doctorow's 
embittered protagonist proffers "A MESSAGE OF CON­
SOLATION TO MY GREEK BROTHERS IN THEIR PRISON 
CAMPS. AND TO MY HAITIAN BROTHERS AND NICARA­
GUAN BROTHERS AND BRAZILIAN BROTHERS AND 
DOMINICAN BROTHERS AND SOUTH AFRICAN BROTH­
ERS AND SPANISH BROTHERS AND TO MY BROTHERS 
IN SOUTH VIETNAM, ALL IN THEIR PRISON CAMPS: 
YOU ARE IN THE FREE WORLD!" (253) In addition to 
reminding us that the human beings of many nations in 
what our policymakers continue to call the “free world" 
are anything but free. I believe Daniel is suggesting 
here—by beginning with Greece and ending with Viet 
Nam—that U.S. involvemenlin Indochina must be traced 
directly back to the Truman Doctrine speech of March, 
1947.17 Daniel's perceptive comments on the origins of 
the Cold War also advance this argument.
The Book o f  Daniel also provides readers with an 
excellent feel for the fear and hysteria of life during the 
McCarthy era, and by continually weaving his narrative 
back and forth between the fifties and the sixties, Daniel 
helps us to understand how these two ostensibly very 
different eras are in fact indissolubly linked. Asking his 
foster father a number of questions about his parents’ 
trial, Daniel is informed:
In those days, this was years before the sputnik thing, 
it was customary to downgrade the Russians' science. 
People who know something about these things didn't 
make that mistake. But at the level of Time magazine 
the joke was how they copied everything and claimed 
it for their own. Well, of course the corollary of that is 
that it's our bomb they have and that means we were 
betrayed. After the war our whole foreign policy de­
pended on our having the bomb and the Soviets not 
having it. It was a terrible miscalculation. It militarized 
the world. And when they got it the only alternative to 
admitting our bankruptcy of leadership and national 
vision was to find conspiracies. It was one or the other. 
(238)
At least one additional repercussion of this "bankruptcy 
of leadership and national vision." Doctorow's novel 
convincingly dramatizes, was the disastrous U.S. mili­
tary intervention in Vietnam.
What I am arguing is that all courses on the Viet Nam 
should commence by giving students something more 
than a merely cursory overview of the origins of the Cold
War and the containment doctrine, and of the pervasive 
fear during the McCarthy era which silenced virtually all 
dissent, rendering any substantial criticism of the nar­
row, bipartisan consensus of U.S. foreign policy all but 
unthinkable. Without an adequate understanding of tire 
period p r e c e d in g  the escalation of America’s Indochina 
involvement, it is impossible to comprehend that involve­
ment. With so much material to cover in such a short 
period of time, most of us understandably cannot wait to 
begin talking about the Viet Nam war itself. But we do our 
students a real disservice if we fail to give them this 
indispensable background: it is crucial not only to under­
standing the Viet Nam war itself but also to learning 
whether even now we have finally abandoned the kind of 
thinking that motivated our military intervention in Viet 
Nam in the first place.
For a number of years after the end of the Viet Nam 
war, most Americans appeared loath to think about this 
troubling episode of their nation's recent past. While this 
unwillingness to confront the war has since abated 
considerably, the U.S. has still unfortunately never had 
anything even approaching a real national debate on the 
origins of the Cold War, McCarthyism. the Soviet threat.18 
and whether the nuclear option offers the only viable path 
for achieving national security. All of these issues pro­
foundly affected the decisions of American Presidents 
which would mire their nation more and more deeply in 
Southeast Asia, and made them fearful of terminating 
U.S. involvement. Some insight into them is also a s in e  
q u a  n o n  for understanding why our murderous presence 
in Viet Nam lasted as long as it did.
Americans were fighting in Viet Nam not only for 
tangible objectives, Jonathan Schell reminds us in The 
Time o f Illusion, but also for the psychological objective 
of maintaining U.S. credibility—"an aim that was bound 
up in the strategists’ thinking with the prevention of 
nuclear war and the prevention of global totalitarian­
ism.” 19 In fact, according to Schell, after 1965, “the aim of 
upholding credibility had become virtually the sole aim of 
the war." Appearances were paramount. And nowhere do 
appearances count more than in the chimerical world of 
nuclear deterrence. Schell explains:
The question of "will," which in former times was a 
question of a nation's capacity for making sacrifices in 
order to protect itself, now became a question of a 
nation's willingness to approach the point of suicide.
For the closer a nation was willing to come to that point, 
the more force it could permit itself to unleash. Accord­
ing to the doctrine of credibility, a nation that wished 
to have its way in international affairs was obliged, in 
a sense, to make demonstrations of indifference to its 
own survival, for it was obliged constantly to show its 
willingness not just to unleash force on others but to 
put the gun to its own head and pull the trigger—its 
willingness, that is, to "face up to the risks of Armaged­
don." Perhaps for this reason, policymakers of Lhe time 
often announced it was an aim of American policy to 
cultivate a reputation for "unpredictability." The ulti­
mate in unpredictability, of course, would be to blow 
up the world, oneself included. Leaving the question of 
unpredictability aside, the will to victory in the nuclear 
age was tempered by the realization that victory could
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be a worse disaster than defeat. This new circumstance 
had a shaping influence on every phase of the warfare 
in Vietnam—on the limits of the war effort, on the 
justifications for the war, and on the atmosphere 
engendered in the home country by the war.20
Schell's Incisive analysis should serve to remind us 
that as we teach our courses on the literature of the 
Vietnam war, we need to ensure that our students truly 
appreciate that this war was fought during the nuclear 
age. This assertion may seem axiomatic, but I suspect 
that it implications are rarely pondered. It is here that 
The Book o f Daniel is particularly helpful, for Doctorow 
skillfully dramatizes that the madness of U.S. interven­
tion in Vietnam has its roots in the hysteria of the 
McCarthy era, and in the madness of the nuclear arms 
race and the militarization of the entire planet.21 More­
over. until the nuclear national security state itself is 
dismantled, the danger of repeating the fiasco of the Viet 
Nam war will remain.22 Because no literary work is more 
suggestive of the madness of our Viet Nam war debacle 
than Catch-22, Heller’s novel nicely complements 
Doctorow's linking of this madness with the antecedent 
insanity of the early years of the Cold War.
Those of us who would like to see our teaching and 
scholarship make a greater contribution to the creation 
of a “world without war" can only welcome the opening up 
of the canon and the new historicism in literary studies. 
One of the most valuable fruits of this new historicism is 
the proliferation of courses on the literature of the Viet 
Nam war. We are not being historical e n o u g h , however, if 
we fail to read those texts which p r e s a g e  U.S. interven­
tion in Viet Nam. Suggesting why this is necessary. 
Doctorow and Heller have also made this task much 
easier for us.
Because both Catch-22 and The Book of Daniel
are disturbing novels, it might be wise to point out to our 
students that both authors do end their books on a note 
of affirmation. Doctorow's protagonist/narrator clearly 
does change and mature by the end of his book, and in 
Catch-22 Yossarian finally decides that he can no longer 
remain complicitous in the killing of innocent human 
beings when the outcome of his war is not longer in doubt. 
His refusal to any longer serve his utterly corrupt and 
self-serving officers provides a compelling example for his 
fellow soldiers, and reminds all of us, who live in a more 
cynical age, that, in the face of great evil, the role of 
passive victim is not necessarily the only option.
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P o e tr y  by CaroLe T en B r InR
Space A qe
In the sixties when I was growing up 
we tlirew out the Sci-Fi stories every day.
Now, real accounts are kept to the millisecond. 
Voyager snaps images of Jupiter 
so that I pick up a magazine 
& all her moons swirl in my hands 
from such giddy angles and distances.
Or look love
how we can see ourselves from out there
& gaze back at our globe, that small blue agate
tangled in gauze; how far back it is
where we hold each other, falling, tumbling
as when 1 touch you. dead center
At such a moment
with my probing lingers edged in fire
I glimpse those orange-reds of Jupiter,
those galactic movements
snapped tight
so that even love's exacting rhythm 
proves centrifugal.
We start turning on our own axis 
swaying through such circles in space 
Who knows how far we could be hurled 
& rise too quickly after 
to find ourselves stranded
ThE VisiONARy SciENTiST SpEAks
Spy a little closer on any place you know 
and you will become a stranger here.
Your chair is a sea of energy.
Ions acquire charge in your soup.
Your footprints plant heat on the seashore 
and the sea absolves your negative charge.
Your hands swarm with atoms dancing 
while the sun leaves fire on your head.
We sink our prehensile toes into earth 
and heads will clear like green light.
Folded inside the lines on our faces 
a wondrous darkness is seeding.
See how the iris poises sword-shaped leaves on air 
and the whale sifts her plankton all day.
When toads leap by the water spicket 
they are grand and selfless as eagles.
Our velvet fingers distinguish each rain drop.
All our senses spew memories into the sky. 
Existence throws itself up constantly in the void 
and comes down again, slippery as a newborn babe.
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P R O l o q U E
It w as early in 1971. Three years earlier, my wife and 
I had dropped out of the day shift culture. With a  M aster’s 
in hand . I had abandoned work on a Ph.D. in clinical 
psychology. My wife, like all good women of her genera­
tion. had been preparing herself for the raising of our 
coun try ’s young. She had  been an undergraduate  in an 
elem entary education program . Instead of going on with 
these m undane tasks, we had  joined the great migration 
westward, in ou r case, to Los Angeles. There, we expected 
to join the generation of peace and  love, stay blissfully 
stoned, and  do our p art in developing the countercu lture  
th a t w as inevitably going to sweep the country.
In reality, I d idn’t drop out too far. Almost imm edi­
ately after arriving in LA. I got a job  as  a clinician in a 
m ental health  center in W est Hollywood. It was a civil 
service job. I w as still serving the governm ent which I 
despised. My wife had  done som ew hat better. After 
forging docum ents which allowed her to do the sam e 
work as myself, she  quickly abandoned the civil service, 
and  enrolled in a r t  school. There, she pursued  the field 
which she  really had w anted to all along—painting.
This story is se t on a typical night in 1971. O ur new 
California friends, who. three years before, had been 
using  pot and  hallucinogens, were now involved with 
ha rder drugs. They, the m em bers of the love generation, 
were beginning to carry sidearm s, to protect them selves 
during  deals. Peace and love seem ed a  long time ago.
ThE Sto ry
I’d ju s t  finished T hursday’s work. Driving home, the 
voices of my pa tien ts  were still in my head.
M argaret Jo ie  had  told me, “I feel m iserable.”
To the o ther m edications she  was taking. I had 
added Mellaril.
Donald Blocton had reported th a t he was getting no 
sleep, and  h is appetite  had decreased. He had been 
eating only one meal a day. He had vague suicidal 
ideation, b u t with no clear plan or intent. He had the 
feeling th a t h is dead b ro ther was with him. I had asked 
him to draw  a clock for me. He could only draw n a series 
of clock hands, like this:
/ /  t  X X t
I talked abou t Donald with my psychiatrist. Donald 
was psychotic, b u t he w as always psychotic. I would see 
him  next week, and  judge w hether h is depression was 
getting more serious. We m ight have to ad ju st h is m edi­
cation.
I was late coming hom e that day because of Teresa 
Cooper. At 5:30 th a t afternoon. I’d had  to write a 
Physician’s Em ergency Certificate, com m itting h e r to the 
County hospital for 15 days. She’d had a  baby the week 
before, which had been bom  with sickle cell blood. After 
the birth , Teresa’d left her house for three days, staying 
with friends and getting high on heroin. W hen sh e ’d 
called home this m orning, her m other told her th a t the 
baby had been turned  over to Protective Services. The 
g rounds were abandonm ent. My patien t had  felt w orth­
less. and said th a t she  had pains all over her body.
W hen I saw  her tha t day. she  w as m ute, lethargic, 
and w anted to kill herself. She d idn’t w ant to commit 
homicide. She appeared to have auditory  hallucinations, 
and I believed tha t they were voices telling her to commit 
suicide.
She sta ted , “I certainly do w ant to die."
Teresa had been born on 3 /2 7 /4 7 . She lived a t 304 
W est Avenue, A partm ent A. Her Social Security Num ber 
was 129-87-4789. She listed her brother, Fris Patterson, 
not her m other, as  her next of kin. Her City Welfare 
num ber was 145912.
Before we’d sen t her to the hospital, my psychiatrist 
and I had feared tha t she m ight suddenly  come out of her 
lethargy, and act on h e r suicidal im pulses. So we’d 
injected her with 100 mg. Of Thorazine.
My wife Jean n in e  and I had moved to her sister 
Franklin’s house, a t the back of a lot. It w as a  one 
bedroom house, on a low hill th a t looked west over 
Hollywood. That evening, the girls were in the front room, 
getting ready for a  party. They were fixing their m akeup, 
and sm oking dope. Sunny was b rush ing  her long, red- 
gold hair. Peter’s girl was passing around speed. Jeann ine  
didn’t w ant any. She didn’t like it. She w asn’t crazy about 
pot either, bu t she  liked cocaine, when it w as available. 
She’d stopped taking acid. Raymond Kekacs w as in the 
front room, with the girls. Bayard had been having an 
affair with Raymond’s girl friend, Emily, and  Raymond 
was staying near her, possessively. In the bedroom , the 
boys were also getting ready for the party. Kenny was 
hunched  on the end of the bed, m oaning th a t he needed 
ju n k . Peter and Bayard were going through their s a tc h ­
els. looking for some. I told Bayard th a t I w anted junk , 
too. Bayard looked surprised. He didn’t know th a t I shot 
up.
“If there’s enough,” he told me. “Kenny has  to have
his."
He saw  my disappointed expression, b u t I knew that 
he was right. Kenny was schizophrenic. J u n k  was the 
m edication upon which he depended.
“We’ll fix you with something," Bayard told me. 
“Don’t worry."
I went into the kitchen. Through the living room 
windows, the sky overhead was already a  soft black, 
although it was only eight o’clock. O ut a t the horizon, 
there was still a  line of purple and rose. To the north, 
lights walked softly up into the tiny m ountains. Daylight 
still glowed on the tops of the highest hills. The streets 
and freeways of Los Angeles hum m ed gently.
The kitchen was only a  nook, with its window also 
facing the sunset. At the window’s top, my sister-in-law
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had pasted a Tiffany transparency, that let light through 
like red jewelry. Out the window. I looked down to Hoover 
Street, where cars whizzed past. Street lights and the 
dark shapes of palms stretched west. I walked back to the 
refrigerator, and look out a two-liter bottle of while wine. 
I set it on the counter and brought down a water glass 
from the cabinet. 1 filled the glass with wine. As I had all 
day, I felt powerful, but my hands trembled, and my 
stomach was sour. 1 drank the wine down, in long slow 
gulps. It was the first food I'd had since Wednesday.
Jeannine came into the kitchen. She watched as 1 
drank the wine, and put the glass in the sink. She was so 
tired of my drinking, although I'd really cut it down a lot. 
She was wearing a burgundy velvet dress. It had fold after 
fold of material, but it was very short. It looked like a 
prince’s tunic. From all her time in the sea and the sun, 
her hair was closer to white than gold. With the light 
behind her, she looked very desirable. She was twenty- 
three. We had been married four years. I still couldn't 
believe that she had chosen me. She was so pretty, so 
sensible, she came of such good stock. Yet, with enthu­
siasm, she’d dived into the grab-bag hell holes where I'd 
lived with her.
We’d lived three years in Los Angeles, and she’d done 
much more to pull her life together than I had. I hadn't 
changed much, shuffling along in a civil service job in 
mental health, being a weekend hippie. My main vocation 
had been to get stoned. To me. drugs had meant a great 
deal. They had allowed me to stop trying, to let Karma 
direct my life. 1 was now using stimulants like speed, 
rather than depressants like alcohol. But the essential 
thing was that I was still getting through my days on 
chemicals. I'd stopped having friends who read books. 1 
had become too wise for books. Books were just another 
part of the straight world, which I'd grown beyond. Now 
my friends were people who had been out on their own 
since an early age, people who had withdrawn early in 
their lives from the world of schools and careers.
While I had been making these adjustments. Jeannine 
had gone back to school, and completed her Bachelor's. 
Advised by a curator at the County Museum, she had 
been accepted in an avant garde graduate program at the 
University of California at San Diego. She'd even gotten 
an assislanlship. Now here she was in the kitchen, 
watching her wasted husband as he got ready to rejoin 
his addicted friends. Over the years, she’d adjusted to the 
fact that I was such a bum. But in part of her mind. I still 
held my original promise, as a bright scholar, who would 
one day become a professor.
I went back into the bedroom. Bayard was shooting 
up Kenny. Kenny and Peter had gotten all the junk. Peter 
was slumped back against a wall, relaxed and vacant. As 
Bayard took oil the tie. Kenny closed his eyes and lowered 
his head. Bayard looked over at me.
"We can shoot up with reds, that's all that's left," he
said.
That was good enough for me. Just so it was some­
thing from a needle.
"I've never shot reds," I told him.
'That's okay." said Bayard “I'll show you."
Bayard was an evangelist about drugs. He'd turn 
anyone on to anything. Except dust. Only bikers and 
rednecks did dust. Bayard showed me how to empty the 
capsules out into a spoon.
"We need a bigger spoon." he said. "We'll shoot it all. 
That’s five apiece."
When the Seconal was in the spoon, he whirled in a 
little water with the needle, and used the tip to mix it. The 
powder soaked up the water. He shot in more water, 
began drawing the stuff into the syringe, and splurging it 
back out. Suddenly, it was all solution. He asked me to tie 
him off first. I wrapped the piece of surgical tubing below 
his biceps and made the knot. After he'd shot up, Bayard 
tied me off.
"Make a list." he said. “Boy. I'd kill for veins like 
those.”
1 was thin-skinned. My blood vessels looked like 
snakes. Bayard tapped a vein on the inside of my elbow. 
It popped right up. He shot in the reds. I pulled off the tie 
and unclenched my fist. I could feel a scarlet pulsing in 
my head, and everything seemed withdrawn and muted. 
There wasn’t much of a rush, though.
"Reds won’t give you that." Bayard said. "But you'll 
get off. Give them a while."
The party was in Echo Park, towards downtown. A 
guy named Bill was giving it. He lived in a six-family 
building. Bill worked at my Center. He was interested in 
me because he was dropping out. and he sensed that I 
had dropped out further. He was growing his hair and he 
had a bushy mustache. He wore jeans to work. He bought 
drugs from me, mainly ounces of grass from the kilos 
which Raymond Kekacs and I always had. From time to 
time, he bought a little of my speed. Bill had a graduate 
degree in sociology, and was trying to radicalize the 
mental health system. Most of his friends were political, 
and well-schooled. They looked like him, with mus­
taches, grown-oul hair, and granny glasses. Their girls 
wore the long straight hair, and had the glasses too.
Bayard, Raymond. Kenny. Sunny. Shelley, Peter, 
and Emily made quite an impression on these scholars. 
My gang had definitely not been to college. Bayard knew 
Moby Dick as a good movie. My gang's clothes made less 
compromising fashion statements. Bayard was all in 
black leather, including his vest and flat-brimmed cow­
boy hat. Kenny was in the same clothes he'd been wearing 
the week before. Sunny’s blouse was more a brassiere. 
She did not iron her hair. It was a curling, tousled, red- 
gold glory, that tumbled over her shoulders and back, 
down to her waist. Bill’s pals realized they were taking a 
giant step towards the counterculture. They offered wine, 
asked questions, made conversation. Peter's girl, Shelley, 
asked if they had any hash.
Bill said. "No, but I could roll a few numbers."
Shelley rolled her eyes. “Would you do that, please?" 
she asked.
The political girls didn't know what to make of 
Sunny. Her hair alone was enough to daunt them, plus 
she was wearing com plica ted makeup. She looked likean 
opera singer, not like Gloria Steinem, but she was so 
loaded that she was stumbling. Even Jeannine, dedi-
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cated as  she was to infiltrating the academ ic ranks, felt 
out of place.
“W hat do you do?” she  was asked.
"I pa in t." she said.
T h a t's  nice," a girl bleated weakly.
Bill's crowd mobilized and m arched. To them , fine 
a rts  painting w as bourgeois and  selfish.
At the party, the boys in our gang were a d isaster 
from the s ta rt. We were all so fucked up. We w eren’t high, 
or mellow, or cool. We were trashed  on downs. O ur eyes 
were rim med with red. it took a  lot to get our attention, 
and even if we could understand  w hat our hosts said, we 
could not m anage a  reply. We seem ed to be concentrating 
on m ysterious inner processes, which m ade the visible 
world irrelevant. Also, we were always bum ping into 
things, and we were touchy.
There w as a brief flurry of em pathy when Bill’s crowd 
discovered th a t Kenny was m entally ill. Was he getting 
good treatm ent?  Did the m edications work? Was his 
psychiatrist hip? But Kenny told them  that treatm ent 
m ade him sicker. He preferred heroin to Stelazine, and 
the only time th a t he saw  psychiatrists was when he was 
an  inpatient. Bayard added th a t both he and Kenny were 
patien ts a t the sam e C enter where Bill and I worked. One 
day. after consulting with me, he and Kenny had gotten 
loaded on cocaine, m arched into the office, and applied 
for services. Bayard told Bill’s people that, for him. the 
m ain benefit of C enter trea tm en t was tha t h is psychia­
trist gave him  Valium.
“Now all I do is deal drugs and  get stoned!” he said.
Bill and his friends exchanged uneasy  glances. 
Bayard did not seem to exemplify the bright new world 
which they were trying to build by taking ranks with the 
people.
At the party. I w as ju s t  impossible. My blood was 
soaked in Seconal, and  1 was lurching around in a dark  
fury. Everything th a t I heard  riled my tem per. I was 
forever on the verge of popping off a t somebody. Bill and 
his pals seem ed like stup id  w annabes, and  even if I was 
a w annabe myself. I w asn ’t as  stupid . Jean n in e  saw signs 
tha t I was losing it, and  cam e over to me.
“I’m going to clock one of these assholes, I told her.
Je an n in e  asked  me to try to stay cool while she 
talked to Bayard Although he was as  loaded as  anyone, 
he w as always the leader.
“W hat’s going on, m an?” he asked me.
“I’m mixed up .” I told him. “These people are su p ­
posed to be my friends. But they’re treating me like an 
alien.”
“An alien?”
Bayard liked the idea of aliens. He w asn’t so sure  
th a t being m istaken  for an  alien was a  bad thing. J u s t  
then. Kenny stum bled by. He had  been unrolling toilet 
paper all over the apartm ent, according to an  arcane 
design w hich existed in h is head alone.
“Fuck it, m an. let’s go to the beach .” said Bayard
So we left the  party. The whole gang agreed tha t it 
was a  good idea, even Jeann ine .
‘T hose  guys are  assho les.’’ she said.
Bill’s gang w as especially sorry to see our women 
leave. Even if the girls had  been bored, their presence had
suggested orgies. One of Bill’s crew had taken Shelley’s 
num ber. Shelley had been bem used. She was always 
open to new experiences. As we left the party, our 
contingent broke up. Jean n in e  w anted to be dropped at 
home. It was late, and  a school night. Peter and  Shelley 
had business up in Pacoima, so they drove off north . The 
rest of us piled into Raym ond’s big black Plymouth, for 
the run  to Venice. It w as the middle of the night. Everyone 
was quiet. O ur drugs were wearing off. Cruising on the 
San ta  Monica Freeway, thirty feet above the surface 
streets, we w atched the lights of the town flash by. while 
the hills moved more slowly behind them .
Finally we started  to smell the ocean. The palm trees 
were becoming shorter. Off to the left, the buildings 
looked darker and funkier. Over there was Venice. We got 
off a t the last exit, and  drove down W ashington. Little 
houses stood by canals. Los Angeles’ hum  was replaced 
by the sound of waves breaking.
“Let’s go see Stanley!" Bayard suggested.
Stanley was one of Bayard’s connections of long 
acquaintance. Bayard m ade it a  practice to drop in on 
him. He never knew w hat drugs Stanley had ju s t  re­
ceived.
Raymond protested, “Let’s ju s t  go to the beach."
Raymond didn’t w ant to buy more drugs. He was 
trying to leave the drug scene, and  to take Emily with him. 
But Emily w anted to go with Bayard.
“Come on. Raymond.” she  said. “Let’s visit Stanley. 
Then we’ll go to the beach .” Stanley lived in a  shabby 
hotel, abou t a block from the water. The six of u s  trooped 
up to the third floor. There were faded red carpets on the 
floor, and old, flowered wallpaper. The hall was dimly lit. 
The hotel d idn’t smell too good. Bayard knocked on the 
door.
“Stanley? I’m here with some people."
The door opened an  inch and we could see an  eye.
"Jesus, Bayard! T hat’s a  lot of people!"
“It’s okay. Stanley. They’re friends."
Slowly the door opened and  we filed in to a dark  room . 
Stanley held the knob with one hand . He was a big, tall 
guy, with an  in tense m ustache, and  h a ir cu t so sho rt that 
it was alm ost shaved. In h is o ther hand , he was holding 
a  pistol, with the barrel pointed a t the floor. He closed the 
door after us. The only light cam e from a  little kitchenette. 
Stanley eyed the group silently.
“How’ve you been. Bayard?" he finally asked.
Stanley was more involved in cocaine than anyone 
else Bayard knew. He was always paranoid, but there was 
nothing paranoid abou t his need for the gun. Stanley 
dealt in quantity , and  large sum s w ent in and out of that 
room. He needed the gun. He m ust have had a  lot of 
money, although you w ouldn’t know it to look a t him. He 
was dressed in arm y su rp lu s  clothes, and lived in a flea 
bag. T hat night, Stanley didn’t have any junk . Bayard 
had w anted Kenny to buy heroin. Kenny w as the one with 
the money. Bayard looked after Kenny. All Stanley had 
was cocaine. Kenny didn’t like cocaine. It m ade him 
sicker. “But this is very pure cocaine," Stanley told him. 
“It won’t m ake you sick." Kenny agreed to try it. It was 
already chopped, so Stanley ju s t  laid ou t a line. Kenny 
sucked it up. cleared his throat, and asked Bayard to try
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it. Bayard sniffed up a line, smiled broadly, and turned to 
Kenny.
'This is great shit! You ought to get some."
I don’t think the cocaine had made Kenny feel as 
good as it had made Bayard feel. Bayard didn’t have 
schizophrenia. But Kenny was grateful to Bayard for 
looking after him. He would buy the drug and share it 
with his friend, even if it made him sick. Sunny asked if 
the rest of us could have a taste.Stanley said "Yeah, as 
long it comes out of what Kenny buys."
Stanley was being stingy, but it would have been bad 
manners to say so. So we all got a little. It was good 
cocaine. Suddenly everyone wanted to go down to the 
beach and run around. As we were getting ready to leave. 
Bayard told me that I should ask Stanley about speed.
“I've got white cross flats," he said, meaning the ten 
milligram size. “A hundred for ten."
That was the going price. I paid that everywhere.
“Is it lower if I buy more?" 1 asked.
’’I'll sell you a thousand for fifty," Stanley told me.
That was very good price, about two months’ worth 
of die drug for fifty dollars. But I was a little short. Stanley 
was implacable.
’Til sell you four hundred for forty. If you have fifty, 
I'll sell you the thousand."
Finally Raymond Kekacs offered me the money I 
needed, in return for a part of the thousand. Although 
everybody used it sometimes, Raymond and Shelley were 
the only other ones in our crowd who took it consistently.
Then we were down on the beach. At Venice, the 
beach was a sinister place at night, with characters 
lurking around the playground, and in the bathrooms. 
People without homes, and passed-out addicts slept in 
the sand. We ran down to the ocean's edge. There was a 
nice surf, with breakers as tall as a man. They loomed up 
out of the darkness, showing phosphorescent when their 
tops broke into foam. It was April, so the water was 
freezing, but we didn't care. We stripped off our clothes 
and piled them at the high water line. Then we ran into 
the surf, screaming. God. was it cold. But right then, for 
us. cold was just another rush. Raymond wasn't a good 
swimmer, and in the dark, the breakers scared the girls. 
But Kenny, Bayard, and I swam out, to try to catch a 
wave. We swam past the breakers, and paddled on our 
backs for awhile. Even in the middle of the night, jets were 
taking off from lire Los Angeles Airport. To the south, we 
could see their lights, as they flew out over the Pacific. 
Finally, we realized that we had swum out too far. and 
that we would have to go back in closer if we wanted to 
ride waves.
I had done so much body surfing that I even could do 
it in the dark. 1 would come roaring into the shallows, 
riding the shore break. SomeLimes I would pile into naked 
Emily or Sunny, and my dick would jump up. Bayard 
wasn't very good at body surfing. He hadn't done it much. 
After awhile, I realized that Kenny didn’t know what he 
was doing at all. He was so drugged that he was having 
trouble keeping his head up to breathe. Just then, a 
breaker caught him. and he disappeared. Bayard and i 
swam anxiously through the turbulence, trying to see his 
head reappear. No Kenny. Oh, shit. We turned to tire
shore and yelled to the other three that Kenny was 
missing. No one could hear us. because of the surf, so we 
swam in closer and closer, trying to get their attention. 
Just as they heard us and turned around. we saw Kenny. 
He was standing in water only up to his knees. He was 
swaying. He was out of it. The wave that had caught him 
had carried him all the way in to the beach.
We were finished swimming. We were cold, detoxi­
fied, tired. I was going to have to be at work in three hours. 
We got dressed and trudged across the sand to the 
Plymouth. We stopped for a light at Venice Boulevard. 
Across the intersection was an LAPD black-and-white. 
We were perfect for a bust: it was late at night, we were 
young people in a bruised-up car. just coming away from 
the beach. If they'd stopped us. they would have found a 
lot of drugs. We would have been taken to jail. The light 
changed and our cars rolled past each other. All the time 
now. we were having these near-misses with the cops. 
Raymond swung onto the Santa Monica Freeway, and 
headed towards Hollywood. Kenny was smiling privately, 
and muttering to himself. Raymond picked up speed.
“God damn it Bayard!" Kenny cried. “I wanted junk, 
not cocaine!"
Bayard started to reason with him, but Kenny 
tugged at the car door.
“Kenny!" Emily screamed.
"Kenny!" Bayard yelled. “Stay in the goddamn car!”
Raymond was going about sixty when Kenny opened 
the door and lurched out. At the last minute, he must 
have decided not to die. for he caught the door frame, and 
swung around it. He held onto the door handle, with his 
arm through the open window, while he travelled back­
wards, his heels dragging on the pavement. Raymond 
was trying to slow the car down without skidding or 
knocking Kenny loose. Kenny was hanging on grimly, one 
elbow crooked through the window, the other arm 
wrapped around the door post.
Finally, Raymond was able to stop on the freeway 
shoulder. Kenny was still holding on to the open door. He 
was moaning. The backs of his shoes were gone, and his 
heels looked like red pulp. But we didn't have time to 
examine him. We had to get him into the car and be 
moving, before the Highway Patrol passed by. Bayard and 
I pulled him off the door, and carried him by the arms. 
Kenny was limp and crying. We put him in the back seat 
between us. With his knife, Bayard cut off Kenny's shoes 
and socks. Although they were bloody, Kenny's feet didn't 
look too bad. He'd lost a little meat, but we couldn't see 
any exposed bones. The feet had to be dressed, though. 
And cleaned.
We were on the part of Lhe freeway just below 
Hollywood. To our right was the ghetto. We pulled off, and 
drove down into it. to tire Crenshaw Medical Center 
Emergency Room. Kenny couldn't use any of the ER’s in 
Hollywood. He had unpaid bills at all of them. We were the 
only white people in the Crenshaw Center. Everyone else, 
at this hour of the morning, seemed to be a victim of 
violence. Shootings, stabbings, head wounds from beat­
ings. The doctors had plenty to do. Kenny would have to 
wait to be fixed up. Because his feet were so torn, the 
attendants put him up on a gurney. Kenny was feeling
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really bad now. He was crying and he was biting on his 
forearm to keep from freaking out. Emily had put her 
jacket over him. and she was standing by his head, 
stroking his hair. Bayard went up to die triage nurse and 
asked if Kenny could have some Valium. The nurse got 
permission, and soon Kenny began to calm down, i 
stepped out through the ambulance entrance. The sky 
was already light. Against the clouds, there was a pattern 
of telephone wires, and behind them, a series of houses 
with fake brick paper siding.
I went back into the ER. Kenny was still way down 
the list. I told the gang that I would have to leave for work.
Beside the Medical Center, there was a bus line that 
ran straight up into the part of Hollywood where I worked.
1 rode through the ghetto, up past USC, back under the 
freeway, and into Hollywood. The people who kept getting 
on and off the bus were all black. They were dressed to go 
to their jobs. I was dressed for work too. but only because 
I hadn't changed my clothes since I'd come home the day 
before. In the meantime. I'd taken them off to go swim­
ming, and Kenny had bled a little on the trousers. In my 
jacket pocket, 1 had a sealed pharmacy bottle, which 
contained one thousand ten-milligram tablets of 
dextroamphetamine sulfate. 1 opened the bottle, broke 
the seal, and removed the cotton. A couple of passengers 
looked at me. I paused to consider, and then took out four 
of the tablets. That left nine hundred and ninety-six. I 
swallowed the pills and waited for my stop. I hadn’t gotten 
any sleep that night, but 1 was confident that I would have 
a productive day.
On Beverly Drive, next to the building which housed 
my agency, was a little takeout window. There, I bought 
a ham and egg sandwich, I stood on the sidewalk, and 
watched the traffic and the people as I ate. The sandwich 
was the first thing I'd had since the wine the night before, 
and the first solid food I’d eaten since Wednesday. I'd lost 
forty pounds in the last year. When I was finished. I went 
into my building and walked up to my floor. I was early. 
I sat down in my office, and telephoned my wife. She was 
already awake. She was irritated, because I hadn't come 
home.
"So I suppose you didn’t get any sleep again." she 
said. "How long do you think you can go without sleep? 
You'll crack up."
I said, “Look, Jeannine. "You're right. I've lost control 
of my habits, and I’m not living a coherent life. I see that 
living with someone as fucked up as me makes it harder 
for you to keep your own act together. I'm acting like 
trash.”
There was a moment of silence, and then she said, 
"Well, there's no need to get sarcastic."
"I'm in earnest.” I said.
"You really are fucked up." she said. “You’re fucked 
up in how you live, and in what you do with your time."
"I have no excuse for going on like this," 1 said. “I 
should have you buy a straight razor and slit my throat 
from ear to ear. Then we would both be done with my 
mess."
“That's not what I want." she said. “I don't want you 
dead. I just want you improved."
“Do you think I can improve?" 1 asked Jeannine. “I 
want to."
“How should I know if you can?" she cried. “If you 
want to. you'll do it. Look. I can't talk any more. I've got 
to get ready for school."
“I'll be home after work," 1 told her.
“You'd better be. asshole." Jeannine said.
"Arm'd Right'
You wake up and feel like you’ve been glued 
to those sheets. You do change your sheets, 
don’t you? You stumble to the bathroom, 
void the rat, look in the mirror before you sit 
down on the throne, and the 100-yard stare 
slowly glazes over the bloodshot eyes. Who 
the hell is that in the mirror? It can't be 
you... but who in the hell are you? Panic 
sets in. You realize that the cells that take 
care of long term memory have taken a hit 
from a 144 rocket and most likely will not be 
on-line for a while. Well, no more. Wep- 
tronics can help!
The new transdermal “Persona" Implant 
and Active Memory Chip will solve your 
problems. Call our handy 800 number, in 
the old SAC building in Omaha, and re­
quest the Persona Memory Package. The 
next day. UPS will deliver our Memory 
Minder and Personality Delimeter Ques­
tionnaire. Take a couple of hours to fill out 
the form and tell us who you have been, 
who you think you are, and who you would 
like to be. Don't be bashful—all experience 
is grist for the mill. Put it all down, all of it... 
all of it. We'll score it and, using the latest 
in Chaos theory, come up with a proximate 
self. The “Almost You," we like to call it. We 
put it on a transdermally loadable applica­
tor. You take it out of its box, cock it. and 
hold it to your head, and pull the applicator 
“trigger." You will hear a soft “snick” as the 
chip slides under your scalp and finds its 
way to your higher cognitive centers... if 
any are left after your dissolute life. Making 
its connections automatically and quietly, 
the "Almost You" goes to work. It compares 
the many possible “Yous" with with who 
you should be and resolves all conflicts. 
Now when you get up after a night of'mares 
and debauchery, you can plug in the Per­
sona Chip and you will always know who 
you should be. Order now.... [Note: Ru­
mors of power source failure and total 
memory erasure are unfounded.]
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Jo u rn ey  I n to  t Iie  S u n s e t : ThE 
S u m m e r  o f L ove
JordanRivers. 13010SW84thSL. Miami. FL33183-4322.
The ocean sea was crystalline, placid and the continuous 
exposure to the hot sun was tanning my skin as I relaxed 
in the sands of Miami Beach, one more soul among the 
thousands of happy celebrants that were quickly gather­
ing in the area on this beautiful, hot and sunny Memorial 
Day.
This holiday marks the unofficial start of the sum­
mer season and today, in contrast with previous Memo­
rial Days, the weather in Miami was gorgeous. As I looked 
around. I noticed many families with their children and 
grandchildren, listening to their radios, cooking on their 
portable grills and savoring this day of leisure. To my left, 
there was a couple, perhaps in their late forties, with their 
family and friends and I couldn’t help listening to their 
conversation which revolved around their wedding day 
twenty five years ago. on Memorial Day, 1967.
Twenty five years, a quarter of a century! So many 
events had occurred in those two and a half decades. 1 
began to meditate about Memorial Day. 1967. and the 
most intense summer of my existence: one in which 1 
learned about life, the importance of home and family 
values and my duty as a human being to do what I had 
to. no matter what the price or the consequences were.
I had lived in Chicago less than a year since my 
family's arrival from Mexico in November of 1966, when 
my mother was relocated to the United States by the 
company for which she worked. Even though 1 was not 
new to the culture, traditions and social heritage of this 
country, the change was harsh and onerous.
The nation was confronting a cultural, social and 
political metamorphosis never seen before in its history. 
The Vietnam war was alienating the American society 
and family values were taking on new meanings, while a 
schism from the Older Order was making itself palpable 
to all. Afro-Americans, women and other minorities de­
manded equal rights and recognition, and civil strife and 
destruction were crippling large American cities.
I was raised in a liberal environment at home and 
from an early age, my parents taught me to oppose the 
idea of military intervention in a foreign country, by any 
nation, including our own. Thus, I became an outspoken 
critic of the Vietnam war or “conflict," as the politicians 
in Washington labeled it.
The idea o f genocide, war and destruction, was 
repulsive to me and by the time I was fifteen, when 1 
moved back to the States, my mind was made up: I would 
refuse to fight this war under any circumstances. If 
needed. I was prepared to go to jail.
The years of living abroad caused me to lose contact 
with most of my childhood friends and ! couldn’t enroll in 
high school until the next school year. So to fight the 
boredom brought about by not attending school and 
living in a strange city where I knew no one. I obtained a
job as a stock boy in a food store in Chicago. The company 
was the largest in the Midwest, and the pay and benefits 
were excellent, especially for a teenager like me.
There, I met a young man with whom I became close 
friends. His name was Ralph, ajunior at the Catholic high 
school which I planned to attend the following fall. He 
showed me the ropes around the city.
What initially brought us so close together was our 
mutual passion for music, in particular, contemporary 
rock. We were both musicians. He played guitar and 
organ, and 1 played drums, trumpet and was trying to 
learn how to play guitar. We spent countless hours at his 
house composing pieces and learning the popular tunes 
that hit the ratio airwaves of Chicago that summer.
Our dream was to start a band and be famous, just 
like the other groups that we heard daily on the radio. We 
tried to emulate local blockbuster bands like the Shad­
ows of Knight. Michael and the Messengers, The 
Buckinghams, The Crying Shames, and other famous 
Chicago area bands whose music hits were listed on the 
national charts.
The music of the summer of 1967 was fascinating, 
trend setting. The Turtles were at the top of the charts 
with “Happy Together." and on those lazy summer days, 
we soothed ourselves with the sounds of the Young 
Rascals' “Grooving" and Tommy James and Shondell's 
“Mirage." Laying in the sands of Foster Beach, admiring 
the cold and majestic Lake Michigan while watching the 
sail boats race across the water, gave a totally new 
dimension to the words of Every Mother's Son's tune. 
"Come on Down to My Boat, Baby."
That was the summerwhen Neil Diamond triumphed 
with "Thank the Lord for the Nighttime" and Frankie Valli 
serenaded young and old lovers alike with "Can't Take My 
Eyes Off of You."
The powerful sounds of San Francisco's Jefferson 
Airplane's hits "Somebody to Love” and "White Rabbit" 
and the romantic melody of the Association's "Cherish" 
were a blend too magical to ignore for two aspiring young 
musicians like Ralph and me. We couldn't remain still in 
the midst of so much ferment, wanting to be famous and 
determined to achieve that goal.
In this powerful and intense atmosphere we spent 
the first few weeks of that summer working at the food 
store during the day and touring the nightclub circle of 
the Windy City at nigh t where we searched for prospective 
musicians for the band that we were trying to organize 
and that would propel us to the top of the music world.
The event that changed our lives began to unfold one 
Friday in late June, when we purchased two tickets to see 
Neil Diamond's performance at the Cheetah, a popular 
concert hall on Lawrence Avenue in Uptown. At five, we 
arrived at the front door and joined a large crowd that was 
already there waiting for the doors to open. Almost two 
hours later, much to the surprise and chagrin of the 
crowd, the promoter announced that Neil had to cancel 
the show as he had suddenly become ill with the flu. After 
a few incidents of rock throwing, which resulted in 
several arrests by the police, the multitude dispersed.
The night, while driving home on Lake Shore Drive, 
radio station 89 AM-WLS, played a tune that was making
256
Biq Book
its debut in Chicagoland. It was a song by a newcomer 
named Scott McKenzie, called "San Francisco (Be Sure To 
Wear Some Flowers in Your Hair)."
The lyrics depicted an Eden like no other, a utopia, 
and at once we knew that the time had come when we had 
to decide our future. We either remained in Chicago, or 
we moved west, looking for fame, fortune and a heaven 
where we would actualize our musical and political 
dreams. The idea of meeting "Gentle people with (lowers 
in their head," as the song said, made that city veiy 
appealing, and in a few days we were packed and ready 
to go.
There were, however, other reasons that fostered our 
decision to leave our homes and families in a journey into 
the uncertainty of the sunset.
The news media kept the nation well informed about 
the peace movement emerging out of the San Francisco 
Bay area and we felt a duty to travel there to join others 
in Lhis epic to better the social conditions of our country 
and the world. It would be tough, we knew, but we hoped 
that someday our children and grandchildren would look 
back to their ancestors and hail our generation as the 
ones that saved their planet from the destruction and 
human pain caused by war and social inequities. It was 
a socio-political commitment to the world and to our 
families that couldn’t wait.
While it’s true that music was the initial hub of our 
friendship, our mutual concern for the social problems 
facing our society, particularly the war. solidified our 
comradeship and gave us a common purpose in life. We 
were inexperienced idealists, young dreamers deter­
mined to bring about victory for the cause that we 
believed in.
Breaking the news of this decision to our families 
was not easy, but surprising, not as difficult as we had 
anticipated. I received my family's support and blessing 
for my trek and was reminded that they would always love 
me, no matter what. Ralph's family reacted similarly.
We departed Chicago on board a Greyhound bus one 
Sunday morning and arrived at the bus depot at Freemont 
and Mission in San Francisco, three or four days later. We 
couldn’t believe our eyes. The city was beautiful, heav­
enly beautiful. It was everything that Scott McKenzie’s 
song depicted and we were thrilled to be there.
The terminal was filled with travelers, many of whom 
were flower children like us, innocent and friendly, 
eagerly looking for acceptance from the others. We were 
greeted by many strangers who smiled and in some 
occasions even gave us a flower. I didn’t know that in our 
society there was still so much love and affection among 
people and I was happy with my decision.
Ralph and 1 were wandering around the depot lobby 
carrying our guitars and bags when a couple approached 
us and introduced themselves. His name was Sammy, 
hers, Venus. I didn't know if these were their real names 
but it didn't matter. What mattered was that they offered 
us a place to stay in exchange for helping the others in the 
house with their work load.
We gladly accepted their offer and they drove us a 
short distance across town to a house near a park known
as the Panhandle, in the Haighl-Ashbury area, where we 
had our first real-life encounter with what the world 
commonly refers to as a Hippie Commune.
The members of this commune were convivial and 
close knit and helped us feel at home right away. Some of 
them were there because they wanted to get away from 
the oppressions of their strict disciplinarian parents, 
while others were trying to evade the draft and the war in 
Vietnam.
Still, there were some that were world dropouts, 
running away from responsibilities and without any 
useful purpose in their lives, like nomads that followed 
others not knowing or not caring to know why. What most 
of us had in common, however, was a firm belief that the 
country couldn't survive heading on its present course 
and that unless the citizenry took drastic corrective 
action, very soon there would be no Mother Earth for our 
future descendants to inhabit.
Almost all the tenants were known by a nickname 
and no one seemed to care what their real names were. I 
received the nickname of "Chico" and Ralph, “Music 
Man." Other flower children in our “family" included 
“Spanky." “VD," “Winnie," “JC." “Pills." “Guru" and many 
more whose names I have forgotten with the passing of 
the years.
Our days were busy and time went by fast. Early, 
after breakfast, the women did the domestic chores while 
the men went to work for the local merchants of the area 
who contrary to popular belief, liked us hippies and 
helped us the best they could. Without their contribu­
tions, which included food, medicines and even cash, 
none of us would have been able to subsist in such a 
harsh environment for too long.
During the afternoons and evenings most of us 
attended political meetings at the Panhandle or at some 
other location where demonstrations against the war and 
the system were held and where peace movement leaders 
pronounced ideological speeches that brought hope and 
encouraged our militancy. While these assemblies were 
peaceful, they were unpopular in the eyes of the “estab­
lishment." which perceived them as anti-American or 
Communist. Most of the time these gatherings ended 
with a violent display of force by the local police depart­
ment joined by supporters of the war.
As a result of the tyrannical show of force of the San 
Francisco Police Department, I often came home bruised 
and cut, as if I was a common criminal, when in fact, my 
only crime had been the exercise of my right to free speech 
guaranteed under the Constitution. The beatings and 
abuses degraded me spiritually and numerous times I 
cried in anger, but I felt it was well worth it. The future of 
this country and the world was too important to me.
Pain and humiliation were the brutal price that 
needed to be paid in exchange for hopes of a better life and 
everlasting peace in society. What an irony! Was this 
what our so-called "democratic society" defined as de­
mocracy?
Whenever Ralph and I found some free time from our 
obligations to the commune and the cause, we tried to 
establish contacts with producers and talent scouts that 
were looking for musicians for either new or established
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bands. However, the field was tougher than we had 
anticipated and even though we tried vigorously we didn't 
succeed in landing any auditions. A  few months later, 
rejections started to take their toll on our spirits and we 
realized that our dreams, musically and politically, were 
not being fulfilled as we hoped they would be when we 
started on our journey to this magical land of love, music 
and peace.
The enthusiasm that brought so many of us together 
started to dwindle and we convinced ourselves that the 
political movement was heading nowhere. Victory over 
the old order seemed out of our reach and to make 
matters worse, drug abuse and other calamities joined 
forces against us. Almost daily, someone in our "family" 
had to be rushed to the nearby health clinic, the victim of 
a drug overdose. On several occasions those children 
never returned and to this day 1 don't know if they lived 
or died.
Our efforts to stop the war and to make the world 
aware of the atrocities taking place in Southeast Asia 
were not as successful as we hoped they would be. In fact, 
our attempts, sincere as they were, couldn't compare to 
the propaganda that the “other side" was marketing on its 
behalf. The results were that our comrades were being 
beaten and injured by policemen in riot gear, who, 
assisted by politically paranoid people, saw in us a threat 
to decency, family and the American way.
Under severe pressure by some of the local leaders, 
the merchants that favored our cause were forced to turn 
their back on the young people they once supported and 
this resulted in severe scarcity of food and other means 
of survival. Soon afterwards, we were evicted from the 
house and forced to seek refuge in the streets. With the 
quarters and dimes that people handed out to us and 
with the help of local charity organizations in the Bay 
area, we were able to buy some food and other necessi­
ties, but decent human survival was by now almost 
impossible. Painful as it was. we came to the conclusion 
that the time had come to call it quits.
The paradise that Scott McKenzie sang about in his 
song and which Ralph and I searched for in that city 
became instead a living hell. The streets of the beautiful 
"City by the Bay" were now a scene from Dante's Inferno 
where drug dealers and pimps proliferated, making tat­
ters of children who saw drugs and vice as a way out of 
their misery and sorrow. Most kids didn’t have a family 
and a home to return to, or were too scared or ashamed 
to go back to them and ask for their forgiveness.
Their desperation, escalated by a bad trip on LSD or 
some other drug, led many from the streets of Haight- 
Ashbury, to the top of the Golden Gate Bridge, and from 
there, to the bottom of the frigid and shark-infested 
waters of the San Francisco Bay.
The neighborhoods became battlegrounds where 
those of us with long hair, earrings, beads, and other 
marks that identified us with the peace movement suf­
fered harassment and physical abuse. I was lucky be­
cause 1 was never arrested or fell into the tangled web of 
the drug world and I am proud to say that I never 
experimented with dangerous drugs, but my friend Ralph.
however, was not so lucky, paying dearly for his dream to 
improve conditions in society and his love for music.
We lived in the streets for the next few weeks, but the 
quest for social change was not the same. We were weak, 
defeated and with the fall season approaching, the bone- 
chilling rain fell on us almost every night while we slept 
outside the apartment buildings, covered by old newspa­
pers.
Our purpose was lost, the antiwar movement was in 
total disarray and we needed to go home in order to go 
back to school, get a job. or give our music another 
chance. All our options, however, had one common 
denominator—we needed to go home! I then realized, 
perhaps for the first time, the importance of having a 
loving family relationship as well as friends and relatives 
to lean on in times of pain and sorrow.
With some money that I borrowed from an old man 
who owned a pawn shop near 24th and Mission, I 
purchased two one-way bus tickets and took a Grey­
hound bus back to the Windy City, our home. 1 was very 
depressed and felt guilty for the failure of some of my 
efforts and for Ralph’s drug addiction, but I was also 
proud that at least I had tried my best to do something to 
help a cause in which I fully believed, and that to this day. 
still do believe in.
My consolation was knowing that 1 had participated 
in one of the most monumental efforts in our history 
aimed at bringing about peace and love to our society, 
doing asTimothy Leary preached in those days. “Turn on. 
Tune in, and Drop out." Now it was time to "Drop back in" 
and I was afraid that 1 wouldn't fit in. These fears proved 
wrong.
My friend and I arrived in Chicago on a cloudy and 
cold Saturday evening, one in which the gray skies of the 
upcoming winter covered the firmament. Our families 
were there to greet us but didn’t recognize us. We had 
changed so much. I had lost a lot of weight, from 
malnutrition and the perils of street living.
Ralph was immediately admitted to a drug rehabili­
tation hospital for a severe drug addiction and he would 
never be the same again. Although he is no longer a 
substance abuser, he is now a manic depressive under 
constant medication and has not left his house, alone, in 
years. 1 keep in touch with his mother and visit him when 
I travel north to see my family. I always leave his house 
with tears in my eyes. It is such a tragedy!
When I got to my house, I showered for the first time 
in days and slept soundly for hours in my bed. The 
following Monday, clean cut and shaven. I attended my 
first day of school and slowly began the adaptation 
process to readjust to my new life.
The days turned into weeks, months, and years. In 
1970 I graduated from high school at the top of my class 
and received a football scholarship to play for a large 
Midwest university. In my freshman year, due to a severe 
ankle injury, my football career came to a halt and in 
1971. I moved to Miami where I graduated from college. 
Here is where I have lived for the past twenty-one years, 
have a nice family and a good job.
At times I have wondered if it was a mistake to have 
traveled west that Summer of Love, but every time I think
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about it. I come to the conclusion that this was not the 
case. I am very proud of my effort and mourn the loss of 
those who succumbed while trying to improve the world 
in which we live. Many people to this day do not realize
our importance in history, when we journeyed into the 
unknown, alone, at such a young age, with nothing in our 
possession but a strong spirit and firm beliefs.
Twenty-five years have passed since that pilgrimage 
into the sunset, to the land of fairy tales, where young 
men and women died, physically or spiritually like my 
friend Ralph. I hope that thanks to our efforts the war was 
shortened and many human beings did not lose their 
lives for such an unworthy cause.
On this Memorial Day, as in the past. I reflect on our 
mission that summer of 1967, praying to God for the 
eternal repose of the men and women that died in the war 
and for their families, so they can find solace. I pray that 
God will forgive those government leaders responsible for 
such carnage, and 1 also pray for the flower children who 
traveled to San Francisco and other cities in search of 
peace and love, and who. unlike me. did not return in 
body or in spirit.
Those kids who died that summer deserve a special 
place in our hearts, as do the ones who died in Indochina. 
They too were Americans, advocating an ideal in which 
they believed.
As I awoke from this reverie to the voice of my 
daughter announcing that lunch was ready, I observed 
my son playing in tire sand with several newfound friends 
and I couldn't help wondering if they, too, will be required 
one day to travel into their own sunset, to experience and 
learn the mysteries and obligations of life as I did.
If fate has it written in the destinies of their lives that 
they must do so, 1 hope that it is for a goal other than to 
resist a war. Frankly, I do not think that we could survive 
another Vietnam “conflict."
Blood R a i n
B ill  S h ie ld s . P O  B o x  4 7 . Y o u n g w o o d , P A  1 5 6 9 7
The nights 1 walk around this apartment wishing bychrist 
the front door would swing wide & a man will walk in with 
metal jacketed rounds & put one right through my right 
eye. 1 don’t have the courage to do it myself but 1 have the 
desire.
My wife is sleeping with a bruised throat & an alarm 
clock. I have taken her kindness & eaten her dry. She has 
lived with my screams & nightmares about Vietnam for 
four years & there won't be many more. The end of this 
is coming, a matter-of-time.
I have no money, car payments, another ex-wife & no 
excuses. My brother & sister haven't seen me in years; my 
father may or may not be alive, it doesn't matter.
My kids are in another state; they know my voice on tire 
phone. Three alive, i buried one.
1 was a young man, 18 years old, before I saw my first dead 
body. Might as well have been a carp, for all I felt, a carp 
with one eye poked out & mutilated fins. A small girl in a 
nameless Vietnamese town, all of six homes & six fire­
places... everything coated in mud & war. A thin pig was 
chewing on her half a leg. grunting as it tore into her.
The guy next to me had been in the Nam for five months. 
He killed the pig: we all ate it later & it tasted fine.
No spirit of a dead girl flew into us.
Just hog.
I tore off chunks.
That whole year was death & mutilation: everywhere I 
looked there were bodies piled up. smeared in lime, 
waiting on the bulldozer. People in villages were missing 
arms & legs, napalm burns.
No one ever wrote about war & described how the bodies 
farted & belched for hours after their demise. Yes. Hours 
of very human sounds come out of very dead bodies & the 
rats that come to eat don’t mind a bit. They'll eat good. I’ve 
seen with my eyes bodies, laying on concertina wire for 
hours & rats shaking their bones to pieces.
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\ sat for days, once, on a river bank, waiting to kill a man. 
I shit myself, I pissed myself, I waited & the only thought 
I had was how bad I wanted a cigarette.
Every movement slow, exaggerated in its slowness, I shot 
the little bastard. The blood came out of his neck like 
water out of a water pistol; he died bone innocent of me.
I sat a while longer, lighting up a Salem & smelling myself. 
It wasn't a bad moment.
4
That image put me in the VA hospital for a couple of 
months.
The bodies never stopped coming. I'd shoot one & another 
took his place; blood spurted out of fifty men’s heads & 
into the filthy My Tho river. Fish boiled the surface, 
bathing themselves in human gore. I never stopped firing.
I was sitting on a couch in New Hampshire, sneaking out 
at night to get milk. etc. at the 7-11... I sat there for weeks, 
seeing bodies pile hundreds of feel high, popping caps at 
everything. Everything died. Personally.
A
Even the fucking ground was dead. We'd ride patrol boats 
down brown rivers & see cracked, brown mud & swamp 
without vegetation for miles... hours. The occasional 
bush or tree would be all that was left in acres of mud & 
swamp.
No animals, no people. Dirt falling into an already filthy 
sewer.
It was a good place to be.
No one & 1 mean no one ever bitched about Agent Orange; 
I could've kissed Dow Chemical on its corporate ass. It 
trimmed the wings of that nasty ghost hummingbird: Mr. 
Charles. But it was damn sure strange to look at all those 
miles of the Sahara Desert in the middle of a jungle.
But if I had known that the defoliant was going to kill us. 
I’d have taken the Cong on without a weapon & a 
mouthful of spit.
When my own daughter died of exposure to Agent Or­
ange. I did load up weapons into my Escort & lit for the 
corporate headquarters of Dow & Death.
& that's another story.
*
Heads on a pole, heads on a pole, heads on a pole—it got 
rhythm, as close to hell as you can get.
The head shrinks a little without the body.
I shrunk before it, stuck on a bamboo shoot, staring at it 
for minutes; my mind switched off, totally numb to my 
eyes. I went quietly insane before it. way beyond horror, 
beyond mutilation: my buddy. Bill Appellen. stuck a 
cigarette in its mouth & took a 35mm picture with his new 
Yashica. Other guys posed with it. pictures all around.
We left it there. The maggots had already found it. 
crawling through its ears. No one would touch it—the 
scalp already starting to lift from the head.
Walk on, Trooper.
*
It was when I was first married & children were crawling 
the rug: my oldest daughter on my lap as I rocked her to 
sleep in the front room of our rented trailer... my wife was 
a ghost of a woman, the kids sucking the soul right out 
of her body. She must've been asleep at the time.
I took that child of mine & a.44 under the trailer with the 
bugs and spiders. Actually dragged an old air mattress 
under there & some kid's toys. Candy bars & Kool-Aid. It 
was the most secure place 1 had been since Can Tho city, 
looking through the mobile home skirting. A  loaded.44 & 
a child that depended on me—I had it down stone cold.
My in-laws came a few months later & took the kids & 
took the wife; I hated them. Americans with no scars 
swinging the flag. Every asshole got the same wrinkles.
*
Jim Davidson was a fool.
We were doing a sweep of a village, about twenty of us 
circling around some hooches, walking in with weapons 
set on maximum rock & roll; the light was fading & steam 
was heavy on the jungle floor... this little kid came 
running at us... we screamed for him to stop, goddamnit 
stop! & he kept on, heading for Davidson, who was 
screaming with the rest of us.
The kid ran right on top of him & pulled the satchel charge 
on his back, blowing Davidson into the weeds in pieces.
I don't know why we didn't kill that kid.
Her legs were curled behind her in an old. old chair, a dog 
at her feet & a glass of Tang on the small table.
She had been steadily vomi ting blood & vodka in to a towel 
for an hour; the ashtray was filled with Camels floating in 
her stomach acid.
I walked over & gave her a kiss on the cheek & said: Mom.
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4
A small room with curtains separating five beds. Men 
snarling motherfucker whore slut cunt slope gook cunt... 
a fist connecting with a whore’s face. You paid your 
money, you took your whore.
I was on my side looking at this woman, no more than 16 
years old & bad dead to any emotion: we were a good pair, 
a couple.
Her arms abscessed from heroin, nasty nasty puss sores 
& red streaks running up her arms. Poppy eyes. She 
hadn’t felt the last hundred men that jumped her four-ten 
frame. I don't think she even knew she was pregnant.
He was going to die if I didn’t cut his throat with a Bowie 
knife.
We were in a helicopter coming back from a mission that 
failed deep in blood; guys gut wounded screaming above 
the sounds of the helo blades: I slipped once on the 
sandbags on the floor, so coated in blood. I was walking 
on ice 1000 feet in the air. Morphine syrettes all around... 
battle dressings already soaked clear through with blood.
& one guy turning blue, holding his head. A round had 
gone right through his face, broken his jaw & shot the 
teeth right out of him. His tongue blown off & laying in his 
airway. No air. no life.
I cut him asshole-to-elbow & stuck a piece of surgical 
tubing in his throat... a fancy tracheotomy. His color got 
better before he fainted.
Mine never got better.
4
Couple nights ago I was dead, locked in tight with the 
arms of war, asleep on my bed here in Youngwood PA. The 
firefights are always more vivid, more precise in their 
brilliance, the bone chips of the Viet Cong damn near 
glow in my walls.
1 felt cold steel on my left eye. a strong pressure & a smell 
of gun oil.
My wife had straddled me. pinning my legs to the bed & 
a gun to my head. 1 never saw her face, it was so black. 
I didn't struggle.
The words came from the grave: No more, Bill Shields, no 
more. & she pulled the trigger.
Of course. I died.
I feel no different.
4
The last five minutes of my first marriage were 6:30 to 
6:35 on the edge of a snow bank. My ex-wife screaming 
at me not to come back without a refrigerator & I didn't.
4
They never heard a damn thing: we slithered into the 
hooch & put a round into the old man’s head without even 
his wife stirring next to him.
On the way out, I rigged a white phosphorus grenade to 
the door—letting it hang on monofilament line—so when 
they woke up in the morning & opened the door, the 
grenade would detonate. They'd burn to death. They did 
burn to death.
We went back a couple days later to see how they were.
A dead Amerasian baby floating down the My Tho river... 
I was on a barge, stuck right in the middle of the river, 
sipping a coke & watching the sunrise. The guy on watch 
shared a joint with me: we were listening to an 8-track 
tape of the Jefferson Airplane, wishing tochrist we were 
back home getting our share of that free love & dope.
That baby ran into the piling, then the current took the 
body downstream. Those tiny blue eyes were looking 
straight into hell.
A
He had sat next to me in a veterans' rap group for six 
months, a big bear of a guy barely thirty yet married twice 
with three kids. He talked less than me—I liked him. So 
many of the guys sitting there loved to talk about the 
Nam, missing the adrenaline & the firepower... men 
stuck forever at a point in their life, gauging everything to 
one experience. Hell, I'm guilty of that too. But I was quiet, 
so was this guy.
The VA let him out of the violent lockup ward once a week 
for meetings. He had tried to strangle his wife & child one 
night, mistaking them in the dark for Vietnamese.
I understood that—done it myself.
He was an okay guy.
My father had been drinking & spitting out teeth for days: 
our mother was gone, off to see her parents & the old man 
had been carrying a bottle with him since.
He took a swing at my little brother—he must've been six 
at the time—& that small boy threw an ashtray at the old 
man's mouth, meeting teeth & lips.
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If that man is still alive, he’s carrying those scars.
My brother grew up to be a computer programmer who 
drives an old Ford & blames his fucked life on his own 
kids.
A
200.000 prostitutes
879.000 orphans
181.000 disabled.
1.000. 000 widows.
19.000. 000 tons of herbicide.
1.500.000 farm animals killed.
9.000 hamlets destroyed.
Vietnam.
1 came home to Western Pennsylvania in the middle of 
snow & freezing rain; two days before I had been loaded 
into a plane in Saigon, flipped the bird against the window 
& sweated in the air-conditioning room. Took three 
Darvon, rushed them down with coffee. Stopped in 
Hawaii, stopped in San Francisco, where they missed 
finding the pot I was bringing home. Caught a commer­
cial flight to Pittsburgh, then caught a commuter flight to 
my home town. 11pm. Only passenger.
1 didn’t have a coat & the terminal was closed. I popped 
the bottle of Darvon: three more. Washed those bad boys 
down dry.
The headlights of that Dodge Dart were slow in coming; 
maybe 1 waited half an hour, maybe longer, standing 
under the roof of that little airport lounge, A four- 
cigarette wait. Bad shakes for a boy acclimated to 100 
degree jungle.
They showed. My brother grinned from behind the wheel: 
"Didn't think we was going to leave you here alone, eh 
fucker?"
My mother passed me back a beer.
A
I spent that first night home, alone in the living room: the 
lights turned off, watching tv & sipping coke, munching 
chips. The family dog sniffed all the Vietnam off me. I fell 
asleep on the couch.
My brother took a pound of my pot & disappeared to a 
friend’s house; my mother went to her room.
1 woke up in the basement, crouched in the comer for 
movement, a rush in the dark. I almost killed that damn 
dog & he didn't even know it. I
I cried for myself down there in the dirty clothes; yes I did, 
furious that this is what 1 came home to. Nothing but 
myself.
*
The third time I splintered the door with my knife my 
mother drove me into Pittsburgh, the VA hospital, where 
they prescribed Thorazine to keep me calm enough to 
finish out my 30-day leave & return to the Navy.
1 hadn’t been home for 72 hours before someone tried to 
sedate me & succeeded.
I found my Purple Hearts the day after we buried my 
mother. We were cleaning out her dresser & they were in 
her jewelry box—thrown in like a bad thought, crumpled 
next to her wedding band. They had been there for nine 
years, lost.
There were letters tucked in the bottom of the box, love 
letters from a guy she was engaged to in WW1I & a 
newspaper clipping about his death in France. He hadn't 
been a hero, just a grunt eating metal.
I threw it all away, stuck the whole mess of that dresser— 
underwear, sweaters, pants & memorabilia—all of it in 
the trash. Purple Hearts too. & a half-filled bottle of 
Gilbey’s. My sister took the rings.
He had been fifteen feet away & just plain evaporated into 
a red fog, a blood rain. Caught a rocket square in the 
chops.
Somebody had lied to the boy; I know John Wayne lied to 
him. 1 know Kennedy lied to him. I know he lied to himself, 
playing a stupid hero, when all that gets anyone is dead.
I pulled a sliver of his bone out of my face. That was the 
biggest piece of Serge Riviere we ever found.
His mother got a flag.
He's probably still sitting on top of the tv at home, a nice 
frame around the picture.
My first memory of childhood is a wounded rabbit that 
our family cat dragged in the kitchen: that alley cat had 
a grip on its neck that no man could shake. The bunny 
cried like a child & died by the stove. 1 stood with the 
family and watched it. There was so little else to do.
A
No one ever spat on me.
But 1 didn’t wear my uniform much.
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My sister didn't speak to me until 1975. She became a 
public accountant and forgot she ever slept with a black 
man. danced at a love-in & hated the Vietnam war. She 
married an attorney, had two kids & a Volvo. It's a life, she 
says.
I married her in Rockville. Maryland, pronounced guilty 
by a justice of the peace: hell no, I didn't love her & 1 didn't 
love myself but I did feel the need for a round-eyed woman 
with brunette hips. It takes five minutes to get married & 
a lifetime to get her voice out of your ear.
She came from a shithole in Minnesota with abusive 
parents; I was going to be more of the same.
The honeymoon lasted five days at a Motel 6 in Jackson­
ville, Florida: she left for home. I stayed with the Navy.
I’m still sending checks for those damn kids.
*
1 totally fucked my first killing, a side of beef hanging at 
the grocery store is carved with more finesse.
The team had walked from the river, a good two blind 
black miles through jungle, into this village that was 
tucked between paddies. Hard core Viet Cong ville, total 
commitment. A  quiet town at 2:15.
I caught movement to my right, about 100 feet from the 
nearest hooch, & I smelled him. He was cautious, noise 
disciplined, walking his perimeter. I stalked him slow, 
downwind.
& I came up on top of him, my knife slipping off the back 
of his head, stabbing him in the shoulder. My hand was 
in his rnouth, cutting off a scream & I stuck him again, 
ripping his entire throat open. Hardcore cat, he fought me 
down: I was on my knees when the knife wen Lin perfectly, 
right in the back of the head.
I was coated in his blood & the bugs ate me alive; it was 
the first spinal cord I ever saw.
Two we eks before she died, I carried my mother out of a 
restaurant bathroom: she had passed out on the pot, ice- 
cold. I thought she was dead. She pulled her head up. out 
of her chest saying of-course-I’m-okay & 1 carried her out.
When she passed out again at the table, we ate our meal 
as she slept with he mouth open.
She had her chance.
Rochester Minnesota. A town with boarding houses & 
chemotherapy patients walking the streets. Mayo Clinic. 
You come there when your only other option is the grave.
I pulled my daughter out of a children's hospital in 
Minneapolis, packed her in the car on a Sunday after­
noon with plenty of blankets. Wind chill of 75 degrees 
below hell. I held her forty pounds & drove.
She lasted four days on the pediatric oncology war. The 
leukemia won on a Wednesday & she died holding my 
hand.
I left town with three days left on the room.
I can be such an asshole. I came out of the shower, raging 
inside, thinking of my past & the fools who've inhabited 
my body & I broke the shower rod & smashed the mirror 
with my hand. 1 heard the door slam shut—my wife has 
been through this many times before. Just a stupid 
moment. I have many.
NO AMERICANS BEYOND THIS POINT—that’s what the 
sign said; a beat-up sheet of plywood hanging across the 
river between Vietnam & Cambodia.
You are now entering Cambodia.
Deatli doesn't care where you fall: its hands are always 
open.
I like the anonymity of a pancake house, sitting alone for 
hours under bright fluorescent tubes, sipping ouL of a 
bottomless cup. My clothes have stuck to a lot of booths.
No one has ever asked for my name.
Five of us joined the sendee right out of high school: two 
in the marines, two in the army, me in the navy. 1969.
Bill Striclder died at the siege of Con Thien: Timmy Dolde 
died in the Iron Triangle: Big Jim Schomer killed himself 
in a rented room, the needle still in his arm: Ed Schomer, 
the badass Green Beret, died in 1982 of six different 
cancers that ate his brain & his bones. Not one of us 
survived.
A
Not one bit of romance in a small room, a writer cutting 
his wrists for the goddamn words as the cockroaches fuck 
in the soup bowls. Bukowski is wrong.
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A bed on the floor, a typewriter on the landlord's table, 
two pairs of pants, four shirts, a couple of shoes, books 
& a boom box. That's all I owned, everything. Nothing.
I've lived to slam the keyboard: the words saved my life 
when there was no, absolutely no reason to wake up in 
the morning. I'd fall asleep on the floor trying to believe in 
a god enough for him to take my life. In the morning. I’d 
mail out poetry submissions. The first magazine that 
published me—Murder's Work—I stuck on the wall; it 
was horrible but my words were buried in it.
I'd go work in the morning at a print shop, work the eight 
out & catch the bus home at night. A bowl of Campbell's 
& a sandwich. Fight the rage & the guilt, make the words 
better than a movie, better than a picture.
Years. Many typewriters.
I'm still doing it. busting this whore word processor 
against the fucking wall when the words leave me: it's all 
that matters, the words.
I never felt my finger be ripped off my hand. We were in 
grass six feet high, laying in the swamp mud as a full 
platoon of Viet Cong were leapfrogging us, going from one 
body to the next, sticking them with a bayonet. On our 
backs, a.45 in one hand & a knife in the other.
Screams from the wounded: the Viet Cong broke noise 
discipline talking to each other, confident they had us 
dead & our bodies stripped. A flash of black pants & 
another man would scream. I heard one asshole laughing 
with his pal as they moved to my position.
I waited, my hand shaking the.45 wildly: they came 
behind me. quiet then as snakes & the youngest shot a 
round at me, hitting my hand as the older gentleman 
jabbed a bayonet at my face. I shot the young man right 
in the goddamn head, he was never going to see his 
sixteenth birthday: the old man flat slithered away.
We went in there with ten men. Five men came out 
wounded, carrying five dead.
*
I loaded an M-14, two white phosphorous grenades, a 
Browning semiautomatic shotgun, a Ruger.44 magnum 
& 2.2 pounds of C-4 into my Ford Escort. Ammunition 
went in the back seat, covered over by my daughter's 
blanket. A Visa card & a Rand McNally map. I wasn’t 
planning on living long enough for a change of clothes. My 
daughter had been dead only a few days: I was going to 
kill any one directly involved with developing Agent 
Orange at Dow Chemical, methodically spraying the lab 
walls with their body parts. No more reasons, no more 
excuses: the Greyhound bus line to hell was on time & I 
was driving with both hands on the wheel.
Called my ex-wife from the road, outside of Madison. 
Wisconsin, apologized for ever being a father. She said 
nothing. I was right.
I drove for days not reading the map, charging gas at ever 
small town station that took a credit card. I lost my fury 
to kill around Muncie. Indiana—it’s that simple & pa­
thetic—I just didn't have the heart for any more killing.
They're some lucky motherfuckers.
My sister's first husband hung himself. My mother, sister 
& brother found him hanging from the shower rod on a 
Sunday night. My sister had spent the weekend with the 
family & came home to find her husband, swinging from 
a towel, shit running down his legs. The coroner ruled it 
an accidental suicide: the insurance money paid for her 
business degree.
She had her nest egg.
He disappeared.
A sick unit, that old father-in-law I had: he molested both 
of his infant daughters—& his father, their grandfather, 
joined in their obscenity. I didn't know this till I had been 
married to her for over a year.
I never liked the son of a bitch; he never liked me. 1 was 
the one that knocked up his daughter. Sorry, sir—did I 
beat you to it?
She still called him Dad.
I would've called him dead.
Terrible nightmares... my daughters running through 
rice paddies dressed in black pajamas, carrying AKs, a 
bandoleer across their chests. Feet splashing up water. 
Their voices are Vietnamese.
I watch them lie in ambush for hours, crouched on the 
jungle floor, mosquitoes biting their arms & faces. They 
kill the same American patrol each time, take the weap­
ons & cigarettes & walk off into the swamps.
They eat handfuls of rice under a triple canopy of junkie; 
all my friends are back there with them, dipping into that 
rice, reading letters they stole from the Americans' bod­
ies. One of them is from my mother.
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Take a  break: there  a re  years  full of days th a t are calm , 
no th ing  good or bad  h ap p en s, ju s t  walk right through 
them  like bu tte r. C ash  the paycheck, send  a check & get 
the oil changed. A s tack  of cans  in the  cupboard , a  loaf of 
fresh b read  & a  s in k  full of dirty  d ishes. Years of not 
looking p a s t the living room couch. Then. One day the old 
lady in front of you in the  grocery sto re  ca tches a round  
in the  head  & the sa p p e rs  com e craw ling up  the aisles. It 
begins to feel like hom e.
4
I can  still rem em ber w aking u p  in different houses, 
different beds, different wom en sitting  next to my father. 
My m other spend a  few years  in the  alky hospital w hen I 
w as five o r six: the  old m an  w as the g uard ian  of the war.
My b ro th e r & I really liked the one redhead  he spen t the 
w eekends w ith... b righ t red lipstick, orange h a ir  & a  Pall 
Mall laugh . She had  a  couple of d au g h te rs  we shared  a 
bed w ith.
The old m an  sm oked cigars in h is  ’56 VW, h is hand  on the 
knee of w hatever piece of m eat w as sitting  there. My 
b ro th e r puked all over the  back  seat; I joined him 
som etim es. We a te  m ost m eals a t  Howard Jo h n so n ’s.
I d idn ’t recognize my m o ther w hen she  cam e to our door. 
We h a d n ’t seen h e r  for two years: it should  have been no 
su rp rise  to her. We left, like sheep. A new town. A wom an 
nam ed  Mother.
The old m an  shou ld ’ve m arried  th a t redhead .
4
Com ing b ack  from one m ission. I a te  a  face full of Delta 
w ater, felt it squ irm  in my m ou th  before I swallowed it & 
I still swallowed it. I had  sw eated my fatigues white un d er 
the  a rm s, w hite down my chest. Hell yes. I d rank  it.
& got a  sw eet case of w orm s, a  couple of big buggers laid 
in my gu t. eating  their cud . S pen t a few days a t the 
hosp ita l a t  Vinh Long w here they m onitored my bowels, 
coun ting  the  skele tons of w orm s. I could’ve kissed each 
one of them  for the  vacation.
Everybody on th a t river h ad  an  itchy b u tt  from worm s, it 
cam e with the filth. T hat'd  keep you aw ake at night, 
scra tch ing .
We gave them  su ch  good food.
4
High school, the  factory for teenagers. Hit the  timeclock, 
change sh ifts  with the  bell. B us the w orkers in, bus them  
hom e. Institu tional toilet pap er & lunches. The rich kids 
had  a  clique; the  jo ck s had  a  clique; the  creative kids had 
a clique; I h u n g  w ith  the w hite tra sh  on the periphery, 
pu ttin g  in time on the line. Sm oking in the  restroom s.
O ur girlfriends had  chipped front tee th  & sm elled of the 
projects.
A lot of my friends dropped out, headed  for the  garages & 
body shops early. The diplom a m eans no th ing  when 
there’s  a lot of road & no gas in the  car.
I played football & it played pussy .
Joey  B runerr cam e hom e after h is  g rad u a tio n , d ressed  in 
the ren ted  black robes & p u t h is  d iplom a on th e  kitchen 
table. The first kid in the  family ever to g rad u a te  high 
school; h is father handed  him  the draft notice th a t cam e 
in the m orning mail. He left for the  arm y factory a  week 
later.
4
The slow dissolve of a  m an & a w om an... you sim ply stop 
talking ab o u t the  fu tu re  & th in k  ab o u t it alone.
Everything I owned had been throw n down the  step s , my 
d resse r draw ers open & my clothes hang ing  out. Neigh­
bors w atched from their w indow s a s  I loaded up  my truck . 
The w om an inside had the stereo  tu rn ed  u p  load b u t 1 
could h ea r h e r  laughing on the phone. I p inned  a  twenty 
to the door with a  note th a t  read  only:
Sorry.
4
Mary. I w as bygod happy to see your head  poke ou t from 
you r m other’s legs the day you were born . You ripped 
your m other asshole-to-elbow ; it took h e r m o n th s  to heal 
from your shou lders. I w as ecsta tic  having you. b u t kid. 
frankly I w ouldn’t have cared  if your m other had  died on 
the table.
W hen I left for Vietnam , you w ere five days old.
It w as my second time in -coun try  & my last.
We did som e killing. I sp en t h o u rs  looking a t your 
hospita l p ictu res. You were one cu te  ch ipm unk . Still are. 
I w ish you knew  me.
4
Suicide is bu llsh it, a  goddam n vile lie you w hisper to 
yourself w hen the horro r of life weighs m ore th an  the 
graveyard. No one suffers b u t you. & you dead.
I had  less th an  1 /3 2 n d  of an  inch  left on the  trigger pull, 
the  barrel pointed right in my m outh : bodies lay on top of 
the  b u n k e rs , tw enty VC h u n g  from the  wire, a  claym ore 
had  blown a  stack  of m en all over the  field. The ARVN th a t 
were left were dam n  few. We w aited on the m edevac for an  
hour: senselessly , m en died all a ro u n d . VC & ARVN alike, 
bleeding g u ts  in the  sand .
2 6 9
V iet  Nam G eneration
A body moved on the wire & I shot the little bastard.
I really wanted ouL of there, in an airplane seat, or a bag 
with my name tag on the toe & I almost made it home. The 
funeral home already engraved tire stone.
She was 23, a registered nurse, worked the steady nights 
& owned her own home. I was the boyfriend that moved 
in. I don't know why she let me—she wanted so much 
more than my memory. She was no looker but a steady 
attraction.
1 stayed a few months till I caught her looking at the walls, 
waiting on my Viet Cong to slither through & I left her 
without a word.
She had nice curly hair, a quiet laugh & a scar on her right 
leg; 1 don't remember her name. She liked to face the 
window when she slept.
1 didn't sleep much.
Childhood was Vietnam retrofitted.
The old man never saw the turtles, never heard the blade 
hit their shells; naw. he ran the mower right over them. 
I spent hours in the backyard finding pieces of small 
turtles. Of course, I shouldn't have let them out of the 
aquarium. 1 never said a word to my father.
Same thing with bunnies and ducks we were given for 
Easter. They were damn cute in their food-colored fur— 
blue, purple, pink—& they'd last till the family hated the 
mess.
I'd find bunnies & ducks strangled in the garbage can. No 
one ever talked about it. all those temporary animals.
*
A new guy, a fucking new guy big time OD'd on smack. 
I was cleaning a shoLgun outside the barracks when they 
grabbed me. rather they grabbed my narcan with my 
body attached. The kid was new—all of a week in- 
country—but was learning quick, at least a dozen needle 
bruises in his arm.
Laying on the floor, next to his rack, the kid's lips were 
blue, the nail beds were blue; I tied him off & slid the 
needle home, loaded with narcan.
His buddies were playing cards ten feet away, using a 
makeshift table covered with a blanket. Not one looked at 
him. He was new, totally expendable.
His color got better & he came around.
He did it again the next day & died on the floor, a middle- 
of-the-night ex-junkie. His name is on the Vietnam 
Veterans Memorial Wall.
4
I never had a headache till my tour down in the U Minh 
Forest: sick puke headaches, laying on my back in a 
mangrove swamp feeling the arteries pound in my head 
& the puke running down my mouth. 1 remember being 
so sick that I couldn't hold my head up, hearing sounds 
in the bush no animal could make & hoping it was Uncle 
Charles come to kill the pain.
I was in the hospital for a month before they found an 
abscess on a lobe of my brain. I still have headaches.
The house smelled of urine; no family member would own 
up to it but there it is, a carpet stinking of human 
excrement. I knew my mother was sick.
She’d laugh embarrassingly—oops!—& a dribble flowed.
You had to live there if you wanted to visit.
Friday nights we scrubbed the carpet with a brush & a 
bowl of Lysol. A routine & not thought about. I kept a 
cigarette burning between my lipsjust so I wouldn't smell 
it.
I'll spare her—that’s enough.
*
The second time 1 came home from Vietnam, my wife had 
moved back to Minnesota. I took a taxi—a paycheck's 
worth—to her apartment.
She was asleep. I rang the buzzer hard. She came out in 
flannel pajamas, her finger to her lips to be quiet. I was.
I walked over to the crib & saw my daughter, a big girl 
sucking her thumb peacefully. We had coffee in the 
kitchen: 1 walked outside to have a cigarette. The baby 
woke up a while later & my wife gave her the teat. Seven 
months old & already hungrier than two tits. My girl.
She moved the baby in with her. 1 had the living room. The 
dog had the run of the house.
All I saw were people leaping for helicopters & the ARVN 
shooting into crowds. I was pretty comfortable with that.
I have few friends, no one dying in my arms & no one 
sleeping on my couch. 1 don’t visit myself much either.
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I’m com fortable w ith a  tv. a  stereo & a  wom an. The Viet 
Cong a re  my guests  in th is apartm ent. I like their voices 
in the  m orning.
I work blue-collar, punch  a clock for a  living & my legs 
ache in the  evening. A sim ple m an.
B ut I do keep the door unlocked, both doors unlocked. No 
one h a s  ever walked through them .
4
My ex-wife‘s s is te r found God & the Baby J e s u s  a couple 
years ago. After laying flat-on-her-back for a hundred  
back sea ts  of used  ca rs  & six abortions, she opted for a 
chu rch  pew.
Her d augh te r is in a  foster home, h as  been for five years. 
Her son lives a t g randm a’s. Both kids are  by different 
m en, ne ither pay support.
She m arried a young m an, a C hristian , a few m onths 
back  & they desperately  w ant children. Immediately.
He bought a m ini-van to ca rt the kids around  in.
4
I w aited two h o u rs  for the  VC tax collector & he kept to his 
schedule  & I kept to mine. He died. He w as carrying a  full 
sack  of p iastres, levied from the villages he threatened.
I kept th a t m oney—bought a woman & some dope.
I’ve alw ays supported  the local economy.
On a  river patrol we found sam pans full of everything: 
radios im ported from Ja p an . Chinese arm s, heroin, 
people h idden, tons of m arijuana going upstream  to 
Saigon & som etim es medical supplies stolen from our 
loading docks.
We learned early on to keep what we wanted: a  friend of 
m ine had  four pounds of 100% pure heroin hidden on his 
boat. He lived long enough to buy a new Cam aro when he 
got hom e to Cleveland, then  he a te  the windshield.
4
Big black jungle. It’ll hold you in its arm s & cru sh  the life 
right ou t of your heart. A little like closing your eyes 
tightly & seeing the inside of your brain . Maybe see the 
worm eat right through.
A sm all explosion 200 m eters to the right, a flash of 4 th  
of Ju ly , the an im als tu rn  quiet. Another explosion, this 
time 225 m eters to the right. Relax, the guy firing the tube 
doesn’t know w here you are. It’ll get noisy in a little while, 
close your eyes, look a t the  stars.
& when you finally fall asleep in th a t pitiful hole you dug, 
you’ll never hear them  coming.
I promise.
4
I w as born an  alcoholic to an  alcoholic, addicted via Mom.
I had  been told my b irth  weight w as light & th a t I had 
spen t a few m onths in the hospital. It w asn ’t till I w as 34 
tha t my sis te r gave me the tru th .
I detoxed in the hospital w ith an  umbilical a ttached . No 
AA for newborns.
4
Middle of the  night laying in bed, staring  a t the  digital 
alarm  clock & hating  my life, dreading the fu tu re  & not 
feeling the wom an next to me. I go to the bathroom , piss 
& then  dig in deep under the covers, pull the b lanket over 
my head.
I’m beyond tears, beyond any sorrow: I’ve looked all the 
ghosts in the eye & faced my cowardice, my dishonesty.
I never look away.
I pu t my hand  on my wife’s hip & she pulls it away. You 
go into hell alone—I know that.
Sweet dream s.
4
He would scream  Motherfucker! over & over in a  firefight. 
runn ing  stra igh t into enemy fire, popping caps m ethodi­
cally as  a  time card. I saw  Hal Wolfe pick a  m an stra igh t 
up in the a ir with his bayonet then  shoot him  in the heart.
You had  to love him.
It w as h is third tou r in the Nam: it was my first. He had 
been there since ‘67. steady, no R&R for th a t boy. Three 
years stra igh t in the bush . Wife divorced, kids forgotten, 
Hal w as the goddam n war.
He liked killing personal, a W inchester sn iper rifle with 
scope or Starlight. He’d lay ou t in broad daylight under a 
camouflaged H essian cloth in an  open field & w atch the 
bullet en ter the head & the exit the head. Next.
Barefoot, he left no boot tracks.
He w as still there when I left.
4
He w as insane, totally sociopathic & I loved him  like a 
father. Pete R aster owned a  p rin t shop on the  edge of 
M inneapolis. Every press, ever cam era, ever cu tte r  &
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folder, all of it, borrowed or stolen from another printer. 
1 worked for him for three years.
His wife had cancer of the throat & answered the phone 
whispering “printing"—it sounded like a grunt & a cough 
coupled together. The paper companies wouldn’t deliver 
paper because of his credit. We borrowed trucks to go to 
their warehouses with cash.
He moved eight times in three years; the man paid no rent 
for three years, none—he'd equipped the presses with 
eyebolts so we could forklift them out. I helped him move 
eight times. He changed the name o f the company each 
time.
No taxes, no payroll, really no company. We split the cash 
each week. On a bad week, he'd sell a piece of equipment 
for a little folding money.
We worked seven days a week for maybe three hours a 
day. ate all our meals in the shop & watched a tv when we 
ran the presses. It had the smell of a heaven.
His wife eventually died & he moved all the stuff down to 
Phoenix in the middle o f a Saturday night, owing the 
landlord four months of back rent. He opened another 
shop & he’s sleeping with a schoolteacher who just 
happens to have a bit of money.
Dad.
1 spent the middle 70s reading Reader's Digest con­
densed books & raising my daughters; I looked forward 
to my disability check from the VA each month.
Every six months I went for a physical. It was the only 
time I met oilier Nam vets: all of us sitting on benches at 
their disability clinic, smoking cigarettes & waiting for 
our name to be called. The doctors were bored civil 
servants. A little clerk gave us travel pay home. It was 
senseless, but we needed the signature on the govern­
ment check.
Lots of one-legged, one-armed men in that room. & fury.
The last time I reported for a physical they had security 
guards in the waiting room.
Christmas night, 1969. I’m in the opthalmologist’s chair— 
Can Tho City—an army clinic, my head locked into a slit 
lamp machine, my chin resting on a cup. A young doctor 
gingerly pulls small pieces of metal out of my left eye.
OurPBRhad taken some wicked fire as we rodeupalarge 
canal 15 miles north of Can Tho. A rocket had exploded 
right next to the boat & 1 went overboard unhurt & 
unarmed, maybe a bit stunned. The crew was in the
water. Two more boats came out the canal, blasting every 
living thing in the ville with cannons. A South Vietnamese 
Navy monitor pulled to twenty feet of the bank & laid in 
with its flame thrower. Small arms fire came from the 
jungle. None of us were killed—a few of them were 
burned. One of the boats picked us up in the water.
I slept through the night but couldn’t open my eye in the 
morning. I caught a ride into town with some Seabees.
The doctor numbed the eye & poured in a fluorescent dye. 
Then he pulled the minute splinters out. I stayed in my 
rack for two days, puking the pain away. Happy holidays.
4
Easter Sunday & I was in the woods, firing a.410 shotgun 
right into the face o f a small fox. Fourteen years old & 
carrying a shotgun, I was a typical Western Pennsylvania 
kid.
He was tough, tougher than any deer. He shook his head 
& snorted, walked on. I shot him again, blowing the legs 
right out from under him. That gun was tough too.
I walked those woods till dinner & had something to show 
for myself. I skinned it & threw it away.
One leg shorter than the other & deformed lungs from 
polio, Ray Augerman was still an asshole. I slept with his 
wife on Wednesdays.
She was a beauty, legs right up to her ass & tits that 
would take out an eye. Her one kid didn’t ruin her vaginal 
muscles. It was lovely.
He caught me & her in their bedroom, naked as chimps. 
He had an old old Smith & Wesson pistol dangling by his 
side: I put on my pants & waited on the grave. He never 
fired—he cried.
I'd have cried too if I had to sleep on that wet spot.
A
My Aunt Carolina was a recluse, lived in this small red 
brick house in Point Marion: I don’t remember her face 
but I did help clean the house when she died. One 
bedroom with a man’s portrait on the wall, a tiny living 
room & no tv. She spent years—at least fifteen—having 
groceries & liquor delivered. My mother would try to visit 
her. We sat in the car with the locks down & she talked 
to my aunt through a screen door.
I remember the insignificant.
She cleaned her false teeth with bleach. Her brand of 
cigarette was Chesterfield s. She had been married once
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but the family never knew or met him; it lasted less than 
a heartbeat.
That's all 1 knew—nothing.
That house was immaculate, as if she never lived there 
one day. Just spotless.
*
95% of Vietnam was just hours pounding against the 
human clock. Boredom, miles of mud & water. Flick a 
Salem into the water & watch it float downstream.
The horror always came unexpectedly, in a package 
wrapped so tightyou couldn't take your eyes offofit. After 
the burned & mutilated bodies stopped blinking, your 
dead best friend would pull up a seat & spend the night 
with you. talking out of a contorted face & no mouth at all.
After the first month you pulled deep into yourself.
I used to check my children in the crib, touch their face 
& feel their breath on my hand. I was never sure they were 
alive.
So wonderful, legs hanging out the door of a helicopter 
flying 800 feet over the heads of farmers, people bent over 
the rice. A good breeze, the smell of paddy water & that 
big ball sun. Recon by air.
It took a committed man or woman to take a potshot at 
a helicopter; the Viet Cong in the Delta were committed 
but not stupid. They picked the shots, the ambush, they 
didn’t lose much. They liked to leave us alone, let the 
boobytraps suck us dry.
Charlie didn't have helicopters.
Ghosts don’t fly.
*
Plain of Reeds. Always death in those swamps & canals, 
always. The VC owned it day & night; they had no 
weekends off. We mounted missions in there & people 
died every fucking time. Leeches & water snakes. I saw a 
guy get sucked so deep into the mud that it took a 
helicopter to pull him straight up—his boots & pants still 
in that cesspool.
Charlie loved it in there, miserable terrain & filth. He 
knew how to dig in. We found a company headquarters in 
an offshoot of a six foot wide canal, actually had to swim 
into it. They had already left—to god knows where—but 
they left some food, some rice & fish heads.
We took rubber rafts & skimmer boats down the swamps 
& canals, using a radar at night to guide us. It was 
senseless—we were lost more times than not—no matter 
how many we killed, it changed nothing. It was one hell 
of a killing ground.
4
A riot in the Pittsburgh Federal Building the day I enlisted 
& went to boot camp. The guys that had been drafted into 
the army refused to take the pledge & busted up the 
waiting rooms, smashing plastic chairs & fake wood 
tables against the walls.
Federal marshals were called in & they came in breaking 
heads. Those draftees still didn’t pledge undying love to 
the country; they left on a bus to basic training.
I was on the other side of the hall, the Navy & Marine 
Corps side. We had all enlisted & were ready to die in our 
innocence. They nodded their heads in agreement & we 
took an airplane to Chicago.
The war began.
I liked Saigon, been there a couple times visiting the Navy 
Exchange & had ordered a new Olds 442 through the GM 
rep that had an office there. A great deal, pick it up soon 
as I got home. If I died, my brother could have it.
It was sweet. Nineteen years old wiLh a big engine & a 
cooler in the back. Bronze paint, rally wheels. Hurst 
shifter. Pop in an 8-track & a two-legged woman. I put 
3,000 miles on it in a couple weeks. The motor blew 
outside Baltimore & I left the car on Lhe side of the road. 
Just walked away.
There was something very wrong with me.
4
My hands had been going numb & the headaches were 
increasing in frequency; I had a skin rash down my legs 
& I was snapping apart with anger.
1979. The VA wasn't owning up to Agent Orange. I had 
tire symptoms & didn't know it. My semiannual physicals 
were good, with elevated liver functions.
A year later we took my youngest daughter to the doctor 
for a flu she couldn’t shake: her blood test came back 
leukemia. Good remission rate with leukemia, they told 
me. They didn't say little kids died. She started chemo­
therapy. just out of diapers. 1 can barely write this, 
thinking of her in a hospital bed. bald & crying: I was 
insane with grief long before she died.
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He wasn’t paying attention & my IV was backing blood up 
the tubing: I was on the medevac sandbags adding my 
fluids to the slime.
Two buddies helped me in there minutes before, my IV 
bag was thrown to the floor. I was just a leg wound, a no­
big-deal. no ticket home. The guy right next to me—an 
army trooper from a unit that got waxed—was absently 
tugging at a piece of his intestine, trying to stick it back 
in the hole. I never saw a grayer face. The corpsman 
slapped a large dressing on his stomach & hit him with 
Morphine.
1 pulled the IV out of my own arm & got a taste of that 
morphine. They could’ve sawed my fucking legs right off.
They were friendly, Jack & Faye Olson. Lived right across 
the street from us in Norfolk & they helped furnish our 
house with used junk when we moved in. barely married 
a year.
He was a Navy lifer right at the end of his twenty. Jack saw 
the coast of Vietnam from an aircraft carrier. He & his wife 
liked Uncle Sammy well enough to cash his checks for the 
rest of their lives.
Our wives were instant sisters. We got along just fine—I 
gave him gas money every week & we drove to the base in 
his big black Buick till the day my wife showed off our 
bedroom to Faye & she noticed the trail of bloodstains 
leading to the bathroom.
I drove myself in 1972.
*
My mother had been home only two weeks before I found 
the first hidden bottle. 1 dumped it out & sat Mr. Gilbey's 
on her night stand. I
I had saved all the bloody rags she had vomited in, a stack 
of white wash cloths & towels turned permanently pink 
from her esophageal hemorrhage.
She waved me off.
I came back months later & every cupboard & drawer had 
a bottle stuck in it. The old lady was always a mover.
A
l rushed her into the mall, so damn cold outside that my 
eyelashes formed icicles—really. The windchill was 45- 
below-nothing but my daughter wanted a Baskin-Robbins 
ice cream. I had wrapped her up tight, barely a face
sticking out. I covered her with a blanket. She was right 
attheend ofher leukemia—what she wanted. 1 madesure 
she had.
The little kid ate the ice cream cone, then another. Gulped 
them down. Her gray eyes were big but the circles under 
them were huge.
She sat in my lap as I had a coffee. I ticked her very very 
lightly: her ribs were sticking right through her skin—so 
emaciated I could see the blue veins in her face.
But it was a good moment. One of the last.
A
Delayed Stress Syndrome.
He was a new kid. a helper on the press next to mine, 
barely nineteen with a mouthful of snuff. He was going to 
spend the day dipping ink out of a press, changing plates 
& loading paper—sweating bad for the minimum.
& he dropped a carton of paper to the floor—it must've 
weighed a good 150 & it exploded. I went to the floor, 
looking for the mortar flash. Ready, real ready for a 
firefight. My heart pounding my ribs, goddamn adrena­
line closing my throat & vision.
I remembered where I was & it embarrassed me so much 
I walked over & squeezed his neck hard, warning him.
Delayed Stress Syndrome.
No way out o f the grave. I’m going to ride this whore 
Vietnam straight down the ovarian death: I don’t think 
about the war, it thinks about me, loves me. holds my face 
in its charred arms & grins.
Eveiybody I knew is dead, fucking gone, alive only in my 
mind: 1 have this terrible responsibility to keep them 
walking, fill their veins with blood & move their lips. I got 
to count on these words.
This is crazy. I’m still reliving firelights that existed for 
only minutes—mygod. I’ve thought about them & seen 
them behind my eyes for hundreds of hours. Some of the 
horror cannot be mouthed. There are no words to de­
scribe a scream.
Maybe I would’ve fucking blown it without Vietnam. 
Most probably.
But I don't know why every relationship I’ve ever had with 
a woman has turned to shit soup. The only constant is 
me. I don't have the stomach to look at all the lives I've 
mangled.
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I have two.44 mags under my couch & one more in the 
car. They ease the pain. One day they'll take all the pain 
& drive it down to the butcher shop.
All day I fought suicide & 1 won. I've nailed my right hand 
to this chair, sLuck my knife right through it to the wood. 
I type with the other.
Because If I’m not bleeding, it ain't worth the reading.
1 know nothing else.
P o e tr y  by DAvid VanciI
The CarnIvaL ELepHant's BuiuaI
They had to cut a hole in the parking 
lot and dig the pit with bulldozers, so 
Edith, the troupe’s remaining elephant, 
could perform the ceremony, pushing 
Danielle’s dark, slack bulk over the edge 
to slide and then roll down the deep incline. 
Dressed in rumpled khakis and smelling of 
fresh hay and his own sweat, her old trainer 
recalled how Danielle used to filch Edith’s 
fruit when her back was turned. Blended into 
shadow, he longed for sudden, absolute 
escape—cool rain, the sound of truck motors, 
a florid place lacking all forms of gray, 
the ability to forget all names.
TNe HoivtEsick P atroL
II Corps, Republic o f Vietnam, 1969
One of my fingers hooked into the belt
loop of die guy leading me to a place
on a green map—six numbers that marked our
spot. While fat mosquitoes waltzed in my sweat.
a bitch-moon watched me move with an evil
eye. Behind me my sergeant counted on
me to get him home, clinging close. He glued
his ear to the hissing black radio
and stuck his mouth to the mouthpiece, ready
to report. I was the lieutenant. So
I practiced coordinates, while like a blind
man. I followed our unfamiliar host
down a well-worn trail, praying for quiet,
praying to walk on through the inky night.
The  Th iN q : F irst Date
I'm the one who's supposed to be brave 
when, askew, the camera slants upward 
and shadows creep into the doorway.
But my legs jump onto a seat sticky 
from spilled cokes and greasy popcorn.
1 scream just like a girl. She giggles. 
Feeling wan and weak. I release my grip. 
On the other side, her uninvited friend 
jokes about cold hands and warm hearts. 
I want to strangle this creep from hell 
and abandon her mangled form 
in the gloom for another customer 
to stumble over, her bulging eyes 
bespeaking horror. When the silly 
twit suggests 1 plant a kiss on willing 
lips, I demur. 1 long to kill everyone 
just like the creature parading 
across the screen, knowing I'll never 
call this girl back again, certain 
she and her weasel friend will wile 
away hours wondering why I never 
kissed her lips, know they’ll squeal 
I screamed like a girl in the Bijou.
David Vancil, 920 Windsor Road. Terre Haute, IN 47802. 
Vancil served in Viet Nam in 1969 in Khanh Hoa Province 
as a military advisor. He is working on another project, 
The Sanest Man in Vietnam—a fictionalized memoir o f 
a year in the life o f some MAT and district team advisors. 
In 1992 he se lf published a collection o f  poems, The Art 
School Baby.
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P o e tr y  by Marc S wan
Wild Horses SoiviEThiNq O n THe Moon
Standing before the Wall 
Michael's hook captures 
the orange fire of dusk 
raised high 
in a smart salute 
to a time in his life 
to this day
he doesn’t understand
The quietly grazing 
water buffalo 
he felled
with a single shot
Wild horses 
running in a pack 
singled out 
and cut down 
with the puncture 
of his bayonet
A solitary figure 
working a patch 
of desecrated soil 
spun completely around 
by the rap beat of his m60 
as a snowy white egret 
flew straight ahead 
into the morning light
I told the old man 
with the 12 pack 
of Busch I liked his cap 
that read Retired Marine
Later
in the bar next door 
he told me
about an early morning run 
into the lowlands 
outside Khe Sanh
Hunkered down in a rice paddy 
mud up to his ass 
leeches sucking him raw 
when it hit
Forty guys getting the shit 
hammered out of them 
calling in the jets 
strafing the fuck 
out of that place
Afterwards the trees
looked like something on the moon
I guess that stuff lulled more 
than trees he said 
picking up his 12 pack 
heading for the door
Marc Swan writes: I live on Cape Cod. In that short, warm period they call summer here, my partner. Dianne Holcomb, 
and / host a series o f  poetry readings fo r local writers. My poems are appearing in Chiron Review, Epiphany, The 
Oglala Review, Owen Wister Review, sub-Terrain, West Wind Review and Wormwood Review, among others.
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K ick iisq  t He V i e t n a m  S yncIrome
Thomas Meade
“Vietnam was a fucking outrage."
“It was a goddamn, fucking tragedy. Everything about it 
was fucked. Its reason, our country's reaction; you guys 
did the best you could and our country let you down." 
This guy swears more than me.
“Fuck America!" I screamed.
High functioning is how they refer to us. That's how 
the staff refers to the guys with PTSD. There's just seven 
of us on this ward that holds twenty-four. High function­
ing is understandable when you compare us to the other 
seventeen patients on the ward. General Psychiatric, 
they're called. Hah! I've finally had my opinion of general 
officers validated. General psych patients are your run of 
the mill schizos and psychos. Our ward is called a POD. 
It's rectangular, with the patients' rooms on the outside, 
dining room, bathroom, showers, nurses’ station and 
doctors' offices occupy the interior. “The Pit’ is what the 
rest of the hospital calls our ward. PIU is feared and 
loathed by the rest of the hospital. And the guys with 
PTSD are feared and hated by the general psych patients.
MEds
“Would you like to come and take your MEDS, Mr. 
Meade?” Jennifer asks. She's been assigned to me. She's 
in her junior year of nursing school and PIU is one of her 
classes. The first thing they teach the student nurses at 
PIU is the application of drugs.
“Thanks, I'm fine, Jennifer." 1 answer while looking 
up from my morning paper.
“What does fine mean, Mr. Meade?" she innocently 
asks.
“It means Fucked Up. Insecure, Neurotic and Eccen­
tric," I answer. I'm feeling feisty this morning. MEDS is 
short for medication. Besides chow, it’s what the general 
psych guys crave most. Pavlov, my foot. No one has to ring 
a bell for those guys. From 8:30 to 9, every morning and 
evening, as regular as the swallows coming to Capist­
rano. like salivating dogs, the wackos gather in front of 
the drug room to get their fixes. All I get in the morning 
is a vitamin pill. You see, I’m not crazy, just stressed. 
Psychos get all sorts of good doses. General psych guys 
are mellow. That's probably why they hate us PTSDers. 
We're always raging and ranting.
Ft. Miley is a teaching hospital. In addition to 
student nurses, we also get psychiatrists doing three 
months of a four-year residency. It took just one walk of 
the grounds at Ft. Miley for me to see the profound 
symbolism in the place. Ft. Miley was once a real fort. Old, 
circular bunkers of smooth concrete, build one hundred 
years ago. now lie abandoned. Long haired kids, on skate 
boards, now randomly patrol over and around the con­
toured, smooth cemented revetments. Gun positions 
that had guarded the southern entrance to San Francisco
Bay. still cover the sea side of the old fort, but the guns 
and crews are long gone. I feel a vague, low intensity 
stirring in my gut. 1 remember a place long ago called Khe 
Sanh, with such a fog and many large guns. Yes. it made 
perfect sense with the old gun positions and the student 
shrinks. So Freudian.
D r . NquyEN
Devon and I are sitting together in the dining room 
at dinner when in walks this new guy. Ron. He's shaking 
so bad his food tray rattles. Devon and I have known each 
other for years. We both did group together at the San 
Francisco Vet Center. Devon is a chef who also got his 
PTSD fired up behind the Gulf war. Ron had just spent 
the last month next door at the SA1U (Substance Abuse 
Intake Unit). Ron has a hyperactive thyroid called Graves 
Disease, the same thing Bush has. Ron also has PTSD. 
He is shaking real bad. He's due to be operated on for his 
thyroid, but they're also concerned about his PTSD. 
which he's never addressed. A PTSD cherry, we call them. 
“Did you see your doctor?" Devon asks Ron, then looks 
over at me with a nasty smirk. We both know he'd just met 
Nguyen. He's in shock.
“You mean the fucking gook?" Ron jerks and says. 
He is shaking so bad he almost spills his tray. “Yeah. I saw 
her. I saw her." he repeats. He plops down heavy, on a 
straight-backed chair. Ron's shaking real hard. He digs 
a fork into his food. "What the fuck is going on?" he asks. 
"Why are they fucking with my head?” he pleads.
Ron has just had his first session with young Mai. 
Psychiatrists are in charge in mental wards. Mai is a 
resident psychiatrist doing a three month tour at PIU. 
Mai Pho Nguyen is also my shrink. I like Mai. but the 
bloods seem to have a big problem with her. Both Ron and 
Devon are black. "Where were you in Vietnam, she asks 
me," Ron says to Devon while trying to stuff some mashed 
potatoes in his mouth. His fork bangs against his face like 
an electric toothbrush gone berserk. "Why in the fuck do 
you want to know where I was in the Nam?” Ron contin­
ues. "I told the bitch 1 was in 1 Corps," Ron says, white 
potato scum circling his mouth and starting to run. He's 
shaking real bad now. “The fucking bitch didn't even 
know where I Corps was," he says, then gags.
"She was only eleven when she left." I say in her 
defense. Mai got out in '75. Her dad worked for the U.S. 
government in Saigon. Takes guts for a Vietnamese to 
face a bunch of angry Vietnam vets. Mai did it with dignity 
and courage.
Biq MikE
I like Michael. I’ve always gotten along with gunfight- 
ers, Namgunfighters. anyway. Mike was with the First Air 
Cavalry. He's my roommate and had three weeks in. 
before I arrived. Mike is also a PTSD cherry. Besides his 
PTSD, he’s also in the hospital to have his gut looked at. 
He got gut shot in Nam and his stomach’s been acting up 
lately. Ft. Miley is jerking Mike around. They’re giving 
non-service-connected surgery priority. Mike goes on
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and on about how Vietnam guys have to take a back seat 
to World War Two guys getting their hemorrhoids and 
prostates done first. Mike also went full blown PTSD 
during the Gulf war. Like me. he hates the VA and stayed 
away as long as he could.
When Mike got out of the service in '69. he dealt with 
his war trauma the best he could. He worked down in LA 
as a bouncer for about sixteen years, “it's the way I dealt 
with my aggression." he explained. “I worked mostly 
redneck bars," Mike said. "1 busted heads and got paid, 
just like Nam."
"So why did you finally come in?" I asked him one 
night as we sat alone in our room.
“Cause I’d quit drinking about eighteen months 
earlier and all the Gulf bullshit was eating at me. What 
really did it was my five year old daughter. She finally 
made me see the light," he said.
"'Why are you always so angry. Daddy?’" Mike said 
rather softly to me. "She sat on my lap and looked me 
right in my eyes.” Mike looked real sad. His long blond 
scruffy hair and beard couldn't mask his sorrow. He 
quickly regained his composure and continued. "Yep, 
Tom. it took my five year old child to finally get me to 
admit that I'm PTSDed.”
Jean
They knew i was a writer when they admitted me. I 
was sent to Ft. Miley for having homicidal and suicidal 
tendencies and thoughts. I didn’t want VA drugs. I was 
afraid they would ruin my creativity. I was wired and 
pissed off when they admitted me. Atavan is what they 
prescribed. Atavan is a downer, a tranquilizer. "I prefer 
Atavan to Thorazine." Rikko said to me one night while we 
discussed his preference. "But. ahhh. you know how 
doctors always want to have their way," he said. Like 
Rikko. Jean is an RN. Everyone in PIU gets assigned a 
primary nurse and they gave me Jean.
She'd break out in song whenever she felt like it, 
which was often. Besides being an RN she also did plays 
and musicals. She convinced me to give antidepressants 
a try. 1 had been so nasty that they had me on downers 
the first week. At the start of the second, at Jean's urging, 
I decided to give Nortriptyline a try. Nortriptyline is a 
mood enhancer. The first night I took it, I took off.
"Is there anything I can do for you, Mr. Meade?” 
Dennis the night nurse asked. He had been watching me 
from the nurses' station adjacent to the day room that 1 
now paced in frantic fashion. It was four a m  and the rest 
of the ward was still.
"Yeah, scrape me off the ceiling," I said, while 
nervously pacing. Woo. was 1 high. Going from downers 
to uppers can oveijack you. It did me.
Jean stopped me in the hall the next day. "How do 
you feel?" she asked.
"I'm still flying," I said.
“It takes time," she said.
"We talking about wine?" I cracked.
Test MoNkEy
Robert has a scam going in. He is treated like royalty 
in PIU. He has his own private room, no classes or 
meetings and all the food he wants. All he has to do in 
return is let the VA test new drugs on him. Mice or 
monkeys can only give so much feedback. With psycho 
drugs, feedback is essential. We're not dealing with face 
creams or lipstick, where test results are obvious. Feel­
ings take telling.
I'm not sure what types of drugs they were using on 
him. Robert was supposed to be psychotic, but he didn't 
act it. He always talked rationally and he certainly 
seemed more intelligent to me than Quayle. Robert was 
supposed to be a bona fide nut. but he didn’t fool me. If 
he's nuts, so is Bush. They just both understand the 
system and how to play it. Crazy is someone like Wild Bill.
Wild B ill
He had been a radio operator for an artillery forward 
observer during the Korean conflict. He looked to me like 
the character who played Dr. Zorba. Bill had wild eyes as 
well as hair. He is also a vegetarian. Wild Bill is bone 
skinny, white, clammy looking. Word on ole Bill is that 
he's been psychotic for years. He lived with his mom. She 
died recently. Bill freaks and stops eating everything. PIU 
tries to transfer him to a board and care facility. Bill loves 
it at PIU. Bill loves giving away food. It is customary 
during meals to offer what you don't want on your tray to 
the dining community. You could always tell the boys 
who were in behind crack. Those shaky suckers would 
take anything, sugar, butter, crackers.
"Does anybody gots anythings they can give?" a 
shaky, reed-thin guy desperately implored one night 
during dinner. It takes a couple of weeks of serious eating 
to purge the crack from the system. "Ah man, dem vegees 
ain’t gone hack it." the guy said to Bill's offer. "Eyes need 
some meats."
Devon smiled at me. “Uh huh," he said and nodded. 
“Another crackhead, pretending he's crazy just so's he 
can eat for a few weeks."
Bill is a very gentle wacko. One day we were doing 
relaxation therapy with Jerry, a recreational therapist. 
"We have to be careful that our minds don't get captured 
and carried away forever." Bill cautioned. Bill’s eyes went 
extra wild just before the lights were turned off. Just after 
the music on the mood tape started, Wild Bill got cap­
tured.
“Imagine yourself floating above a beautiful blue 
sea," Jerry said. Synthesized music on Jerry's little boom 
box softly played in the background. It was pitch black.
"Jeriy, please turn on the lights," Bill pleaded in the 
dark. “Please, Jerry, turn on the lights, now!” a very 
frightened Bill called out unseen. Jerry hit the switch and 
Bill stumbled out of the room. Bill showed no anger, but 
fear was riding him hard.
When Jerry doused tire lights and sLarted in again, 
I said in a panicked voice. "Jerry, turn on the lights, 
please. Now, Jerry, now."
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BAck to  D ruqs
I’d walk by sometimes and Robert would be in the 
evaluation room with his shrink, going over his reactions 
and feelings concerning the latest drug he had tried. I 
could just imagine him doing a lake off on one of those, 
make me puke, wine connoisseurs. All yes, it's a young 
drug, bit fruity, with fine tooth. A little whoosy around the 
edge. Tasty. A very tasty high."
Lee
"1 shit my pants every time." Lee said. His blond 
mustache twitched in time to his nervous grin. Lee has 
bright blue eyes and long, thick blond lashes that accen­
tuate his madness. Lee radiates madness. Lee had been 
a door gunner on a Huey and did several tours during the 
Vietnam conflict. “Did any of you guys shit your pants 
too?" he laughed and nervously asked. Lee was asking 
about combat induced bowel movement. Lee has a laugh 
that starts deep in his gut then rises up and bounces off 
his nasal passages.
"That guy was nuts before he ever got in a helicop­
ter." Mike leaned over and whispered to me.
Lee followed me one day when I went for my daily 
walk. ’The cops really beat me up. but they apologized 
after they found out who I was." Lee said. He then 
recounted for me his litany of tours in mental health 
facilities, both private and government. Lee was trying to 
kill his roommate when the police intervened, most 
recently. “I'm usually fine, the drugs work for awhile, 
then, 1 don't know." he said sadly. “I can't take being 
threatened, you know what I mean?" Lee asked. We 
walked the road overlooking the channel to the Bay. 1 
preferred walking alone, but who was I to say no to 
someone of Lee's stature?
Lee went both ways. Besides being crazy he was also 
very PTSDed. They only let him attend one session with 
ourPTSD group. Lee was too disruptive, far out. “The best 
friend 1 ever had was a hand puppet called Daffy Duck." 
Lee said. The collective mouths of patients and staff 
dropped as Lee went off on how great he got along with 
this puppet at some psych ward down in Santa Barbara. 
Then they took Daffy away. "I don't know why they did 
that," Lee said. Devon looked over at me, opened his big 
eyes wide, and silently whistled.
It 's a Sex ThiNQ
‘There's one of two tilings can happen to you with 
them tiycyclates." Jeff cautioned me. “Some will give you 
them teenage raging hormones. Some will screw up your 
sex life. Man, I couldn't handle Nortriptyline. I could 
never get it up when I took that shit," he said. “I wanted 
to. but it wouldn't work. God. it was awful." Jeff had been 
Airborne in Nam. He had recently done nine months at 
Menlo Park for PTSD. "I made enough money on disability 
while I was there to pay off all my bills." was how Jeff rated 
Menlo. Menlo didn’t cure him of a thing; booze, drugs or 
PTSD. Jeff blamed the Gulf war for his relapse.
"How much Nortriptyline did they have you on?" I 
asked. I was very interested since I was on it and hadn't 
been home yet.
“250mgs," he said matter of factly.
"250? I'm only on 25 a day," I said in disbelief. "What 
do they have you on now?”
"Prozac," Jeff said. "I gotta talk to my doc about that." 
he said with a concerned look. Jeff did seem a bit 
aggressive even for PTSD. "Maybe I should cut down on 
the dose," he said. "Hey, nowyou takethatdrugTrazadone, 
now that stuff could make me stand tall in the saddle. 
Mmmm. too bad they didn't let me stay on it. They said 
it was bad for my heart. Too much blood was pumping." 
Jeff looked like a guy talking about some big fish that got 
away.
The next week, Jeff got thrown out. Violence was not 
allowed at PIU. not even the threat of violence. Jeff went 
berserk over his own stupidity. He lent his truck to two 
guys with long histories of addiction. Tim and Robert. 
Every time Robert went out he got drunk or stoned. Tim 
had gotten a disability payment. He and Robert went out 
to celebrate. Crack can kick ass. They were only sup­
posed to be gone for twenty minutes to buy groceries, they 
promised Jeff.
"Hey, come on. Jeff," 1 said. “You lend your truck to 
those two heads, just after one gets some cash?" Jeff kept 
winding up throughout the night. Ron and I had to 
restrain him. He finally got dosed real good by Rikko. 
Robert and Tim came back late that night. The truck was 
found, down in the drug section of town. Jeff was the first 
to go the next day.
At group. Ron asked Sally, thehead shrink. "Why are 
you folks so sensitive here?We had Jeff under control. We 
could have handled it. You didn’t have to go and call 
security. Jeff hates cops, you know that." Sally remained 
in control of her feelings.
"Why do you people only stick up for Jeff? What 
about Tim and Robert?" she defensively asked. "Besides, 
this is a general psychiatric ward. We cannot have any 
hint of violence here. I won’t stand for it," Sally said, as 
she recrossed her light fitted, panted legs. Robert and 
Tim got thrown out also. I watched them wheel Robert out 
in a wheelchair. Sally hid Robert at another VA psychiat­
ric ward for a month, then brought him back to PIU. 
PTSDers are expendable. Robert is a VA investment.
I got discharged after a month at Miley. They told me 
my bed was needed. 1 just wasn't crazy enough for Miley's 
standards. I didn't knowifl should feel proud or ashamed. 
They told me Menlo could take me in two months. They 
told me to stay cool and on their drugs while 1 waited. I 
could get all the refills I needed. Whoopee.
Thomas Meade contributes regularly to Viet Nam 
Generation.
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P o e tr y  by B e r t Iia  Ha r r is
C asu a I t y
Mike had been back three years from ‘Nam that Sunday,
And ten people were at my house after church.
Mike's brother came in slamming the screen, saying if 
Mike wanted to drive his car off a ten-foot 
Drainage ditch, he could at least have sense enough 
To kill himself alone, some people wanted 
To live, and it was not his business to be his 
Brother’s keeper (or words to that effect).
When dinner was ready Mike was asleep on the 
Couch under the Sunday paper. When I lifted the funnies 
Off his face, he grinned at me.
That day at the table, he ate as if he were alone.
His mom dried the silver, after. She kept talking 
About respect, and responsibility.
1 guessed if Mike was old enough to light a war.
He was old enough to know what he wanted,
Neither of us knowing what we meant.
One thing it turned out Mike wanted was to get drunk 
And start fights in bars. He seemed as if searching for 
Someone to punish him, someone he could punish.
Someone who deserved it. Finally he did time 
For aggravated assault. Paroled from prison.
He camped out on a riverbank all summer.
The year Saigon fell we moved in together
In a small upstairs apartment with a braided mg,
A yellow, sun-washed kitchen where I wrote.
'"Whatever you do,' he told me. 'Don't give up.'"
I was so happy I assumed him happy.
Even if he started coming back later, drunker, a 
Bottle in his back pocket against the night.
Then it was our Bicentennial year, when with 
Flags and congratulations, they healed our wounds.
A green candle sat on our yellow dinette
Where after-dinner talk had run down. I was getting
Sleepy when he spoke. “Who are you talking to?”
“Them." He made a gesture to the window; his hand 
Descended forgotten with the bottle I knew would shatter.
Spray us both with shards—but the ashtray merely 
Turned a long, lazy flip in midair,
A pound of old butts glued to my clean kitchen.
With Mike staring, his face the color of ashes:
"They're my friends, and I'll talk to them if I want to!”
And I sat and listened until I could stand and quietly,
Normally leave the room, and maybe he saw me go.
Monday morning, they found Mike on the Kansas 
Side of the river, knocked in the head. He came home 
In the last blaze of summer. The maples were 
Already starting to turn the color of his hair.
The minister talked about Heaven, how much Mike 
Deserved to go. and surely would. I couldn't listen,
I sat wondering how the cool water revived him.
How by blunt, fractured instinct of hands and body he
Pulled himself up and on the embankment, what he remembered.
As he lay gazing at the darkness dimming out around him.
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F a tHer  to  S on
Timothy Martin
I was three years old when my father ran away. He left, 
unexpectedly, vanished like a wisp of smoke, and I wasn't 
even sure who it was that stepped out of my life. I 
remember little about my father. My mother refused to 
discuss him. She could scarcely bring herself to speak his 
name. When he left, he never returned. It was as if he had 
simply disappeared from the face of the earth.
We—my mother and I—lived in a small mill town in 
northern California. It was a town of chuckholed streets, 
jungly lawns, and houses as bleak as the psyches of the 
terminally ill. Unemployment was endemic there. My 
mother was lucky enough to find work at a sawmill. It was 
her job to stand beside the board planer, feeding rough 
planks into the machine.
The work was hard and demanding, but it was not done 
in an effort to prove anything to anyone. It was simply 
what had to be done for a living. 1 remember her coming 
home dirty and so tired that she had to rest in a chair 
before she could even struggle to the shower. I didn't 
understand her complaints about the soreness in her 
arms or the small of her back. I didn’t understand her 
tears.
Often my mother worked the night shift. On those 
evenings I was left to fend for myself. 1 whiled away most 
of my time in front of the television, watching programs 
like The Brady Bwich and Father Knows Best. There were 
no problems in those families, no divorces. Everyone led 
happy lives. The children were good students, popular in 
school. They went to bed with kisses and woke to a 
cheerful breakfast and to a father sitting before his 
morning coffee. My own life was nothing like that. I hated 
school. My homework papers were stamped not by teach­
ers' signatures and stars, but with patterns of mud in 
herringbone rows from the soles of my tennis shoes. I was 
a quiet boy. I never challenged anything or anyone. 1 
believe that much of what was taken to be my soberness 
was simply a feeling of being on guard, o f carefully 
watching life flame around me. Of trying not to be 
surprised at what might happen next.
What I remember most about those days, more 
vividly than anything my senses can summon up second­
hand, was the embarrassment. I had no father. He had let 
us down. He had failed to do what a man was supposed 
to do if he was to call himself a man: work hard, pay his 
debts and stand by his family forever.
I was secretive about my home life. I never invited 
anyone to come over. I had an inexhaustible supply of 
excuses—our house was too small: there was no privacy: 
I had too many chores to do. I made up stories about my 
make-believe father. He was strong and he smoked 
cigars. He bought me a.22 rifle and we hunted rabbits 
together. He let me drink beer and he taught me to play 
football. Lies, big lies poured from my mouth like a thick 
syrup.
The numbers attached to the years slowly changed. 
During that time my mother and I never went anywhere. 
There were no vacations or weekend outings, no movies. 
There was little money in our house for such tilings. We 
passed from month to month, through the dips and peaks 
of every year, like a ship that was traveling the same circle 
where the view was always familiar. Then, one day, 
every tiling changed. A new man fell from the sky and 
landed at our dinner table. I was ten-years-old when it 
happened, but I remember it as though it were yesterday.
It was a winter morning, brittle with cold. There were 
plates of ice on the puddles. I was in bed when I heard a 
car pull into the driveway. I peeked out the window and 
there was a blue Chevy pickup, motor idling, vapors 
rising in the gelid air. A  strange man sat behind the wheel, 
looking big and full o f purpose. It was my new stepfather.
I had been told he was coming. He had married my 
mother only a week before in Nevada. Now he was back 
from southern California, from the home of his previous 
wife, where he had gone to collect his tools and clothes.
I was choked with excitement. What would he think of 
me? My hair wasn't combed and I hadn’t brushed my 
teeth. I was taken with a terrible idea: what if he had seen 
me already? What if he thought: this kid is too weak- 
looking to make a decent son. A boy should be stronger 
and taller.
My mother called from the living room. I stuffed my 
shirttail into my pants, hollered "Yeah?” and straight­
ened up erect, prepared to make the best manly impres­
sion possible. Then I opened my bedroom door and strode 
into the living room. There, in the flesh, was the father I 
had dreamed of in a thousand forms since I'd realized 
that other boys had a second parent, a parent who knew 
men's stuff and could pass it down to them.
He introduced himself. His name was Ernie—Ernest 
McKenzie. His voice was rough, yet caressing, like the lick 
of a tomcat's tongue. He had bare-looking green eyes, a 
gap between his top teeth and hair as black as wrought 
iron that was combed with force off his forehead. He 
smelled of cigarette smoke and Old Spice.
I rummaged for something to say. What should I 
say? "Hello Father? Dad? Sir? Hug or shake hands?
Oh why hadn't I combed my hair? He offered his 
hand and I shook it. His grip was meaty, muscular. He 
was. as I knew from a boy's curiosity and observation, 
unusually strong.
“How's the fishing around here?" he asked. I had no 
idea. 1 had never caught a fish in my life.
"1 don't know.” I murmured, hardly daring to raise 
my eyes to his.
“How about llie hunting?"
Hwxting? Not in my wildest dreams had I gone 
hunting. I shrugged. He fixed a cigarette on his bottom 
lip, snapped a little no-nonsense stainless steel lighter 
under it, and returned the lighter to the chest pocket of 
his shirt. The smoke rose up the right side of his face so 
he narrowed that eye.
“Well, we're just gonna to have to find out," he said, 
and tipped me a wink. There had been a thrill in receiving 
that wink from him. It put the two of us in cahoots, it 
made us secret allies in a manly way. I chewed my lip and
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was silent for a moment. I was crazy with questions I 
wanted answered, but the idea of asking them embar­
rassed me, for to be so ignorant about such things 
seemed shameful.
My mother gave Ernie a tour o f the house. I followed 
close behind. It didn't take long to show him around. Our 
house was small, it had the functional economy of a 
military barracks. There was a tiny kitchen, two cramped 
bedrooms and a bathroom. That was the extent of it.
When they were done. Ernie pulled me aside and 
said, “Say, I got a hell of an idea. How would you like to 
go fishing tomorrow?"
"S-sure," I stammered. But—"
"No buts about it," he said. “I'll wake you in tire 
morning." Then he handed me a half dollar and asked me 
if I would run to the store for cigarettes. Camels were the 
brand he preferred.
Would I run to the store for cigarettes? I would have 
circled the globe if he had requested it. I was falling all 
over myself getting out the door. Already I liked every­
thing about Ernie: the coarseness of his hair, hie deep 
voice, his strength. His every gesture suggested a man of 
endless and exuberant energy. He seemed kind and 
caring too, the kind of man a boy needs around when he's 
growing up. If I was going to call any man my father, this 
would be a good man to choose. I was just pulling out of 
the driveway on my bicycle when Ernie poked his head 
out the door.
“Get yourself a candy bar with the change," he 
shouted. The man is a God. I remember thinking as 1 
pedaled down the block toward to the corner store.
As Ernie promised, he woke me early the next 
morning to go fishing. It was dawn, an hour of the day I 
had never before witnessed.
On the porch I watched my first sunrise. A pearly 
band in the east gave way to a deepening flush of pink, 
and then rapidly brightening to a deep blue. Ernie 
gathered up our fishing gear from the garage and we 
headed out. Our destination that day was the Eel River. 
The river was within walking distance of our house. It 
dipped out of tire mountains to the east and slid past our 
small town. It pooled in long, shadowed clefts beneath the 
shoulders of hills and dug its own small canyons. Ernie 
assured me there were trout, big speckled trout with 
bellies as red as cherry candy. We headed out. climbing 
over fences and crossing stubble fields, our shoes crack­
ing against the dry barley stalks. Excited, 1 took steps 
twice my normal stride. I was thinking of promised fish. 
Ernie carried his excitement lightly, the way a hunter 
carries a loaded shotgun over a fence.
By the time we reached the river, the sun was up. 
Rays of light, as pretty as a drawing in a child's Sunday- 
school workbook, were shining through the trees and 
dappling the sand at our feet. The air was filled with the 
sweet, damp scent of water. Our fishing spot was down­
stream from a barely submerged waterfall. The reef of 
rock was about two feet under the water, so the whole 
river rose into one wave, shook itself into spray, then fell 
back and turned blue.
Ernie added sinkers and hooks to our poles. Then he 
Lhreaded worms onto the hooks. A fish jumped from the 
blue water, flashing like quicksilver.
“See right there?" He pointed to the place where the 
trout had jumped. "Damn. She was a big one."
Ernie always called things she. bull couldn't tell how 
he knew. He said, “I guess she'll be a hot one today," or 
"It looks like she'll rain. Or when we were fishing, "Just 
skim the worm across the water and watch her jump." I 
drew back and made my cast.
"Did I get her in tire right spot?" I asked.
"Just right,” Ernie said.
The line tightened and the current carried tire worm 
into sight at the end of the pool. I could feel the sinkers 
tap-tapping on the rocks. Suddenly, the tip of my pole 
dipped and the line straightened, taut as a wire. A bite! I 
reeled in and examined the hook. It was bare. I put 
another worm on and repeated my cast, exactly. The 
writhing pink worm vanished. Again the quick, hard pull. 
I jerked and reeled in quick. On the end of my line was a 
ten-inch speckled trout—my first trout. I kept cool until 
I tried to take the hook out of his mouth. He was lying 
covered with sand on the little bar where I had landed 
him. His gills opened with his penultimate sighs.
My hands were shaking, but finally I managed to 
pick him up and shout to Ernie: "Look! I got one!”
"Hey, that's a beauty," he said, launching a terrific 
smile. "And its lire first catch of the day. You’re turning 
out to be quite a fisherman." I preened inward, murmur­
ing my thanks.
Ernie took a cigarette out of his shirt pocket and lit 
it. Smoke shot through his nose into (he air. Then he 
picked up his pole and waded out knee-deep into the 
river. On his first cast he caught a fish. Then another. He 
wasted no time catching a full of trout.
When we had enough trout for supper. Ernie cleaned 
them in the riffles, letting water spill into their slit, 
flapping bellies, swirling about their pink gills and filling 
them up to their high springy breastbones. After cleaning 
the fish, he arranged them in a basket between layers of 
grass and wild mint. That evening, my mother wrapped 
the trout in bread crumbs, sprinkled on butter and lemon 
rind, and cooked them. Ifl had ever tasted a better food. 
I don't know what it is.
The next time Ernie took me fishing it was at night, 
with a flashlight and a pitchfork. This kind ol fishing was 
called gaffing and it always took place right after the first 
good rains of winter, when the steelhead moved upstream 
to spawn. Gaffing was against the law. but it was some­
thing I never questioned. Life in our little town was simple 
and sometimes perilously close to impoverished and, as 
Ernie pointed out, food was food. A man with a pitchfork 
could easily kill a steelhead during spawning season and 
have enough for his family to eat for several days. That 
evening we drove to the mouth of the Eel river, to where 
the steelhead congregated just before their long journey 
upstream. The mouth of the river, Ernie said, was the 
best spot to get fish.
It was midnight, the stars were scattered like spilled 
salt across the sky. We drove for what seemed miles, out 
of town and through the lonely redwoods, past swamps 
full of frogs that piped shrilly and, confused by the 
headlights, hopped giddily onto the road and got squashed 
beneath the wheels.
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“Are you nervous?" Ernie asked, as we pulled off 
onto a dirt road.
“No, sir,” I said, trying hard to conceal the excite­
ment in my voice. I was gripping the pitchfork so tightly 
in my hands I feared 1 would break it. "Do you think we'll 
get anything tonight?"
“It'll be a miracle if we don't." he said.
We parked under a grove of trees. Ernie switched the 
motor off and we got out. The chilly night air carried on 
ils sleek back the sounds of nightbirds and the creaking 
of the trees above us. At the river we came to a pond at an 
open place, a gravel beach. Then, despite the darkness, 
we dropped into a crouch. Ernie was peering into the 
water in front of us, and when I looked, 1 saw what had 
taken him so. In the shallows 1 could see the black backs 
offish sticking out. Steelhead. Fresh from the ocean. One 
big fish rolled. Another shot through a riffle, finning 
upstream against the current.
Ernie signaled and 1 moved into the water. I was 
shaking, so excited I could barely hold onto the pitchfork. 
The steelhead came right at me. It tried to turn at the last 
second, but it was too late. I thrust the pitchfork into the 
water and felt it hit flesh.
“I got her! I got her!" I threw the steelhead on the 
bank, floppingand twisting. 1 had never seen anything so 
big. It's body was solid. The flesh felt hard as rock. It’s 
teeth, when 1 ran a finger along them, felt as sharp as a 
new saw blade. 1 was wet and shivering. Ernie was 
laughing.
'That's one hell of a big fish.” he said, laughing. "I 
think I saw the water level drop a foot when you pulled her 
out." I started laughing too. When our mirth had 
chuckled itself down into a kind of ruminative quiet, 
Ernie took the pitchfork and waded back out into tire 
water. As he fished. I sat on the bank, looking at the 
steelhead and thinking how I wanted to remember that 
moment for the rest of my life.
It didn't take long for me to begin to think of Ernie as 
a father. He was not a blind, bullish anti-intellectual, as 
some working men become when they are denied the level 
of learning that they may have been capable of. Ernie was 
hard in a different kind of way. like a baseball is hard 
under the scuffed leather. I enjoyed being near him. I 
liked how he treated me. He never treated me as though 
I didn't exist, as other grown-ups did. He noticed me. He 
acted like I might be somebody good to have around, 
somebody who could help a man with a job.
Ernie was a carpenter, a good one. He had a big tool 
box filled with lovely woodworking tools. He cherished 
those tools and took excellent care of them. Just after he 
moved in, he set to work remodeling our house. It was 
something to watch Ernie plane a piece of wood and 
watch the grain coming better and with more shape with 
every peeling that curled from the blade. Sometimes I 
would help him when he asked me to hold a board or 
bring him a tool. I learned a lot from Ernie in the matter 
of putting joints instead of nails and screws, and nails 
and screws where they are not to be seen.
"Wood is different from anything else." he told me. "It 
requires care and respect. Wood has soul and it's not at
the mercy of trifiers. One slip of Lhe saw. one shave too 
many with the plane, and your work is ruined. Fit only for 
burning." Ernie wasn't proud or smug about his craft, 
but when he said he was going to make something you 
believed him. When Ernie took a saw to a piece of wood, 
something inexplicably lucky happened. Cuts were rulcr 
straight. Ends mated up. When he joined two pieces of 
wood together they always fit perfect. Ernie could make 
a door that stood up plumb, he could get a window so the 
sash would slide up and down smooth as butter.
When there wasn't enough carpentry work to keep 
him busy, Ernie worked at the sawmill. His job was on the 
green chain. He would yank the heavy freshly-cut lumber 
from the chain and stack it in units. The green chain was 
a backbreaking job. and often the lumber coming off of 
it—four-by-fours, eight-by-eights—weighed in excess of 
two-hundred pounds. Ernie would come home from work 
covered with sweat, and trailing the smell of pitch. There 
would be sawdust in the cuffs of his pants. He never 
complained about the work, even though the pay was 
minimal and his back gave him problems. And he was 
always generous with the money he labored so hard to 
make.
One Saturday I worked collecting pop bottles to get 
twenty-five cents to go to the movies. 1 later found out that 
the movie cost fifty cents. I ran all the way home, angry, 
kicking things.
Ernie had just arrived home from work. He asked me 
what was wrong. When I told him. he reached in his 
pocket and pulled out a handful of sawdust and came up 
with a quarter. His fingers were blistered and cut open 
from the unfinished lumber he worked with all day. He 
handed me the quarter. It was probably the last one he 
had. I ran all the way back to the movie: The Blob.
When 1 came home that evening Ernie was already 
in bed. There was work early the next morning. I sneaked 
into his room and watched him sleeping. I never woke him 
up to thank him. I just wanted to look at him and think 
about tire kind of dad I had.
The good memories far outweigh lire painful ones. 
But some memories of Ernie huddle in a grainy light. 
They lodge in the mind like an old wound that never 
entirely healed. Ernie had a weakness for alcohol. He 
drank compulsively, secretly, in pain and trembling. And 
whenever he drank there was always trouble. Usually, it 
was on the weekends. He would start early Saturday 
morning and by the time evening rolled around he would 
be passed out in his recliner. an alcoholic darkness 
covering him with a black sheet. All evening, until nry 
bedtime. 1 would tiptoe past him, as past a snoring 
dragon. Then I curled fearfully in my sheets, listening, 
because eventually he would wake up and the fighting 
would begin. My mother would sling accusations at him. 
Ernie would snarl back. She would yell. Their voices 
clashed. Before long, she would retreat to their bedroom, 
sobbing, not from the blows of fists, for he never struck 
her. but from the force of his words.
Left alone. Ernie would prowl the house, thumping 
into furniture, rummaging in the kitchen and slamming 
doors. I would lie there hating him. loving him. fearing
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him, knowing I had failed him. I told myself he needed 
alcohol to ease the ache gnawing at his belly, the ache 1 
must have caused by disappointing him somehow.
Sometimes. Ernie would stop for a few drinks on the 
way home from work. When he got carried away, he would 
go on a binge that would last for days and cause great 
problems. I remember one such time in particular.
It was a gray autumn afternoon. The leaves were off 
the trees and the mountains to the east of town were 
obscured by a low sky. I came home from school and 
immediately knew something was wrong. I could sense it 
as soon as I stepped onto the porch. You can smell 
trouble, feel it against your skin. My mother met me at the 
door. She looked uneasy, like all messengers with bad 
news.
"Ernie's been arrested." she said. And then she 
pulled her housecoat together because there was a cold 
vein in the air, a part of the cold that would be on us for 
awhile. “He was picked up for driving under the influ­
ence." Ernie was in big trouble; it was his second drunk 
driving offense.
This time he was going to jail for a month. On the day 
he was to be sentenced, my mother and I were there. 
Outside the courtroom we were allowed a few minutes 
with him. Ernie looked bad. He had several nights’ growth 
of beard, matted hair, and bloodshot eyes. His face was 
grey from fatigue and epic drinking.
Ernie shook my hand. “You’ll be the man of the 
house for awhile." he said. “I want you to take care of 
everything."
“Yes. sir." I said. My throat Lightened and tears came 
to my eyes. I didn't want to cry in front of him and to check 
myself 1 pushed at the gap between my front teeth with 
my tongue as he looked at me.
"Don't let me down now. hear?” He smiled, but it 
looked manufactured. As he was escorted away by a 
policeman, 1 told myself I would never let him down, no 
matter what.
Time moved slowly, sluggishly. A month without 
Ernie seemed like an eternity. For the first few weeks my 
mother was utterly cast down. She slept late, something 
she had never done before, and when I came home from 
school 1 sometimes found her still in her bathrobe, sitting 
at the kitchen table and staring dazedly out the window. 
In the silence of the house, my mother battled her 
depression, moving beneath its weight like a fish sluggish 
and misshapen at the bottom of the sea. I tried to keep 
busy by immersing myself in schoolwork and chores. It 
was the only way I could escape being drawn deeper into 
my own unhappiness.
Somehow we made it through that month, and after 
Ernie's release from jail there was peace for a time. He 
went back to work at the mil. and on weekends he kept 
himself busy around the house. For a time, he even tried 
to stop drinking. But for Ernie it was like trying to plug the 
holes in a poorly constructed earthen dam: as soon as 
you got one leak stopped, a new one sprung someplace 
else. It was not the end of our troubles. It was only the 
beginning of more hard times.
At school, there was a small gang of thugs who got 
their kicks beating up on other kids. Tony Albers was
their self-proclaimed leader. He wore a leather jacket and 
a flat-top cut so close to the crown that you could see the 
top of his scalp, pale as a potato. They loitered in the 
bathrooms and made fun of other boys and held them 
over the toilet bowls by their ankles. 1 was one of their 
favorite victims. Encounters with Tony and his gang 
usually began with a slighting remark and ended with a 
flurry of fists. They would pull on my shirt until the seams 
ripped and spit on me. When they were feeling especially 
mean-spirited they would work me over good. One Friday 
I came home with a bloody nose. After Ernie had finished 
supper he looked my nose to feel if it was broken, but 
there was nothing wrong except swelling.
“Put some ice on it and it'll be okay,” he said. Then 
he took me outside. He was going to teach me to fight. 
How to be tough.
"Leave him alone," my mother said. “Don't you think 
he’s had enough for one day?”
"He's never been taught to fight," Ernie said. "He’s 
got to learn to defend himself or they’ll always be boys 
coming at him, and he’ll never have anything to give 
back.” Ernie believed that it was a man’s place in life to 
take punishment and give back more than he took. 
Wasn’t that what a father had to teach his son?
So I learned to fight.
That evening I was instructed to tighten my fists 
hard. To strike out straight from the shoulder and never 
punch backing up. Ernie showed me how to stand, how 
to cut a jab by snapping my fist inward, how to guard 
myself and keep my chin low. He taught me how to give 
and to slip a punch. How to be tough.
"Fly all over your man," he said. "A good fighter is one 
who will slip under a punch and give two in return. When 
a man makes you take off your coat, you’ve got to teach 
him a lesson. One he won't forget."
“Will 1 be able to defend myself tomorrow?" I asked.
“Only if you're tough." he said.
The following day at school, during lunch break. 
Tony Albers came up behind me and pushed me to the 
ground. 1 went full-length on the pavement. I got up and 
shoved him back. He started to laugh, it was almost a 
giggle. Then he turned suddenly angry.
'That was stupid." he said. “Really stupid. Now I’m 
gonna have to beat the living shit out you."
This time I was ready for him. 1 slipped under his fist 
and delivered a right to his nose. There was a lifetime of 
injustice behind my punch. Bone crunched. Blood 
streamed from Tony’s nostrils into his cupped hands. His 
face filled with stunned surprise.
“Son of a bitch!" he cried, flailing his fists. "I’ll kill you 
for that!"
“Knock his brains out," yelled one of his friends. A 
knot of onlookers closed around us. Tony rushed at me. 
arms flailing, fists raining on my shoulders. I surprised 
us both by landing one on his eye. He stopped and roared. 
The eye was already closing up, his face gone scarlet, his 
nostrils streaming blood. Tony, not used to having any­
body fight back, was showing his weakness; he was 
throwing wild punches, and he was so tired he was 
stumbling like a drunkard. I danced in and out. making 
him strike air again and again.
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"Stand still!” he gasped. “Stand still, you little pussy 
queer." Tony charged me. 1 feinted to the left, just as 
Ernie had showed me. When he shifted to meet the feint,
I put everything I had into a haymaker that caught Tony's 
chin and snapped his head around. Fire bloomed in my 
knuckles.
Tony made no noise. Not even a whimper. His legs 
buckled and he dropped to the pavement. When he got 
back up, he was crying. Hard, angry tears.
Nobody offered to help him. Not even his friends. 
Somebody laughed. Somebody else sneered, “Go home 
crybaby. Go home to mama!"
That was the last time I was ever bothered by Tony 
Albers.
One Saturday, about a week later. Ernie told me that 
he wanted to take me hunting. He was prepared to give 
me the baptism of lire of a real deer hunt. But my mother 
made a face as though she had bitten into a green apple, 
then gave a brusque shake of the head. She didn’t want 
me to go. The kind of hunting Ernie planned to do was 
called poaching. It was done at night, in secret, wi 111 a gun 
and a flashlight. Poaching, like gaffing, was a crime and 
the law could gel you for it. 1 could have cared less. I didn't 
care about anything except the adrenaline rush that 
would come with seeing a deer and shooting it.
For the rest of the day I moped about the yard, 
waiting impatiently for my mother to change her mind, 
injecting a "please" one moment, and a “why not?" the 
next, hoping beyond hope to wear her down. Finally, her 
face flamed with anger. She slammed a frying pan down 
onto the counter. Utensils slid to the floor. Tears sprang 
to her eyes, and she put a hand over how mouth to hold 
back a cry of anguish.
"Go on. then!" she said, her hand dropping to the 
collar of her sweater and fiddling there, as if often did 
when she was upset. "Go, I don't care. No one around here 
ever listens to me anyway." Then she went into her 
bedroom and shut the door. It was the only place in the 
house where she could get away from men and their talk 
of guns and hunting.
It was a cold, clear night when Ernie and I set out in 
the truck. The moon was up, a moon you could see 
through, like Kleenex. The wind rushed through the 
rolled-down window and brushed its cold wrist against 
my cheek. Ernie exhaled smoke slowly, through his 
nostrils, and it was swept away from his face. 1 could 
smell the whiskey on him and the odor of sweat. In his 
jacket he looked bulkier than ever, and unbreakable, like 
a redwood stump left over from the loggers. I was holding 
his rifle—a Savage 30-06, to which was clamped a 3X to 
9X variable scope. It was as heavy as rocks. When 1 
pushed the rifle on fire there was a red spot on the safety. 
My heart beat faster every time 1 saw that crimson slot 
flash before my eyes. It was late, but 1 was wide awake, 
excited. I had a feeling that something important was 
about to happen, that this would be a evening that would 
stay with me forever.
“You ready with that gun?” Ernie asked.
••Yessir.’’
“Not a little nervous about shooting a deer?"
"Nosir."
"Well, you should be. Hunting is serious. It should 
never come easy. A man never kills something without 
good reason. You understand?"
“I think so. But I'm not afraid to kill a deer."
“I’m not saying you are. or that you should be. The 
deer has to die so that we can eat. That’s good enough 
reason. But you should feel something before you kill an 
animal. It's a feeling you should have. It comes from 
inside of you and it’s like saying you're sorry. But not with 
words. It’s like saying that if it weren't for food, you 
wouldn't be doing this. Hunting is serious. Only a fool 
sees it any other way."
"Yessir," I said, but I still wasn’t quite sure what he 
meant.
We passed a field that bordered the road and a big lit- 
up house. The house lights made the field beyond seem 
darker. The dark forest beyond the field seemed like 
breath drawn back. A few miles further down the highway 
Ernie slowed down and hooked a right off the blacktop 
onto a narrow, twisting road. The truck went strumming 
over a cattle guard, and soon we were climbing switch 
backs up a ridge of as yet unlogged second-growth 
redwoods. The higher we climbed, the slower the pickup 
crawled, its shocks squeaking, its gearbox grinding.
"You know." Ernie said, “even if we don't get a deer 
tonight, it's still good to be out here. Good to get away 
from the house... and the old lady." He winked at me and 
pulled a bottle of whiskey out from behind the seat. 
‘That’s what the woods are all about.” he said, drinking 
with a swooping gesture of the arm and head, elbow stuck 
far out. The determined long swallow of a real drinker. 
"It's where the women don't want to go."
We drove for a few more miles before we came around 
a tree-shrouded bend, into a small clearing. Suddenly. 
Ernie stopped the truck. "Look." he whispered, "down in 
the bottom in that draw."
At first I could see nothing but shadow and dark­
ness. Then I saw it—a deer. It was watching us carefully, 
perfect in the moment of fine innocence and wonder. One 
large ear turned slowly toward us. Its black nose quivered 
with each breath.
“I see it," I whispered back, since I did not want 
anything to be ruined because of what 1 said or did.
“Okay, son," he said. "Go ahead. Take your shot."
At first 1 thought I had misunderstood him. But then 
he reached over and twisted the handle on my door, 
quietly, so as not to spook the deer. I could hardly believe 
it.. He was going to let me have the first shot. I got out of 
the truck, slowly. The air was sharp-toothed: it bit my 
cheeks, nipped my chin. My hands were numb from the 
cold venom of countless bites. Suddenly, I was alone with 
the deer in a forest of green that seemed to cry out for rich 
red, and I didn’t have time to think.
“Aim for the chest,” Ernie said. 'That's the killing 
spot." 1 nodded and brought the gun up to my shoulder, 
trying to line up the cross hairs. My pounding heart drove 
the sight in circles around the doe's heart. A branch 
snapped. Through the scope I saw the deer look up. ears 
high and straining. It was about to bound away. I 
squeezed the trigger. I remember distinctly the report of 
the gun and the flash of the muzzle. The deer seemed to
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sink into Lhe ground, hind legs first, head raised as if to 
cry out. Then, still straining to keep its head high, as if 
that alone would save it. the deer collapsed in the high 
grass.
"Good shot." Ernie cried, clapping me on the back. 
“You got her." For a second 1 was dazed, not quite 
understanding what had happened. Then I grabbed the 
flashlight and sprinted to the place where the deer had 
stood. The animal lay on its side in the grass, one leg 
twitching. Its eyes were open, but it looked like they were 
looking in instead of out. Little pieces of dust were 
blowing up from its mouth.
"It's still breathing." I said, my words instantly 
translated into warm gouts of steam.
Ernie pulled out his knife, the blade shining in the 
light. "Watch how I do this," he said, "because next lime 
you have to field dress your own animal." He reached 
down, put one arm around the deer’s neck, raised his 
pocketknife and stabbed it into the jugular vein. Thick 
red blood poured out all over his hands. It kept coming. 
There was a lot of it. When there was no further struggle. 
Ernie removed his jacket and shirt and got busy. Working 
quickly, he split the hind tendons, threaded them with a 
heavy branch, and hoisted the animal to the low limb of 
a nearby tree. Then he made the first long incision 
through the hair and skin, careful not to break the 
peritoneum. He ran the incision from the breast to the 
tail, worked tire skin back with his fingers before making 
tire second cut through the warm membrane, and cut 
and the steamy innards rolled out unbroken, onto the 
ground.
When Ernie was done, he rose and painfully stretched. 
1 remember him standing there, stripped to the waist, 
covered with blood, telling me important things, like how 
to be careful with the bladder, and to never let the hair 
touch the meat. But perhaps the most important thing he 
told me—made me feel—was that a man does not back 
away from doing whatever is necessary, no matter how 
unpleasant.
In myjunior year of high school I learned todrive. It 
was in Ernie's '59 Chevy pickup. One afternoon, he said, 
“Here, take the keys and go up the P.L. line." I had sat 
beside him many times, holding the wheel. Driving 
wouldn't be that hard. I thought. I got in behind the wheel 
and started the truck. The interior smelled strongly of 
sun-warmed leather and gasoline fumes. The broken 
speedometer registered a petrified twenty-five. Rain 
streaks and crushed insects blurred the windshield, of 
which one section was shattered in a bursting-star 
pattern. The pickup wasn't much to look at, but it ran 
good. 1 put it in gear and pulled away from the house.
The P.L. line was a logging road that went between 
Pacific Lumber Company land to the south and the river 
to the north. That day I drove with courage and no skill. 
The Chevy pulled to the left and right, and I oversteered 
to compensate, trying to manage all those things, clutch, 
brake, wheel and shift knob. Somehow. I made it down 
tire road without incident. When I got to the intersection 
of the main highway, 1 turned around and headed back. 
I was smiling from ear to ear. I had conquered the world.
I knew that the two wheels of my Schwinn bicycle would 
no longer be enough to satisfy my wanderlust.
One morning, not long after that, I decided to take 
the truck for another drive. Pulling out of the driveway 1 
was abruptly halted by a fence post. I went back in the 
house and found Ernie in the kitchen having a morning 
cigarette.
"What's wrong?" he asked, his green eyes searching 
my troubled face.
“I creased the fender," I managed to say.
“You what?"
"I creased the fender." He looked puzzled and 
followed me out to the garage. There he solemnly in­
spected the damage. I awaited his wrath.
Instead he said. "Don't worry. I was planning on 
having that old truck painted anyway." Thus did I find 
acceptance of my mistakes, as well as love and recogni­
tion. and as I grew up I learned that I must give to others 
what had been given to me. Ernie taught me that. He 
taught me a lot of things before it was over.
A week later the clouds closed over our family again. 
Ernie began to drink heavily. He was now drinking every 
day, spinning out of control like a car wiLhout breaks or 
steering. I wanted to tell him I was worried, worried about 
us, and even more worried about him. I was afraid he was 
killing himself. But how do you say those things to 
someone you respect so deeply?
One Friday evening he didn’t come home from work. 
My mother stood by the kitchen window for hours, 
anxiously looking for his pickup. It was just after mid­
night when the police finally called. Ernie had been in an 
accident. He was in the hospital. The officer said Ernie 
had been driving like a blind man and was so messed up 
on whiskey, he must have been pretty near blind at that. 
He had hit a power pole and been ejected from his pickup. 
In my mind I saw the truck smashed deliberately into a 
telephone pole. What shocked me as much as anything 
was realizing suddenly that I'd expected it. My mother 
and 1 rushed to the hospital.
Ernie was lucky. He had totaled his pickup, but he 
suffered only a slight concussion, a few broken ribs and 
some bruised muscles. He would be okay. However, as 
soon as his injuries were mended, he would be sent back 
to jail. On top of that, there was an eight-hundred dollar 
fine to pay. This was high drama for our family. We didn’t 
have that kind of money. And with Ernie not working, 
where would we get it?
"What's going to happen to us? my mother cried. "My 
God." But God wasn’t having any of it. He had long ago 
washed his hands of our family.
The next few months were a constant struggle for us. 
a fight to survive. My mother went back to work at the 
mill. I got a job after school changing irrigation pipe for a 
rancher. All of the money we made went to paying off the 
fine. Twice a week we went to the county jail to visit Ernie. 
My mother felt it was important that we spend as much 
lime as we could together, as a family. And so we did. But 
even this did not help, because the family we set out to 
imitate did not really exist; a family as troubled as ours 
would never have dreamed of spending time together.
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After Ernie had served his lime in jail, the judge 
ordered him to attend AA meetings with the other human 
ships wrecked up on the rocks which border the sea of 
alcohol. The meetings didn’t help—nothing seemed to 
help. Ernie went right back to drinking, never precisely 
remembering the bouts of drunkenness, his mind draw­
ing a merciful curtain over each one as soon as it was 
over.
"How bad was it?" he would ask the morning after. 
It was always that way when he was in the grip of alcohol. 
Even when he was conscious, he never seemed to exactly 
be inside of himself. Much of the time he seemed to be 
floating above his own head, like a helium-filled balloon. 
"How much trouble did I get into?"
Then, high school graduation... and boyhood was 
over. I was seventeen. A new path lay ahead, not through 
the woods, but to the military, and to a country about 
which I knew little. American men were fighting a war, 
and Marine Corps recruiters descended on our high 
school like a locust. They marched about straight and tall 
in their khaki uniforms, their trousers holding a lethal 
crease, their shirts adorned with the ribbons of countless 
exotic battles. During those final weeks of school, the 
recruiters came into our classrooms where they extolled 
the virtues of fighting for democracy, and spoke of honor 
and glory and the pride that came with being an American 
Fighting Man. The Marines gathered a loyal following 
among the youth of our town. And why not? After all. the 
Marines were the toughest, the best. They were proving 
it in a place called Vietnam.
The war found its way into our home each evening at 
about dinner time. In the course of a meal we would 
witness an intense ground battle in Dong-Ha. or a high 
altitude bombing raid, or the napaiming of some village 
with an equally strange name. And all the soldiers looked 
so young. The basic ingredients of the Sixties—drugs, 
rock ‘n‘ roll and the war—all came together on the 
television screen in some dark alchemy: teenagers at 
war. For me, the war seemed to be more about coming of 
age than about combat. Vietnam took on a mystical 
importance, eating its away like acid into my brain. I saw 
myself in a uniform with medals on my chest-a man who 
drove headlong to his death without even changing my 
expression. The Marines would be a heroic challenge 
against which I could test my manhood. Many of my 
friends had already signed up. If I waited much longer, 
the war would be over.
Ernie's attitude toward my plan was a strange 
mixture of pride and faint alarm. He knew that I wasn’t 
college material—my grades were indifferent to poor. My 
test scores for general aptitude showed that I wasn't very 
apt at anything—but he didn't want me in the Marines. 
Ernie had been fifteen years old when he enlisted in the 
Navy. He had watched the Marines storm the beaches of 
Iwo Jima. and had seen them fall like dominoes under 
Japanese fire until the sands were carpeted with bodies. 
Ernie was patriotic, but he could see sending me off to 
Vietnam in a Marine uniform. Fighting for your country 
was one tiling; dying for it, another.
“Go into the Navy," he told me. “The Navy will teach 
you a decent trade."
“But I want to be a part of the real war," I said. "I want 
to win ribbons!" I had developed a keen desire for the 
insignias of honor, such as the decorations the Marine 
recruiters sported on their uniforms. Ernie walked into 
the bedroom. From the corner of a bedroom closet he 
withdrew a handful of small blue boxes and laid Lhern on 
the bed. When the medals had been removed from their 
dusty containers and laid out on the table for inspection,
1 was rendered speechless. The medals were beautiful.
“Where did you get them?" I asked. I hadn't known 
that Ernie was a war hero. He had never talked about the 
war. That night I got the whole story. He was a veteran of 
WWI1. a Navy man who had known the horror of having 
a ship sunk out from under him—twice. The first ship, 
the U.S.S. Bismark Sea. was hit in broad daylight and 
most of the men were rescued before the vessel had time 
to slip to the bottom.
The second ship was the one that gave him night­
mares.
The U.S.S. Indianapolis, a heavy cruiser, was sunk 
by two Japanese torpedoes shortly after transporting 
components of the atomic bomb to the island of Tinian. 
The ship sunk within minutes, along with 400 of its crew. 
The Indianapolis had been observing radio silence, so no 
one other than the crew of the Japanese submarine knew 
their location. For five days, 797 men were stranded with 
little more than lifejackets. By the time they were rescued 
only 317 men remained. Some had died of exhaustion, 
exposure and wounds inflicted when the ship was hit. 
Others were victims of shark attacks. For five days the 
waters around the men remained a constant crimson. 
The sharks fed nonstop, day and night, darting into their 
dwindling numbers with speed and fury, ripping at 
dangling limbs with savage hunger. Ernie was one of the 
lucky ones, he survived the harrowing ordeal. 880 other 
sailors weren't as lucky.
Ernie spent the remainder of that evening going over 
exciting sea battles and hair-raising kamikaze attacks. 
He assured me that if I joined the Navy I would see plenty 
of action. I could also pick up a useful trade for when 1 
eventually got out of the service. The Marines, on the 
other hand, would take me nowhere in the race for bread 
and butter. "And one more thing... "Ernie pointed out 
with a sly wink. "Women go crazy over a man in a sailor 
uniform." That did it. That sold me on becoming a sailor. 
So. during the giddy days of John F. Kennedy's New 
Frontier I patriotically enlisted in the U.S. Navy. Such 
were the decisions that shaped young lives during those 
impressionable years.
1 discovered that I hated the Navy. It was a dispas­
sionate and cold machine. 1 went to Vietnam, but I saw 
little action. Yet Ernie had been right about one thing— 
1 was safe in the Navy. For a full year our ship cruised in 
the Gulf of Tonkin, watching the coast, shooting down 
any enemy plane that dared to venture too close. Not once 
in that year did anyone return fire. With the Marines it 
was a more deadly game. Foot soldiers became men in 
Vietnam. Men became dead, zipped up in green vinyl 
bags, shipped home and buried with a twenty-one-gun 
salute.
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The war went by in a blur and, like most of the 2.6 
million Americans who served in Vietnam, after I had 
served my time I came home. When I saw Ernie again, I 
was shocked. In my absence, a heart attack had taken its 
toll on him. His weight was down to 125 pounds. His hair 
was thinning, his complexion sallow. His quick grace had 
slowed to measured, halting steps intermittently punctu­
ated by coughing breathlessness. He had lost his lumi­
nous glow. It was fading out of him by slow degrees until 
there would be no more of it. Ernie was dying, and it 
scared and enraged me. It seemed to me that when a 
person went it should be a quick tiling. His heart was 
doing more than killing him; it was degrading him. 
demeaning him. But nothing, I found, not even a failing 
heart, could keep Ernie down.
That first week home 1 decided to go fishing. A storm 
had blown down from the north, whistling in as suddenly 
as a gunslinger's draw and with all-out fury. The storm 
brought with it the first winter rain. I was elated, for fresh 
rain meant fresh steelhead. That evening when 1 pulled 
on my rain slicker. Ernie struggled out of his recliner.
"I'm coming along," he said.
“No, you’re not," my mother told him. “You're too sick 
to go out." Ernie's face took on a new expression, of 
determination and willpower, something that firmed his 
chin and put fire back into his eyes.
“This might be my last chance to get a fish," he said, 
struggling to catch his breath. "I'm sure as hell not going 
to pass it up because I'm sick."
"Listen to the weather." I said. Rain pawed loudly on 
the roof. It chattered at the windows and streamed 
against the walls, its fingers weeping to get in.
“I don’t give a damn about the weather." he said, “I'm 
coming along." Ernie wanted to fish. Weak as he was, it 
meant a great deal to him. He was going fishing, and that 
was that.
it was raining hard as we drove toward the river, a 
vertical downpour from a churning, blurry sky. Our 
headlights raked the stormy sky. Windshield wipers 
brushed the rain in a rhythmic bright wrap. We reached 
the river and parked. Ernie finished his cigarette, draw­
ing the abrasive smoke in deeply with a reverse whistle. 
Then he climbed out of the truck, stiffly, and headed 
toward the river with flashlight and pitchfork in hand. I 
followed along behind. Rain was plucking leaves from the 
trees and turning stone gullies into streams. I had to 
breathe through my mouth to keep rain from my nose. I 
watched Ernie struggle along the path, in little sudden 
gasps, like the desperate heaves of a bird caught in the 
chimney. At one point he stopped and leaned heavily on 
the pitchfork.
“Do you hurt?" 1 asked, crouching beside him.
He had little breath for speaking, and shook his head 
no.
"Sure you don't want to go back home?"
A vigorous headshake again. We continued on.
A few hundred yard down the trail we eased over a 
bank to the soft sand of the river bar. Ernie was having 
trouble: his legs didn't want to respond smoothly to his 
mind's commands. They seemed as old and as flickering 
as ancient light bulbs. From his coat pocket he produced
a pint of whiskey. He uncapped the bottle and drank in 
long swallows. There was less than half a bottle remain­
ing after his unbroken guzzle.
“You got to stay as wet on the inside as you are on the 
outside, so you won't warp," he said.
By the time we reached the river, the rain had let up 
and leveled out to it's usual winter pace, not so much a 
rain as a dreamy smear of blue gray that wiped over the 
land instead of falling on it. The water was swift and dark, 
you could hear the rocks moving under it with a muffled, 
blocky sound. Ernie took a cigarette out of his shirt 
pocket and turned out of the wind to light it.
"I hope we don't get a wet ass and no fish." he said.
With my flashlight. I scanned the water and found 
nothing. Then, I pointed the light to the broad tailout of 
a pool and whistled softly at what I saw.
"Look, there they are," I said.
"Lordy, lordy," Ernie said, and a smile brightened his 
face. "I bet there's at least a hundred fish out there." The 
steelhead were lying stock still, their backs out of the 
water. Though seemingly motionless, every so often one 
of them would shoot up to the far end of the pool, its tail 
finning against the current, like riverweed.
Ernie upended the bottle again and the muscles of 
his throat worked in rapid convulsions. Then he grabbed 
the pitchfork and waded out into the water. "Let’s get 
busy," he said. Ten yards from where he waded a steel­
head swirled. A few steps, a quick jab, and the fish was 
impaled on the end of his pitchfork, fighting vigorously.
“Damn tiling must go twelve, fourteen pounds," he 
puffed, holding the fish high in the air.
“It's a beauty," I said.
“Hoooeeee, I feel good!" He threw back his head an 
howled like a dog cutting a hot trail. Silent lightning 
zigzagged miles away, followed by a crawling thunder roll. 
The storm was moving away.
Thirty minutes laLer the rain had ceased completely. 
The moon found holes in the clouds with skilled agility, 
making the river glisten with frost. Ernie and I continued 
to fish. Owls were flying that night, shrieking to start their 
prey. A whipoorwill. off somewhere in the woods, sounded 
almost unbearably poignant. Ernie finished one pint of 
whiskey and started another. He wiped his forehead and 
watched the sweat drip from the ends of his fingers.
“Boy, that's pure bourbon whiskey running off my 
hand."
The wind flicked my hair and cooled my scalp. I 
experienced a rowdy euphoria and a sudden love for the 
night; for the wind smelling of river, of countryside, and 
of Ernie. We laughed at the sight of one another. Nothing 
funny had happened. It was just that kind of night, the 
kind that should never end.
But. eventually, it did come to an end. Ernie was 
worn out. It became an effort for him to even lift his feet. 
"Let's head home,” he said. “1 think my bones have turned 
to lead." I put the fish on a rope stringer and hoisted them 
to my shoulder. We stumbled back toward the truck, 
slowed by the weight of the fish. On the way, Ernie 
slopped many times to rest or to bubble the whiskey 
bottle.
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"Let's sit down a minute,” he said. "I'm so tired I 
almost fell ass over cowcatcher there." He did not sit each 
time as much as he collapsed. A little grunt escaped his 
throat, the sound of a man who has suddenly lost all his 
wind. “This has been a damn good night of fishing. Sure 
looking forward to that warm bed." He was drunk enough 
so some of the words were slurring now, and the thoughts 
slid into each other too.
“Come on," I said, helping him up. He felt like a 
bundle of twigs in my arms. He tried to put his arm 
around my shoulder but the fish between us made it 
difficult. We both looked clumsy—I for trying to help, and 
he for trying to thank me. This fishing trip, I thought, 
frightened—this will be the final one. He won't last 
another month. At that moment I felt the weight of 
important things to say. But I said nothing, for if I let my 
attention turn inward even for a second I would begin to 
tremble and the tears would not stay back. The wind blew 
from the north and I shivered as it touched on my cheek.
I was worried for Ernie and all the human discord swirling 
around me in a time and place I could not understand.
Ernie died two weeks later. It was no surprise, except 
for the fact that death always comes as a surprise, the 
great finality of it. During his last days he was heavily 
sedated and rarely said anything. On the night of his 
death I had a dream. In my dream, he came back and was 
at the foot of my bed, smiling and telling me it was good, 
this darkness, this place he had gone. He left before I 
could tell him the things 1 wanted to say. I wanted to 
thank him for being my father, for helping me over the 
unfamiliar ground between child and man. I wanted to 
tell him that he could look back and say without blinking 
that he did right by me, his son. But more than anything.
I wanted to tell him how much I loved him.
I'll never forget Ernie, or the many wonderful things 
he taught me. He thought he was only taking me hunting 
and fishing, but he made a permanent work of art in my 
head, a light memory in die mist, the coffee, the shivering, 
the waiting for the big one.
I'm still waiting. Dad. Still shivering.
Timothy Martin, 1295 Grant Ave., Areata. CA 95521. 
M a r t in  is  e m p lo y e d  a s  a  h e a t in g  a n d  v e n t ila t io n  e n g in e e r  
at Humbolt State University. He is president o f Six Rivers 
Running Club, and has a running column in the Times— 
Standard in Eureka. He's been published in Road Rider, 
Easy Rider, True Love, The Racer West, North Coat 
View, True Story, Running Times, Runner-Triathlete 
News and a variety o f  poetry journals.
P o e tr y  by IMe I anie B rown L awson
VoicES From  t He P ast
The voice on the tape is a young man.
Just a young man
who misses his wife, his little girl;
A young man with hopes and dreams 
for the future he will never see.
A young man far from home
trying to transport himself there by his voice.
The voice on the tape is a young man.
A young man home on leave
teasing his little girl and laughing with his wife.
A family, untouched for the moment.
by the war so far away.
But the war invades—
The voice on the tape is a little girl 
talking to her mommy.
Just a little girl and her mommy.
Melanie Brown Lawson's father wore a Green Beret and 
died in Viet Nam in 1966. Melanie Brown Lawson. 13 East 
Lincoln St.. Buckhannon. WV 26201.
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P o e tr y  by DAvid L. E r Ben
M y  p R iM O R d iA l TONQUE AThiRST:
a water-rat alarmed
by the drying up of his streambed.
So. too. the fowl, in Hocks.
swoop down, to be disappointed.
termites and ants
wipe their mandibles
and cracked seeds
for edible meats
choked with moisture.
I find a cave
beneath a wooded hill.
inside. I breathe polluted air
made foul from dust
stirred up by bats.
disturbed by lizards
with homy plates along their backs.
emitting fire from ghastly
forked tongues and Ihe wild eyes
of medusas.
WAViNQ
I am not going far.
The train pulls into the station, 
me by the track, with the others, 
hauling carryalls, 
pocketbooks with six zippers.
1 climb the train steps 
boarding my journey like a letter 
1 will deliver in person.
The land leaps now, 
valley, village, secretive streams, 
a backyard garden where 
a woman looks up.
She waves.
Nothing 1 do answers.
I am finally left
among everyone else’s friends
as I walk the streets
of another city in my same old life
wearing my faces, and
not waving.
I W O Llld  SQUAT ON T llE  CURb Coverinq My Feet A qain
and whittle a blunt stick 
until it was sharp 
enough to fell a buffalo, 
shattered bricks underfoot, 
yellowish-orange, laid by white men 
my father wanted me to be like.
on hot july days the cartilage
of tar that cushioned those bricks
would break out in boils.
you could smear yourself.
come back years later
and point to the whorls.
after dark, when the air was cool
I'd go down on my knees,
to borrow the bricks' warmth.
trying to take it into by cold body,
secretly harboring it
for times I knew would come.
I have covered my feet with rags and walk 
the cold grass of winter.
Listen, I tell you that dreams are rubbish, 
the residue of hope.
My mother was a dreamer, enclosed in her garden 
braiding trite realities into traditional patterns.
She mended my rags, knitted sweaters 
edged them with white dickeys and roped 
charms about my neck.
Moving her lips and blinking through trusting eyes 
she dealt out advice but never heard her own words. 
I returned to her one day for no good reason, 
unannounced.
to find old clothes clean and pressed, 
rags in piles upon her floor.
She did not leave her insipid dreams but died and 
took them in her woolly bag.
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A GrancI LAyiNq of hANds
I have seen but not believed, 
summer might as well 
not have been, strangely, 
autumn follows spring.
a child's song edges
into cries of the kestrel.
voices within the sea’s heaving chrysalis
mount to a dirge lifting on the wind.
at last, a grand laying on of hands
reaches me. wandering
fallen buildings.
I place this broken spirit 
on an ancient altar of stone, 
and press my face.
Loss
There is a clarity to it,
A precision
More of body than sight. 
The universal grain 
Of everything even 
As the pores of your skin.
It is the fulfilled 
Exhaustion of the body,
Not the mind repeating 
Its one endless exercise. 
Equilibrium.
The pool of blood in the ear.
David L. Erben is in the Ph.D. program at University o f 
South Florida, in the English Department. He is a card- 
carrying member o f the American Indian Movement. 
David did a stint in the service, and is considered a 
Vietnam Era vet because he slipped into the military in 
'74—his experience with Southeast Asia was in Thai­
land, at an NSA site. David is also the listowner o f  the 
DERRIDA bitnet list (derrida@cfrvm.usf.edu). His email 
address is erben@chuma.cas.usf.edu.
P o etry  by Rod F arivier
My buddy Jerry drove the jeep,
I rode shotgun up front, 
a new guy manned the mounted 
machine gun in the back as 
we drove past Vietnamese farmers 
walking from the fields, heading for 
their village ahead, and against my 
protest Jerry mischievously drove 
as close to the farmers as he could, 
forcing them to jump off the road, 
he laughed each time a surprised 
farmer leaped for safety but the girl 
on the bicycle did not move out of 
the road, we sideswiped her knocking 
her to the ground where she lay still.
I yelled at Jerry made him drive 
back to the unconscious girl, where 
we put her in the jeep, drove her into 
the village where Jerry and the new 
guy carried her to the village doctor 
while I alone guarded the jeep and 
stood behind the mounted gun as three 
hundred villagers in total silence 
surrounded me. shoulder-to-shoulder 
in a closely packed circle they were 
a single stare floating on hot hatred,
1 wondered when the boil would begin, 
when I would be left limbless lifeless. 
After a fifteen minute hour Jerry 
returned said the girl was fine with 
no broken bones, as the unblinking 
crowd silently parted barely enough 
for us to drive slowly through and I 
was relieved we had done the right 
thing after having done something wrong, 
sorry for our mistake, more honest 
diplomats than the diplomats.
Rod Farm er, Un iversity  o f  M a ine  at Farm ington . Farm ington , M E  
04938, has been  aJam\ laborer, d um p  truck  driver, g roce ry  store  
clerk, so ld ie r (fourteen  m onths in V ietnam  v ia  the draft, 1969-70), 
and a high school h is tory  and  socia l sc ience  teacher. A t present 
he is p ro fessor o f  socia l science/m u lticu ltu ra l educa tion  a t the  
University o f  M a ine at Farm ington. H e has received  three Fulbright 
Fellow sh ips to s tudy in India. Pak is tan  and  Israe l an d  two gran ts  
to s tudy and  travel in Japan. H e 's  had  over 350  p oem s pub lished  
in over 100 jo u rn a ls  and m agazines, includ ing Black Fly Re­
view, Black Buzzard Review, The Cafe Review, Chaminade 
Literary Review, Dog River Review, ELF, Ellipsis, Galley 
Sail Review, Phase and Cycle, Psychopoetica, Sandscript, 
Skylark, andRiverrun. H is b o o k o f  poetry . Universal Essence, 
was pub lished  in 1986. H e 's  a lso  had  ove r f i f ty  a rtic les  and  
essays pub lished  in such  Journals  as  The Humanist, Maine 
Historical Society Quarterly, Mind Matters Review, The 
New England Journal of History. Poet, and  Self and Society.
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A  C o unselo r 's  C o unselo rs , 1965
Lu I. Jenson. 640 S. Lashley Lane #209. Boulder. CO 
80303.
When the din between college classes subsided below, I 
heard a needed sound—steps ascending the immediate 
stairway to my remote area, the new personal counseling 
room. Slow, muted steps, yet seemingly sure.
Expectation quickened my pulse; here over a month 
I had faced only a few freshmen in this room—no student 
for days. Some faculty greeted me Mondays on their way 
to a committee room across the hall. This wasn’t Mon­
day—so?
The steps stopped. A male began conversing with a 
female below. I hoped against any turnabout.
According to some faculty and staff, the fellow could 
be in one of three categories:
Patricians, or Pats, some even VIP-Pats.
Plebeians, with many Plebes aspiring toward Pathood.
Offbeats, peaceniks: science fiction buffs.
The steps resumed upward. Good.
In the doorway, catching his breath, stood a me­
dium-tall fellow, surely an upperclassman, one I hadn't 
noticed in the few classes and clubs visited so far to 
advertise my role.
While appraising the room, he said, “A student 
would have quite a serious problem to climb up here."
“Choose an easy chair." 1 said.
The room he assayed resembled an old-fashioned 
parlor midst the tops of old, tall pines, all looking centu­
ries before our atomic age, miles from bustling Chicago.
“Fine paintings." He high-geared about for quick, 
close checks.
'They're by a sister who studied at the Chicago Art 
Institute. One I've used in psych classes to illustrate 
projection."
The freshmen up here were Plebes: this one I couldn't 
guess, yet.
Nodding affirmatively toward the bookcase and the 
table with tests spread out, the visitor reclined in a 
straight chair near the sample tests.
“Miss Jensen. I'm Mose. a junior wondering if you 
shouldn't be located on ground level or circulating much 
of the time in the Union, like the last counselor." Though 
solemn his face looked friendlier than many affecting 
boredom following my being introduced to classes.
“Mose. my annotated reading list is in the library. I 
am circulating through classes and group meetings: 
that's easier for an introvert than tracking wary students 
in the Union. I’m an introvert, a sociable introvert."
"Up here, though. I think things will continue to 
remain very quiet. On this campus it is in to have your 
own psychiatrist somewhere, but demeaning, out. to be 
seen seeking help from the campus counselor. The feeling 
is against your position, not you personally.
"See, on this end of Science anyone going above 
second knows he risks raising eyebrows; obviously he's 
headed either toward the science faculty conference
room, which isn't likely, or to the campus counselor's 
nest.
“So, Miss Jensen for you the Union isn't the answer. 
You like it up here?"
“Yes, I enjoy the retreat look, but do abhor a vacuum."
“Do you have hobbles?"
“Walking. Listening to classical music or to jazz. 
Writing—have been gathering background material for 
an historical novel based on personal documents, 1879- 
1960."
"Several student leaders here write—especially po­
etry. play music—especially guitar, paint, especially ab­
stract."
Had heard of some of the leaders; two freshman 
women separately decried the social strata here, the 
intimidating Pats.
“Miss Jensen please explain your counseling phi­
losophy and what you hope to do on this campus."
“Here's a short pamphlet you might enjoy reading 
before we discuss the philosophy which is quasi-Carl 
Rogers, quasi-nondirective. Used the theory some in 
experimental teaching and did counseling, too. Take it 
and bring it back.
“My plans? I can refer students to area psychiatrists 
and for those wary of them, I'll be helpful—have had 
experience in dealing with serious problems. You know, 
students often take their problems to their teachers.
"And tests can break the ice in feeling acquainted. 
While wary of their results. I believe freely-chosen tests 
from that table can help spot valuable clues in discus­
sion.
"Oh, yes, as a teacher I enjoyed speculating about 
issues in literature, religion, medicine, campus ethos, 
drama—am really a fringe psychologist.”
“So, you're an introverted, fringe counselor. Here 
drama is big."
Ah. we heard ascending footsteps.
"Well. I'm on my way to lab." At the door, after looking 
below. Mose whispered. "It’s a pacifist.” He pointed his 
thumb negatively downward. "A peacenik.
“Miss Jensen the art is alive, the type you expect in 
a top museum; that’s worth the climb. The room can be 
advertised as a gallery of semi-abstracts. Painting is very 
in. Sure, tire gallery can be a start.
“Hello, Ollie.”
“Adios. Mose."
My new client, Olive, had asked perceptive questions 
in one of the classes. She relaxed in the easy chair near 
my desk.
“Out of breath?”
“No. Our marches for peace keep me in shape. I'm 
here to take your tests before checking further on Peace 
Corps possibilities."
“Good. I'll explain the tests on the table for you to 
choose from."
So, a live peacenik; she looked and acted normal 
plus—no noodle, no real offbeat.
Another day, after our discussion of the tests. Ollie 
said, “I've never heard results discussed, just knew
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scores. This has been helpful and a lot of fun. I drink you 
are too wary ofl.Q . scores, though.
“Miss Jensen I hear you once taught on a Negro 
campus. Two of our marchers spent the summer working 
toward integration in the South."
"Oh, I hope they stop by soon. Psychologists know 
further integration is overdue, but differ on the most 
effective approach."
“Our group here stresses only peace; we’re against 
bombs, against a war that should not be, against a draft 
for that. Will you join our next march here in town 
Saturday morning?"
“For me marching is out. Will you keep me posted on 
what happens outside and in your own mind. I'll really 
appreciate that." The dreamers might need some cushion 
for their disappointment—what?
"We, many of us. will keep you posted."
Two art majors, up to see the new semi-abstract 
gallery, also brought an invitation for me to meet with a 
small group of students in the Union Tuesday evening at 
seven.
I accepted.
Before the artists left, several peaceniks came to take 
tests and to discuss their movement.
Soon niks, giving substantial evidence of my earning 
the salary, prompted me to use the conference room for 
tesdng, my office for discussion. Those who planned to 
stop a war didn’t worry about a seeing a counselor 
branded as demeaning. They saw me as one of them. 
Why? Did my teaching on a Negro campus make them 
assume I was a social activist—not so.
In the quiet of a waning Tuesday afternoon, solemn 
Mose sat down on the same, straight chair. He had 
passed niks taking tests across the hall.
“Miss Jensen the peace people, the quantity, are 
compounding your problem. Some of them, like Ollie, are 
more than okay, but as a group they are considered way 
out—zealots on the lunatic fringe. They add to the general 
hesitation. Offsetting is needed now, right away. Have 
you heard of the Patricians here, the Pats?”
"Yes, what many Plebes want to be.”
"After Pats, especially VIPs, are seen coming here, 
students generally will come. loo. The Pats can build a 
bridge, or ladder, up to this room. This evening in the 
Union you'll be meeting several Pats, mostly Pats.”
“Are you a Pat?”
“No. My roommate is and I often eat with some of 
them. Am a fringe Pat—where I want to stay.
“Miss J., to counteract the nik invasion, I suggest 
you visit immediately classes taught by professors with a 
strong Pat following, like Miss Very or Homer Deft. They 
are doing the bulk of the counseling and will think of ways 
to boost your image through generosity and for self­
protection— they're too busy.”
“Deft, Homer Deft. He’s on my list for his dry wit. Tire 
humor test has jokes and cartoons, stupid ones in my 
estimation. I’d like him to take and assess the thing.”
“Visit Deft’s class tomorrow."
“Then, I should call him right now." On the phone, a 
cordial Deft said someone right away would bring a book, 
course outline, and tomorrow's topic.
“The peace nuts.” Mose explained, “Eire mission- 
minded, looking mainly for converts. noL personal help, 
maybe career help from tire tests.”
(joined Mose, took a chair near his chosen one. “The 
peace kids now have me reading past headlines. Have 
been hoping psychologists can turn the world around. 
What would happen, say, if Kruschev and Kennedy took 
Rogers' suggestion to do role playing, each speaking for 
the other, thus comprehending each other. Am quite 
addicted to reading psychology and for diversion some 
fiction—Hemingway, Cary, Stein, some dramatists. Now.
I am reading newspapers."
"Miss J., many students here are on a par with 
Hemingway—deep depression. Your help is needed to 
stop an ominous, scary undercurrent."
“I know, but can’t word just why. Ten years ago 
students were called apathetic. Here many, most do 
things. And. to me. the marchers are dedicated without 
an over-focus. They are not one-track, messianic, overly 
self-righteous and they do give convincing points. They 
have me feeling ambivalent."
"Why? How? Lab can wait."
“Why ambivalent? Almost too close to sort. On one 
side—Hungarian disaster, unstable countries. Berlin 
Wall, Siberia and the recent testing.
“Still, I'm against drafting the young for wars either 
engineered or not seriously prevented by adults willing to 
break old treaties, long sanctioning the McCarthy inqui­
sition. not pushing for a democracy worth copying."
“What do you think of the miniskirt?" His eyes 
twinkled.
“Cold in the winter. Brrr. May help free lock-step 
women from designers. Presently for, I guess."
Mose led a discussion of the campus—liberal sex 
and religion, fairly good food service, unleavened bore­
dom, campus politics and one individualist into real 
politics—quite likely a socialist.
I started to ask about the ominous undercurrent, 
but Mose suddenly was on his way. In the doorway he 
said, "1 read the article on counseling. The draft does add 
to the general boredom, the depression, the futility. Yes, 
it’s okay for peace kids to be coming here: I just wish more 
Pats had arrived iirst. You need them and they need you.”
“Will 1 see you this evening?”
“No. And don't forget—after Homer Deft, visit Miss 
Very."
During our Union meeting, a sophisticated, judg­
mental bunch did search my psyche for a silver lining 
and, 1 felt, found me wanting. Were not our affinities 
stronger than the outward alliance with the marchers?
The erudite, yet often diffident Deft in his class gave 
me a high-visibility introduction, asked for my opinion 
during the discussion, insisted I return next meeting with 
specific opinions and. after class, eagerly agreed to take 
the unfunny humor test Saturday morning.
Saturday 1 wisely suggested we do the test orally with 
Deft free to add any reasons for choosing jokes or
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cartoons. His comic asides Tanned some from me. A 
hilarious morning.
He concluded, "1 don’t think most of the jokes are 
funny either. Choices were hard to make. I did find taking 
the test delightful and am impressed, really impressed. 
The wheel was at first rough hewn. And, we do live with 
vague levels of humor. This bold start is gratifying."
After a general discussion o f the campus. Deft said, 
'The morale here is low. bad. My greatest concern, my big 
regret, is that students are so mean to each other. I keep 
wondering why."
Monday six o f Deft's admirers, including VIPs, came 
to take the humor test, and only the humor test.
Lo. unintentionally the Pats left a ladder on which 
others soon arrived. My role, my office no longer seemed 
tainted.
Later I showed Professor Deft a paragraph in a letter 
from the artist sister on an Arizona campus. “Most of the 
really superior students here are highly competitive and 
mean toward each other: perhaps the same thing that 
supplies the incentive supplies the less admirable trait."
“Miss Jensen, having meanness national makes it 
no better. The meanness, ugliness worries me."
When a professor requested I collar a bright, failing 
science student, I invited Leon to take tests and to tell me 
why he was addicted to reading science fiction.
He agreed to take the tests after I listened to him— 
them. A verbal pact.
Leo brought an oratorical, political friend, the pos­
sible socialist, to help him with an explanation lasting 
two hours—including my questions.
In science fiction one rethinks issues in religion, 
morals, sex. peace, politics. It takes you into a quasi­
frontier. lifts you out of your own world. Yes. there's an 
overlap with books recommended by teachers. Brave 
New World, Let Your Mind Alone, Lord o f  the Flies.
They gave phrases for some of their authors: beau­
tiful writing, stresses fantasy, glorifies the military. anti- 
Zionist. depicts dianetics. more. They were impressed by 
my note-taking.
The next day a man and woman brought me an 
unrequested stack of science fiction novels—horrors. 
Finally I chose one. Strangers in a Strange Land, Heinlein.
They asked me to join their club. I selected to sample 
their next meeting, starting Strangers
During this meeting, through an open door I saw a 
Pat who had taken the humor test look in as though 
passing a zoo cage. Suddenly he paused, to check an 
incredible sight— the campus counselor in such an off­
beat group.
1 first reported my main thoughts about the buffs to 
Professor Deft, then to a newcomer in the counselor's 
nest— felt Mose. considering me now a survivor, sent a 
buddy to obtain fresh conversational fodder. I summa­
rized my impressions.
—Their novels stress social issues. The peaceniks 
act; the buffs contemplate.
—To the club, members bring high-level questions 
and criticism, social and literary. No tests are needed for 
motivation in this member-led group.
—In Stranger in a Strange Land, the Martian finally 
concludes earthly humor must ease hurting. In the 
meeting 1 sampled, the buffs didn’t try to hurt, to offend 
each otlier. No one was put down during free debate. Is 
their interest intensified by novel congeniality?
—Here are two practical conclusions: the main­
stream courses should be enjoying the mental vigor of the 
buffs. Those who read mainly science fiction should quit 
paying high tuition to discuss social issues for no credit.
Decades later. I observe more mediators now than 
then, people like—bless them—Mose, Olive, Deft, Leon, 
others. Occasionally I’m an activist, briefly so. to help 
with momentum.
2 9 0
Biq Book
ROTC
William Knorr, 80 Eaton Rd.. West Swanzey, NH 03469.
They changed the name of the Pillsbury Room at the 
Student Center to the War Room. All over campus 
bulletins were blowing in the wind. "Emergency Meeting 
On American Imperialism and Racism." I always went. 1 
always stood near the back of the room.
It was Tuesday and it was overcast in Buffalo. Movies 
were going to be shown in the War Room. Yesterday’s 
emergency meeting had to be disrupted because the main 
speakers, two guys who just escaped from Attica, got the 
message that the pigs were coming on campus to arrest 
them. The ex-prisoners gave rousing talks articulating 
the struggle. They talked tougher than anyone else at the 
University, but they made sense. The end of their talk 
contained a strong message.
"Black people have always been forced to man the 
barricades. Ifyou don't want to swallow the shit you are 
forced to stand up and fight. I see many white faces out 
there saying, ‘all power to the people,' and 1 see these 
white people shaking their lists and calling for a revolu­
tion. I’m going to be there in the fight and so are these 
bloods. When the fight comes I better see your white faces 
right behind me. Black people aren’t afraid of being on the 
front lines because we always had to fight for anything we 
got and you white people are late learning what the 
world's about. Don't shout and scream for revolution 
today and run and hide when the big fight comes. Leave 
now, quit the struggle ifyou can’t put your life behind the 
truth. All power to the people.”
Our speakers escaped and the Buffalo police came 
with clubs and some of the canine corps. A few students 
got bloody faces and a few others pissed in their pants 
while a barking German shepherd held them down. One 
word from the cop and the dog would bite the kid's face 
off. I stayed with the radical leaders when the pigs came. 
1 noticed Lhe farther you were from the leaders the better 
your chances of getting your head busted. A horde of kids 
from Long Island, who could all quote Karl Marx, re­
turned to their dorms or communes as retired radicals.
1 wanted to see the two films that would be shown in 
the War Room. I walked up the east stairs in the union 
where the squatters lived. The dimly lit. less used stair­
wells were their homes. Their knapsacks carried all their 
worldly possessions and became their pillows at night. 
The squatters smoked grass to pass the time, and with 
great attention to detail, planned travels to stairwells in 
other universities. As I walked up the dark stairway one 
evening. I was approached by some grotesque beings 
carrying candles. Their heads and faces looked like they 
had been beaten with a shovel. They surrounded me and 
I got scared. I realized then it was just squatters who had 
melted wax over their features. My moment of fear made 
them happy. Most students avoided these stairs but I 
liked the show. The two funniest squatters looked like the 
Smith Brothers from the cough drop box. They walked 
around campus, each wearing only a wooden barrel held 
on with a leather strap over the shoulder and work boots.
Oblivious to weather, the two black bearded barrel wear­
ing squatters would trudge through the snow or would 
stroll in the sun.
The first film showed the North Vietnamese as a 
courageous people who were murdered because of Ameri­
can greed. The second film pictured ROTC training as a 
school for murderers. The crowd in the War Room was 
pretty worked up. After hearing yesterday's speeches, 
witnessing police violence, and watching Loday's movies, 
they had enough. They were ready to kick ass. Three 
white men, wearing berets, stood on the podium today. 
They dressed in matching military surplus clothes from 
the Army-Navy store. My jeans, sweatshirt, denim jacket 
and sneakers made me feel uncomfortable; I looked too 
much like a civilian. The three leaders each wore a 
different color beret. The man wearing the red beret 
began to speak.
"We have murderers just like we saw in the movie 
right here on campus. Some of them are murderers now 
and some will be murderers next year. They are members 
of the army of the United States of Oppression. They keep 
files over there in the ROTC building, the Murder Tower, 
files on people like us in this room. They take pictures of 
us going to movies like we saw today. They listen to what 
we say to each other and put it in their files. They spy on 
us. Who knows what the fuck they put in those files. You 
had better care, though, because those files are going to 
follow you your whole life. Let's go over to the ROTC 
building and tell them we don't want murderers in our 
classes. We don't want fucking spies crawling around 
campus. And we say No to their imperialistic propaganda 
horseshit. We say No to their war and oppression. 1 say 
let's go over there right now and stuff those files down 
their throats. Let's throw the murderers out and let's 
destroy the records of deceit. Let’s go."
The crowd was white hot and stormed the ROTC 
building. We were almost two hundred strong and we 
overwhelmed the cadets on the bottom floor. I stayed with 
the leaders. Directives were shouted out to head for the 
third floor, get the records and trash the room. Cadets 
and chairs bounced around the room. The chant, “Ho, 
Ho. Ho Chi Minh" got our blood hot. Tine second floor 
became a more evenly matched fight as the cadets beat 
back many of the protesters. More cadets came stream­
ing into the room from who-knows-where. “All power to 
the people." was shouted through the bullhorns. A few of 
us fought through the resistance and were soon in 
control of the third floor, “the beacon of evil." The chants 
were getting dimmer as the cadets were pummeling the 
radicals. First step was to kick open the file cabinets, then 
open the windows and set to flight the records of the 
murderers. The neatly typed papers disappeared into the 
overcast sides and 1 could imagine them floating like oak 
leaves in Lake Erie. The leaders said, “Smash the expen­
sive Xerox equipment." 1 had my back to the room. I was 
mesmerized by the pattern of the windblown papers as 
they descended upon a squadron of pigeons on the 
ground. I heard the command and I was ready to smash 
anything. I picked up a trophy from one of the desks. I was 
about to shove it into the works of the largest Xerox 
machine on the floor. I looked up and saw the three
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leaders. They were still. They watched me. 1 saw it in their 
eyes. The three with the berets had set us up. I heard the 
sirens. I heard the screams of those trapped downstairs. 
The cadets were wiping up the bottom floors with the 
protesters not already locked away in the paddy wagons. 
One of the boys in the berets said to me, "Come here fool." 
I threw the trophy into the big florescent light fixture 
directly over their heads. The broken glass and sparks 
made them dive to the floor. I ran to the window from 
where I had watched the papers float away. I jumped out 
onto the roof and got from the fire escape to the other end 
of the building before the three of them could get to the 
third floor window. I found an empty window and 1 
climbed in to an empty faculty lounge. I was dead if I tried 
to cross campus in the daylight. I’d wait out the massacre 
and arrests in one of the fine leather chairs in the lounge. 
I would get out of town tonight. All I had to do now was 
wait.
The student strike was ended after the ROTC affair. 
The three guys with the different color berets were Army 
personnel. They testified as witnesses against the pro­
testers who damaged government property. The radical 
core of the campus was rotting in jail, hiding in fear or 
recovering from beatings sustained at the ROTC build­
ing. Final exams were to go on as usual. I wished I knew 
where the two escapees from Attica were. I was ready for 
the big fight. My reality now was watching a big snow 
storm in Oneonta. I spent the morning going to the 
market and buying Carmen Basilio brand Italian sau­
sage. Each package had a photo of Carmen in boxing 
trunks from a time when he was middleweight champ; 
local boy made good. 1 was safe, no one knew my name. 
1 was nobody.
William Knorr writes: I became politicized about Viet Nam 
when my friends died or became seriously injured in the 
war. I traveled and worked various jobs. I became dis­
abled from  job-related iryuries and became a lawyer 
during rehabilitation. Currently l am writing a novel.
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The sixties were a time of unrest and change, but the 
college I went to—a small, traditional, geographically 
isolated men's school—was just beginning to be affected 
by outside events.
At ten to eight, one Thursday night, my friend 
Epstein and 1 tramped across the frozen quadrangle on 
our way to class. 1 asked him if he had a date for the 
fraternity house-party that weekend. In those days, the 
life of the college revolved around fraternities, and almost 
everybody belonged to one.
Epstein shook his head. “There's a demonstration in 
New York 1 want to go to.” The war in Vietnam was just 
picking up steam, and he was an early opponent of it.
In a few minutes we reached the old, ivy-covered 
building where the class met and went in. The thick stone 
walls kept the air inside damp and cold, almost as cold 
inside as out. The door to Room Three was open. Epstein 
and I found a couple of empty desks and sat down. 
Professor Morrison wasn’t there yet.
“Maybe he won't show up," 1 said. Morrison had 
missed one or two classes already because of the bad 
weather. I could use the time to catch up on the work I had 
to do for other subjects.
“No, he’ll be here,” said Epstein. “It’s not snowing 
and there's a full moon out, so he can And his way."
While the other students straggled in, I leafed through 
the pages of my Plato. We used an edition that had Greek 
and English on facing pages. Morrison liked to clarify 
difficult passages by referring to tlie original Greek, 
though none of us could really follow him.
At ten minutes after the hour Professor Morrison 
arrived. He had gray hair, gray eyebrows, and a gray 
mustache. He walked slowly. He wore the same belted 
Norfolk jacket that he always wore. Morrison had joined 
the faculty back in the thirties. The rumor was that he 
had been old even then. I wondered how many times he 
had taught the same subject, the same Socratic dia­
logues, probably in the same classroom.
"According to Plato," Morrison began now, wheezing, 
“truth is dialectical." His voice was hoarse and high- 
pitched. “Now what does that mean?"
The class was silent.
"Smolinski." said Professor Morrison, wheezing more 
loudly, “do you know what dialectical means?"
Smolinski was a jock whose favorite sports were 
playing pool and smoking cigarettes.
"No," he said. “I mean. I couldn’t really get into the 
book."
“You couldn’t get into the book?" Morrison's bushy 
gray eyebrows shot up.
"I mean, I read the dialogue and everything. But I 
think Socrates was nitpicking. Scoring points off the 
other guy even when the other guy was right."
“Mmmmn," said Morrison.
I raised my hand.
"Wilson," said Morrison expectantly.
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"Well,” I said, “that's what the dialectical process is 
all about. Arising out of a dialogue, a conversation 
between two people. Truth emerges from the dialogue, 
not from the statements of one person alone. In fact, error 
isn’t really error: it's just part of the process, the process 
of arriving at the truth."
Morrison, nodding, made satisfied sounds.
“But what if one person's right?" said Epstein, not 
bothering to raise his hand. "What if one person's right 
and the other person’s wrong? When local authorities 
accused Socrates of misleading the state's youth, when 
they put him to death for his crimes, were they just 
engaging in dialectic? Were they helping to discover the 
truth?"
Epstein had a point. In the real world, disagreements 
usually weren't settled so rationally.
“Weeellll," mused Professor Morrison, whinnying 
like a horse that's learned how to speak.
Smolinski broke in. "Hey, at least they took him 
seriously. 1 mean, nowadays, if somebody started spout­
ing philosophy on a street corner, in Greek, nobody would 
pay any attention to him. Maybe they'd give him a quarter 
just to make him shut up."
The class broke into laughter.
The seminar finally rolled to a conclusion a few minutes 
after eleven. I was planning to return to my dorm room to 
get some studying in before going to sleep, but Epstein 
asked me if I wanted to go down to the fraternity house for 
something to eat. Despite the fact that he was a vegetar­
ian—or maybe because of it—Epstein was always hun­
gry. He would devour three or four sandwiches and then 
eat a bag full of sunflower seeds for dessert.
"Are you crazy? It's almost midnight. I've got hours 
of homework ahead of me.”
“Come on,” he said. “We can catch the news on the 
tube. You need a break."
Wet snow was beginning to fall, drifting down under 
the streetlights that dotted the campus. The college was 
built on top of a hill, and the fraternity house was located 
part of the way down. A ramshackle wooden structure, 
three stories tall, it was supposed to be white but hadn't 
been painted in decades. A well-to-do family probably 
lived there once, in the last century, the servants sleeping 
in the back bedrooms behind the stairs.
The kitchen was in the back of the house.
"Hah! Banana bread!" said Epstein, pulling the 
string attached to the light bulb in the pantry.
Mrs. A. liked to make banana bread out of the 
uneaten bananas that lay around her kitchen getting 
rotten. Mrs. A. was the house cook. She had remarried 
after Mr. A.'s death, but in the fraternity house she was 
still known as Mrs. A.
Epstein cut two thick slices of the bread. It gave off 
a rich, sweet odor that made my mouth water. “You want 
one?"
The aroma was overpowering. 1 grabbed a slice and 
poured myself a cup of sour, reheated coffee from the pot 
that was always simmering on the stove. Epstein found 
a plastic cup and filled it with milk from the gleaming 
metal dispenser known as the cow.
While we were sitting at the kitchen table, Brillo 
bounded in and milked the cow. Everyone called him 
Brillo because he had a rough black beard that grew 
wildly over his face. He nodded to me. then tossed a verbal 
grenade at Epstein.
“Epstein, you flaming asshole, what're you doing 
here? I thought you hated Mrs. A.'s cooking."
Epstein tended to complain about meals at the 
fraternity house. Either there wasn't enough food or there 
were too many things he couldn't eat or he was tired of 
spaghetti. To the rest of the fraternity members. Mrs. A.'s 
food was sacrosanct. They treated complaints about her 
cooking like attacks upon their mother.
“I was hungry," said Epstein, with a deadpan expres­
sion. “I like banana bread."
Brillo laughed. He and Epstein liked to taunt each 
other; it was a game they played. When Epstein was 
finished with his banana bread, he asked me if 1 wanted 
to see what was on the tube.
“I told you, I've got a lot of work to do."
"Oh c’mon. We just got here. We can’t go yet.”
“Yeah." said Brillo, "you just got here."
I shrugged my shoulders. “Let me finish my coffee. I'll 
be there in a few minutes." After Epstein left the room. 
Brillo poured himself another glass of milk. He turned to 
me. "Listen, Henry, can you give me some help with the 
Latin homework?" We were in the same Latin class, a 
class also taught by Professor Morrison.
"Sure. What's the problem?" 1 said, although I mis­
trusted Brillo's sudden friendliness. He rarely spoke to 
me unless he wanted something.
Brillo went to get his copy of Virgil's Aeneid. When he 
came back, he explained that he was having trouble with 
the passage in which the hero Aeneas communes with the 
spirits of the dead.
"You know," he said as we were going over the 
translation, "the dead didn’t have things so bad in those 
days. Sure, they were trapped in the underworld and all. 
They couldn't go anywhere. But they could think, they 
could talk. Shit, they were almost alive."
“Sort of like Professor Morrison." I said, laughing.
After twenty minutes Brillo felt he understood the 
constructions. "At least 1 won’t flunk," he said. “You 
wanna check out the tube?"
"Okay," I answered. What the hell: another few 
minutes.
From the hallway outside the tube room, we could 
hear Johnny Carson cracking one-liners. When I opened 
the door, 1 saw familiar figures draped over couches and 
chairs. Lying on a dirty, threadbare sofa the color of split 
pea soup, taking up most of it. was an enormous mound 
of flesh, nicknamed Goon. He was drinking a can of the 
local beer. With his wispy blond hair and tiny gold- 
rimmed glasses too small for his head, he looked like a 
giant coddled egg.
“Hey, what happened on Cronkile?” Epstein was 
saying. "1 wanted to see Morley Safer's report from 
Vietnam."
"Commie!" spat Goon, with gleeful sarcasm. "We 
didn't watch Cronkite tonight. There was a vote, and we 
decided to see Cilligan's Island instead."
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"Oh God,” groaned Epstein.
"Knock it offi” said a pear-shaped creature named 
Perugia. His voice was deep and raspy, like a frog’s. "I’ve 
got an organic chem midterm tomorrow."
Perugia was premed. He was sitting in a greasy vinyl 
chair with a book open in front of him. trying to study. 
Either he found it easier to study with the television on or 
he couldn't bear to miss Johnny Carson. He was smoking 
a cheap, smelly cigar.
I sat down on the floor and watched Johnny bounce 
jokes off Ed. Ed laughed; Johnny smirked.
"Wait a minute,” said Brillo. “We did see Cronkite 
tonight. They showed the Marines pacifying a Viet Cong 
hamlet.” He gave a deep, resonant laugh, his teeth 
gleaming yellow-white against the backdrop of his black 
beard. "You should’ve seen those thatched huts burn, 
Epstein. It did my heart good.”
"You fascist bastard." said Epstein.
Goon and Brillo laughed: Perugia muttered to him­
self.
“I’m going," 1 said to Epstein. “I've got homework to
do."
My date that weekend was a young woman named Becky, 
who attended a women’s college fifty or sixty miles away. 
On Saturday night I was lying next to Becky on the floor 
of the fraternity house living room, behind a couch. The 
living room rug had been rolled back and the floor turned 
into a dance floor. A local rock band was blasting away at 
the other end of the room, which was pitch dark except 
for the flashing red lights on the amplifiers. My mind was 
swimming because of the loud music or because I had too 
much to drink. Following fraternity custom, I had stashed 
a pint of gin in the built-in bookcase along the wall, 
between a book on famous battles of the nineteenth 
centuiy and something by Louisa May Alcott. My hand 
was somewhere inside Becky’s dress, exploring the smooth 
surface of her skin.
All of a sudden Becky said. “Hey. where's Epstein?" 
spoiling the mood. ”1 haven't seen him all weekend."
"Epstein?" I repeated, trying to make the connection.
“Yeah, Epstein. That friend of yours. I haven't seen 
him around all weekend."
“He went to a demonstration. Against the war."
"Oh. right. I forgot he was into that.”
In fact, Epstein spent most of his free time studying 
the history of Vietnam and the origins of the American 
involvement there. Plus, he read all the current news he 
could get his hands on.
“Well, people are getting killed over there,” I said.
“I'm not in favor o f the war,” said Becky. “But 
demonstrations don't do any good. They don't change 
anybody’s mind; they just make people angry.”
‘"'We've got to do something," I replied. “1 mean, it's 
hard to go to school and pretend nothing's happening." 
Perhaps without consciously being aware of it. I had come 
to the realization that the war was wrong and that I 
needed to do something about it.
Suddenly I saw the hulking figure of Goon standing 
over us. He said something which was hard to catch 
because of the volume of the band.
"What? What'd you say?"
This time he bellowed. "1 said Epstein’s on the phone. 
He wants to talk to you."
"Epstein? On the phone? Now?”
Goon thudded away without answering.
1 got to my feet uncertainly. There was a pay tele­
phone in a tiny closet under the stairs. 1 threaded my way 
in the dark across the living room, through clumps of 
drunken, sleepy dancers.
The closet was lit by a naked forty watt bulb. I picked 
up die dull black receiver of the pay phone.
"Epstein! Is that you?”
"Yeah. Listen, can you pick me up? I'm at the bus 
station."
'The bus station? Now?" The station was located 
twenty miles away in the major city of the region, an 
economically depressed mill and factory town that had 
probably seen better days.
“Yeah. 1 decided to come back early."
I thought for a moment, my mind beginning to clear. 
"Shit. okay. I'll be there in thirty or forty minutes." I put 
the phone back on the hook.
I found Becky and told her that I needed to give 
Epstein a ride. We located our coats in the tube room, 
where several overtired people had crashed. My car keys 
were in the pocket of my coat. On the way out the door we 
passed Goon. He was sitting on the floor in the hallway, 
leaning against the wall, sipping beer from a large plastic 
cup. When he finished swallowing, he belched.
"Hey. Wilson, where are you going?"
'To the bus station. To pick up Epstein."
'That fucking asshole? Let him walk."
“Goon, the guy needs a lift."
Goon belched again and said. "Ahhh, what the fuck! 
I'll go with you. The party's dead anyway."
My car, a functional '59 Ford the same dull black 
color as the telephone, was sitting outside on the snow- 
covered driveway. After severed tries the car started, and 
we rattled off down the cobblestone hill. It was cold 
outside and the heater didn't work veiy well. Becky 
cuddled against me to keep warm.
"Doesn’t this thing go any faster?" said Goon, who 
was sprawled across the back seat.
"Am 1 going slowly?" I said. I felt sober, but ex­
hausted. I was too tired to concentrate on going fast.
After half an hour we left the backcountry roads and 
entered a neighborhood of locked warehouses with iron 
grills on their windows. The overcast night sky was very 
dark, and the icy streets were deserted. The only signs of 
life were a couple of bars that seemed to be open, red and 
blue lights flashing in their windows.
When we reached the bus station, Epstein was 
standing in the doorway. Becky opened the car door, and 
he climbed into the back seat.
“What are you doing here. Goon?" said Epstein, 
surprised to see him.
"Just passing through. Epstein. I got tired of party­
ing."
“Oh yeah? You should've come to the peace march."
“How was it?" I asked. “A lot of people?"
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"Yeah, it was great. The police counted a hundred 
thousand, but I bet there were half a million. Factory 
workers. Black Panthers, mothers pushing baby car­
riages. old lefties from the thirties. Trotskyites. clean-cut 
high school kids. It was like Macy's Thanksgiving Day 
Parade. Even the cops lining the parade route were in a 
good mood. They were laughing and joking and flashing 
the peace sign."
‘The cops?” said Goon, sounding puzzled.
"Yeah. Marching down there with all those people. I 
felt, I don't know, a sense of belonging. I felt that the 
people filling those streets constituted another America, 
the real America, and that 1 was part of it.”
"Fucking Communists." said Goon. He rolled down 
the window, letting in a blast of arctic air, and spat out on 
the frozen road. “Real Americans are over in Vietnam 
fighting for their country."
T h e  Vietnamese are fighting for their country." said 
Epstein, raising his voice. “It's their country!"
"Let's hear some music," said Becky. She turned on 
the radio and spun the dial. “I wonder what's on this time 
of night.” The station she stopped at was playing the 
Temptations' song, "My Girl”: "I've got sunshi-i-ine... on 
a cloudy day.”
Becky started singing along. Then Epstein joined in, 
bouncing and rocking in tire back seat. "When it's cold 
outside. I’ve got the month of May.” It was cold outside; 
inside too. I began to tap my fingers on Becky's knee. 
Suddenly Goon chimed in as well, sounding like a cross 
between an alto saxophone and a wounded water buffalo. 
"One thing makes me feel this way...." With Goon’s 
massive weight testing the shock absorbers, the car 
seemed to sway back and forth in time to the music. “My 
girl, my girl, talkin' 'bout my gi-i-irl."
As we turned up the road that led to the campus. I 
thought 1 saw the first faint streaks of daylight seeping 
over the top of Lhe hill. I could tell it was going to be one 
of those clear, brilliant winter days that make you forget 
how cold it really is.
A few months later my draft board sent me an induction 
notice. Student deferments were being phased out, and 
people were scrambling for ways to dodge the draft; 
joining the National Guard, fleeing to Canada or Sweden, 
shooting off a toe. 1 applied to become a conscientious 
objector. If any war was worth fighting, the one in 
Vietnam wasn't it. But my request was denied. I decided 
that when the time came. I would refuse the official oath 
of induction, claiming that I should be considered a 
conscientious objector after all.
"Don't worry." I told Becky on the phone, although I 
was as worried as she was. They don't arrest you on the 
spot. They just send your name in to the federal 
prosecutor's office."
"But what if sometliing goes wrong?" She was talking 
rapidly. "What if they throw you on a bus going to boot 
camp? Or put you on a plane to Vietnam?"
She sounded as if she were really concerned about 
me. I tried to reassure her. “It’s not going to happen. 1 
might have to go to jail eventually, but nothing's going to 
happen right now." I needed to get a lawyer. Still, the way
I figured it. five years in jail was better than a one-way trip 
to Vietnam.
I had to get up at four in the morning in order to reach 
the induction center on time; it was located near the bus 
station where we had picked up Epstein. A  nondescript 
concrete building with no sign on it, no identifying marks 
that I could see. it had probably been a warehouse until 
Laken over by the Army. The neighborhood was busier 
than it had been in the middle of the night. Across the 
street was a white washed hamburger stand advertising 
Coca-Cola. Even at six in the morning it was open, 
serving hot coffee to construction workers and police­
men.
The induction center was busy too. I walked up a 
steep set of stairs. When I reached the lop. a man with a 
clipboard checked my name off a list and directed me to 
a small, airless room where ten or twenty other guys were 
getting undressed. Despite what I had told Becky, I was 
nervous. The whole thing reminded me of a trip to the 
doctor or the dentist. There were rows and rows of wire 
baskets along one wall of the room. I put my clothes in one 
of the baskets, my keys and wallet in a paper bag which 
I placed on top of my clothes. It was like going to prison; 
in twenty years, when I got out. 1 could get my keys back.
For the rest of the day we paraded around the 
building in our underwear, filling out forms, taking tests, 
having our weight measured and our blood sampled. 
Each phase of the induction process took place in a 
different part of the building. In order to find our destina­
tions. we had to follow one of the brightly-colored lines 
that were painted down the middle of the corridors and 
stairs like the yellow brick road in The Wizard of Oz. 
Barefoot, we wandered from floor to floor, our noses to the 
ground. One baby-faced kid wandered around naked. He 
explained, innocently, that he had forgotten to put on 
underwear that morning.
At one point in the afternoon, many hours after the 
day had begun, all of the inductees were herded into a 
large, empty room. With its high windows and its lofty, 
cavernous ceiling, the room reminded me of a cathedral. 
Either that or a gym. Were we going to pray or play 
basketball? As it turned out. we were told to line up on the 
blue line that ran along the side of the room and face the 
wall. A man in a white lab coat stood alone in the middle 
of the room. He too was holding a clipboard.
"Okay, men,” he began, "drop your shorts, bend 
over, and spread your buttocks. We want to see if you 
have any problems in that area.” He said area as if he 
meant a difficult subject like calculus or Latin which we 
might be flunking in school.
The doctor—if he was a doctor—strolled down the 
row with a little flashlight, peering into people’s assholes. 
The experience was humiliating, but a little less humili­
ating because it was happening to everyone. Stripped 
naked, stripped of our education, our parents' money, 
our different backgrounds, we were joined together in a 
bizarre initiation rite. High school dropouts and college 
students, some a little younger, some a little older, we 
formed a community, like Epstein's fellow protest march­
ers, except that we had not come there voluntarily. The 
initiation rite reminded me of the fraternity initiation
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ceremony, when the first-year pledges became full mem­
bers of the fraternity. They wore rented tuxedos and sat 
in the cellar o f the fraternity house all day long with black 
hoods over their heads. It was always a hot. stifling day 
in June, even more stifling in the cellar. One by one the 
pledges were led upstairs, not knowing what was coming. 
Finally, still hooded, they were whacked on the ass with 
their own wooden pledge paddles by a couple of upper­
classmen. That year's Brillo and Goon.
The last part of the induction process was the 
psychiatric interview. When my turn came, I entered a 
sparsely furnished cubicle and sat down on a plastic 
chair. Since I was still in my underwear, the plastic felt 
cold against my skin. Another man in a white coat sal 
behind a desk, reading one of the forms I had filled out. 
For a minute he studied my answers, saying nothing. 
Finally he looked up.
"It says here you're a vegetarian.”
“That's right," I said. Following Epstein’s example, I 
had stopped eating meat. Mrs. A.'s vegetables were a 
lesser evil. "I'm a conscientious objector. I don’t like to kill 
things."
1 was starting to shiver.
"Well, no one likes to kill tilings, mnnn."—he made 
a bee-like humming sound as he searched for my name 
on the form—"mnn, Henry. Your name’s Henry, isn’t it?"
"Yes."
“How long have you been a conscientious objector, 
Henry? Months? Weeks?”
"No. I've always been one. 1 mean, I filed for CO status 
a couple of months ago. but I've always hated killing, and 
violence—”
"And meat?" He smiled. Then he got serious again.
After a moment I said, "Gandhi was a vegetarian. So 
was Thoreau.”
“You know, Henry," said the man behind the desk, 
"there are plenty of vegetarians in the Army. They eat 
their peas and their carrots, and then they go out and 
defend their buddies." He smiled again, showing his 
teeth. "You would defend your buddies too. wouldn'tyou, 
Henry?"
My buddies? Did he mean someone like Epstein? 
But Epstein wasn't going Lo Vietnam, and neither was I. 
That was the flaw in his argument. If none of us joined the 
army, we wouldn’t have to defend each other.
"I told you. I don't believe in killing. I think there are 
better ways to resolve conflicts."
He wrote something down on the form, and the 
conversation soon came to an end. I left the cubicle and 
followed the red line back to the room where I had started 
that morning. My clothes, my wallet, my keys were still 
there. I got dressed and joined the other inductees for the 
formal induction ceremony.
When the moment came to take the oath, 1 said 
nothing. The people in charge made me talk to an FBI 
agent, but they didn't arrest me. As I took the bus back 
to the college, I thought o f the new soldiers who were 
being whisked off to bool camp in crowded buses of their 
own that very hour. They would have to wake up early the 
next morning and get their heads shaved.
A few warm days at the beginning of March had fooled 
people into thinking that spring had arrived. The snow 
melted, leaving the campus a marshland of mud. Then 
blustery winds cooled things off again.
“The Marines are going to be here recruiting next 
week,” I said to Epstein, who was in the midst of eating 
his salad. It was lunchtime at the fraternity house.
'They've got no right to recruit on campus," he said. 
“If somebody wants to join the Marines, he can find their 
number in the phone book.”
Perugia, one table down, had overheard our conver­
sation. “It's free speech." he croaked, choking on his 
grilled cheese sandwich. T h e  Marines have just as much 
right to express their point of view as you do."
They’re not coming to talk. Perugia." Epstein shouted 
back. They're signing up people for death squads. They 
want to teach them to use flame-throwers.'’
Brillo rolled a piece of bread into a ball and threw it 
across the dining room at Epstein, commenting, “Don't 
get so emotional, sprouthead!”
Over the next few days the small antiwar contingent 
on campus—besides Epstein and me. the contingent 
included the jock Smolinski from Morrison's Greek phi­
losophy class—got together in one or another of our dorm 
rooms to discuss strategy. Someone suggested burning 
the Marines' car while they were off talking to potential 
recruits, but the rest of us thought that was too violent. 
Someone else wanted to block the road when the Marines 
arrived, preventing them from reaching their destination, 
but in the end we decided to sit in at the Dean's Office, 
refusing to leave until the Dean banned military recruit­
ers from campus.
When the day arrived, five of us gathered in the 
waiting room outside the office. One or two fence-sitters 
didn't show up: they didn't approve of the war, but they 
weren't willing to get in trouble with the college about it. 
I figured that since I was already in trouble with the 
selective service system, I didn’t have lo worry about the 
college. The Dean's secretary, a lady in her fifties who had 
probably been working at the school since before we were 
born, looked up from her typing. We told her that we 
wanted to speak lo the Dean.
“What do you wish to speak to him about?"
"Recruiting," said Epstein. “Military recruiting."
After conferring with the Dean on the phone, the 
secretary told us we could go in.
The Dean, a portly, red-faced man who was rumored 
to be an alcoholic, was always short o f breath. “Well, what 
can I do for you today, gentleman?" he said, sucking up 
air in case he might have to make other pronouncements.
Epstein outlined our position. He explained that we 
were going to remain in the Dean's office until he met our 
demands.
“That's not possible." said the Dean. “This is my 
office.”
We argued the point.
After twenty minutes the Dean said, "Look, it's 
almost noon and I have an appointment for lunch. I'm 
afraid you'll just have to leave."
“We can’t do that." said Epstein. “Not until you 
change your policy."
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The Dean gave some instructions to his secretary. 
He shuffled some papers on his desk. Then he made a 
phone call. After he hung up he put on his hat and said. 
“I'm going out to lunch. You better not touch anything 
while I'm gone." He hurried out the door, breathing hard. 
His face was flushed.
The five of us settled down for an extended stay. We 
opened our books, took out our homework, and began to 
study. The office was a comfortable, spacious room, the 
floor covered with plush carpet, the walls lined with 
books. The Dean's wooden desk, maple or walnut, was 
large and sleek, far more elegant than the cramped, 
carved-up desks sitting in the college's classrooms. Grin­
ning. Smolinski sauntered behind the desk and sat, like 
Goldilocks in the three bears' house, in the Dean's 
enormous chair. Leaning back, he sank down into the 
soft green leather. "Ahhh." he sighed blissfully.
Someone peeked outside the door. The secretary was 
gone.
“Well, what do you think he’s going to do?" someone 
else said.
"Maybe he’s going to call the cops.”
"Nah," Smolinski declared, “I think his plan is to eat 
lunch and hope we're not here when he comes back."
Epstein announced that he was hungry. Smolinski 
offered him a Snickers bar. but Epstein declined the offer. 
I tried to concentrate on my Russian history book. 1 had 
a test coming up on tire movements that led to the 
Bolshevik Revolution. The clock on the wall said ten past 
twelve.
The next time I looked, the clock said 12:30. I was 
getting impatient, bored, restless. I had expected some­
thing more confrontational, more dramatic, involving 
tense negotiations with the Dean, jeering spectators, riot 
police with tear gas or water hoses. Something like the 
sit-ins to integrate Woolworth's lunch counters in the 
South. I was starting to get worried. What if tire Dean 
didn’t come back? What if he simply abandoned his office 
to us, to do with as we pleased? The life of the college 
would go on. recruiters would come and go, the war itself 
would continue. The death toll would mount.
At that moment 1 heard muffled noises that seemed 
to come from the outer office. Was the Dean’s secretary 
back from lunch? Suddenly the door burst open. Goon. 
Brillo, Perugia, and a bunch of their friends spilled into 
the office, hooting and yelping like animals just released 
from their pens.
Epstein started to say something, but before he 
could finish. Goon barreled into him like a rogue el­
ephant. A vase fell and broke, spilling water and flowers 
on the floor.
"Commie assholes," muttered Brillo. grinning, wav­
ing a bat.
Goon’s glasses fell on the floor, where they were 
stepped on and smashed. "Oh fuck." he said, “I can’t see 
who I’m hitting without my glasses."
In the meantime, Perugia sneaked behind the Dean's 
desk and. like Smolinski, sat down in Papa Bear’s vast, 
luxurious chair. He began to leaf through the letters and 
memos lying unprotected on the desk in front of him.
Taking a Magic Marker from his pocket, he picked out 
several papers and drew long red streaks over them.
I felt like a spectator at some strange performance, 
some avant-garde ballet that managed to be graceful and 
awkward at the same time. While I was watching Perugia, 
someone grabbed my history book and tore the pages out. 
"Hey, what are you doing?” 1 yelled, but it was too late.
Seeing Brillo pound Epstein in the chest, while Goon 
pinned back his arms, 1 ran across the room to help. I 
tried to pull Goon away, but he was too strong for me. His 
arms were as big as some people's legs.
“Fucking Jew.” said Brillo, still grinning. “I knew.”— 
he took a  quick breath—”1 knew we shouldn't’ve let a 
fucking Jew into the”—breath—'Tucking fraternity.”
This time I hit Goon in the back of the neck. 
Suddenly angered, as if a mosquito had bitten him. he 
released his grip on Epstein, whirled around, and landed 
a blow that caught me on the side of the jaw. I staggered 
backwards.
On the other side of the room, Perugia was tossing 
pieces of paper into the air. They floated uncertainly for 
a few seconds and then, like damaged paper airplanes, 
fell heavily back to earth, the red streaks like bloody 
gashes in their paper bodies. 1 thought I heard Perugia 
say. "Brooawrp," in frogtalk.
The fracas ended as quickly as it began. Two or three cops 
arrived, putting an end to the fighting and restoring 
order. The Dean regained possession of his office. Epstein. 
Smolinski and I straggled off to get something to eat. We 
were sore but otherwise unhurt.
As it turned out, the Dean didn’t change his policy on 
military recruiting. He even charged us for the damage to 
his office, saying we had provoked the brawl. But the sit- 
in had another result: Epstein and I quit the fraternity 
house. We decided we really didn't belong there after all.
In June we graduated. After a dismal spring, the 
weather had turned hot and sunny. The trees were thick 
with green leaves. At the commencement exercises Pro­
fessor Morrison gave a speech in defense of ivory towers. 
But wearing my cap and gown, seeing Epstein in his, I 
thought of old black-and-white photographs I had seen of 
nineteenth century student revolutionaries. Looking stiff 
and serious in their high-buttoned jackets, they probably 
had one hand on the bombs in their pockets. As the fight 
in the Dean's Office proved, the outside world had a way 
of intruding upon ivory towers.
I entered law school in the fall, having escaped the 
draft on a technicality. I lost touch with Becky, who got 
a job as an editorial assistant in another city. Epstein and 
I corresponded intermittently over the next year or so. He 
went through a succession of odd jobs: bookstore clerk, 
taxi driver, playground aide in an elementary school. The 
last I heard, he was working in a hospital, doing his 
alternate service as a conscientious objector.
The war in Southeast Asia touched the life of every 
young man who reached draft age in those years. For 
some, like me, the impact of the war was fleeting—the 
embarrassment of the induction physical, the sudden 
violence in the Dean's Office. Others, like Epstein and 
Brillo. were affected more deeply. 1 read in the college
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alumni magazine, one spring or summer, that Brillo had 
been killed in Vietnam.
Out of Step, But On Tarqet
Randolph Splitter, who currently teaches English at De 
Anza College, has published Jiction. journalism and liter­
ary criticism. During his college years in the middle and 
late sixties, he did civil rights work in New Orleans, 
participated in the antiwar movement, and then moved to 
Berkeley to attend graduate school. He was a conscien­
tious objector during the Vietnam war.
New Product
We announce, slightly ahead of its sched­
uled release date, our new 16-megabyte 
"Armed Right" digitizing sensory converter, the Probie.
Slip the ultra-thin sensing membrane over 
your right index finger. If you are missing 
that one, well, pick one you like. Insert the 
True Tone earpiece into a working ear and 
turn on the Digi-Brain signal demodula­
tor. Go to the Viet Nam Memorial Wall and 
run your Unger over a name, B-R-O-W-N, 
which will be spelled out for you in ultra 
clear Simudrogenic speech. No more slur­
ring. no more flannel mouth, and no more 
crass regionalisms. Cry and drop your 
burden at the right name and the right 
panel. Weptronics senses that there are 
lots of techno-weenies out there thinking, 
“Where else can I stick my Probie?"
JimSullivan. 1103 Manchester Dr.. South Bend. IN 46615.
Now the story can be told. Our kids are grown and on their 
own: I have a different job; and the heated arguments over 
the Vietnam war have subsided. Consequently. I can 
finally tell the unvarnished truth about my antiwar 
peacenik activity during the 1970s.
Frankly, it wasn’t much. Mostly, it was limited to 
discussions around the family supper table with my wife 
and four young children. I was, near the end of the 
Vietnam war. a dove, having been a hawk during most of 
the conflict. I was also, at this time, strongly in favor of 
our country withdrawing our troops from that Asian 
country. And I spared no words or emotions to express 
exactly how I felt to my mealtime captive audience.
They, at least the older ones, were in total agreement 
with me. But they began asking me embarrassing ques­
tions about my stand on the war, like. “Why don't you do 
something about it, Dad?" "When are you going public 
with your position?" And. "Why don’t you march for 
peace. Dad?”
I kept them at bay by replying, “Kids, if the opportu­
nity ever comes up locally. I’ll do something. You just wait 
and see."
Well, much to my surprise and horror, such a 
marching opportunity did arise. It was in late 1972. The 
war was still on. And people were fed up with it, too. The 
long-awaited peace still hadn’t come about. And we all 
wondered if it ever would. To show that concern, the area 
antiwar movement decided to have a peace march the 
following Saturday. The route, according to the an­
nouncement in the newspaper, would be from a southside 
church up a major city avenue to the main post office 
lawn.
The distance was about three miles, perhaps a bit 
longer. That, 1 thought, was surely within my range of 
physical durability, but just barely. I'd gotten a little out 
of shape over the previous ten years. In short. I was a 
physical wreck.
But my main worry was my employer. If I were seen, 
by my superiors, demonstrating against the war, I was 
sure they’d be none too happy with me. In fact, they might 
even fire me. Oh, I’d not be let go for marching, specifi­
cally, but for some other infraction. Not being perfect. I 
could have been fired for any number of reasons.
I was worried, also, that my acquaintances, all of 
whom were hawks, would get angry at me for my dovish 
stand, which I'd not told them about yet. Then Lhere was 
my extended family. Though they lived out of town, these 
relatives might have heard I was marching for peace and 
gotten upset with me. They probably wouldn’t speak to 
me anymore. And from then on. I’d be disgraced within 
my own clan. I'd be shunned at family reunions.
Then again. 1 had to face my own wife and children. 
They had heard me spout off about the war for a long time. 
They really expected me to act now. And I didn’t want 
them to think any less of me. After all. I wanted their 
respect and admiration, not to mention their love and 
understanding.
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Only my wife truly understood the danger for me if 
I marched. The kids thought nothing mattered but prin­
ciples. I guess I was to blame for that. I'd been instilling 
that idea into them over the years. The kids began 
teaching me about my being afraid to march for what I 
believed in. Paraphrasing a line from Thomas Paine’s 
writing that I'd quoted to them often, the kids said to me, 
“Don’t be a sunshine patriot or a summer soldier. Be a 
warrior for your cause."
To save face, I told my kids at supper one evening 
that I was participating in the peace march the following 
morning at ten o’clock. They were amazed and, I think, 
pleased, judging by their applause. My wife said nothing.
After the children had all gone to bed that evening, 
however, my wife said plenty. "What if one of your board 
members sees you?"
"I just hope none of them recognize me."
"But you're liable to be seen on local TV on both the 
six and eleven o’clock news broadcasts."
"I'll try to stay in the back of the march and blend into 
the group."
“Just be careful. Peaceniks aren’t very well liked by 
some people. They may throw rocks or shoot at you. too. 
So please, please duck if they start."
"Believe you me. I'll duck for every and any object 
heading my way."
Her comments hadn't been reassuring. I slept fitfully 
that night. The next morning, as time to drive over to the 
church where the marchers were to assemble neared, 1 
grew more and more apprehensive. I had no idea how 
many people would show up. But I assumed, based on 
what I'd seen on TV of other peace demonstrations, like 
the one in Washington, DC. that there’d be hordes of 
people. Without a doubt. I could easily blend in with such 
a large crowd.
Just before climbing into my car. 1 got a great idea. 
I'd don a baseball cap and disguise my profile. Few people 
at work or elsewhere had ever seen me wearing a hat of 
any kind, least of all a baseball cap. You see. I wasn't 
much of a jock. When my kids spotted me putting on the 
cap. which I'd borrowed from one of them. 1 said. 'There's 
lots of sun today, and I don’t want it in my eyes on the 
march." Smiling, they seemed to buy my explanation.
Slowly, I drove Lo the assembly point. As 1 neared the 
church parking lot. where I thought the newspaper had 
said marchers would gather. I saw only eight people 
there. Obviously. I hadn't found the correct church 
parking lot. Or had I? Confused. 1 drove right past it.
Several blocks away. I pulled over to die curb and 
shut the car's engine off. What was I going to do now? It 
was too late to go looking for the correct parking lot. 
Maybe I could just kill the morning driving around, and 
then return home telling my family that I couldn't find the 
place or that the march was canceled because of too small 
a turnout. But I felt bad thinking about being devious and 
dishonest like that. And what if Uiat had been the correct 
parking lot and, regardless of how many showed up, they 
marched. My family would hear about it, and I'd be a 
laughing slock in my own home. What to do? What to do?
1 drove back to that church parking lot. With an air 
of confidence. I strode over to the church door steps
where the few remaining people were clustered. A young 
mother was sitting on the steps nursing her baby there in 
plain sight. So this was the new generation. I mused, 
averting my eyes from mother and child. No wonder those 
other two people left.
Everyone was chatting, unconcerned. with the mother 
as she fed her child. 1 asked of no one in particular. “Is Lhis 
where the antiwar peace march is assembling?"
I fully expected to hear them all chuckle and say. 
"No!" But. instead, they all chuckled and said. "Yes. this 
is the place."
Adrenaline surged through my body. My eyes wa­
tered. And I felt a compelling urge to run to my car and 
get out of there. It wasn't only the nursing mother and 
child that bothered me. but the imminent march with this 
handful of people. I’d stick out like a sore thumb. I 
couldn’t allow that to happen. I'd be seen, for sure, and 
then I'd be out on my ear at work. My time of earning a 
living for my family would be over. Who would hire a 
peacenik after he’d marched for peace and been fired 
from his job? My future looked bleak indeed.
Still. I thought about my kids. How could I possibly 
face them if I didn't put my money (or my feet) where my 
mouth was? This was a tough decision. My mind raced 
back and forth between my fear of exposure and my fear 
of losing my family's respect.
Thank goodness, within the next five minutes sev­
eral more marchers arrived (perhaps they came late to 
avoid seeing that young mother nursing her baby), in all. 
there were seventy-five of us. And it helped me to make 
up my mind to march.
Three participants. I’d say, were definitely hippies, 
two others could have been, depending on how you 
judged psychedelic pants. The rest of the people, though, 
looked like ordinary folks to me. And all of them acted like 
marching was old hat. I was especially impressed with the 
comments being made by a young minister who was 
dressed in his church's garb, including clerical collar. I 
decided to stick close to him. It wasn’t his wisdom I was 
after. But I doubted if counter-demonstrators would 
attack such a person of the cloth or those nearby.
Our march leader, a bearded young man. and. 1 
believe someone said, a Vietnam war vet. rounded us up 
and said, “Let’s get started." We lined up, two and three 
abreast, including the young mother and her baby who 
was now riding in a stroller.
I suggested to the minister that we march directly 
behind the mother to kind of watch out for her and the 
child. He agreed. The truth was, 1 was pretty sure no one 
would throw rocks at her, the child, or anyone close by. 
In brief, her presence made me feel even more secure. I 
only hoped she wouldn’t spoil it all for me by nursing her 
kid while we marched. I didn't think I could stand it.
As we stepped off. I pulled my baseball cap down as 
low over my eyes as I could without completely covering 
them over. The churchman noticed and said. "I sure hope 
the sun shines today.” He also began telling me not to 
worry, for we were now being protected by you-know- 
who. I wanted to believe him. too. Anyway, he then told 
me that he'd been on many other marches and at
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demonsli'ations without incident. That reinforced my 
feeling about his uniform being protective.
His stories braced me until we began marching 
through a residential neighborhood. There, without warn­
ing, a middle-aged man came charging out of his house 
and began yelling at us, calling us Communists. He also 
made threatening gestures at us with a garden rake he 
was holding.
1 was stunned, not to mention scared. The rake- 
holder was yelling primarily at those among us (not me. 
thank goodness) who were carrying placards. Such pro­
vocative sayings as "Make Peace Not War" and “God Loves 
The Little Children" and other slogans which, to the angry 
man, doubtless seemed hale-mongering. It was, there­
fore. understandable that the guy with the rake was 
upset. I half-expected, at any moment, that he would 
wield that heavy rake at some of us with disastrous 
results. But he seemed content to just call us every foul 
name under the sun.
As I walked past him. he yelled at me, “You lazy bum. 
You ain't never been in the service. You never did nothing 
for your country. Why don’t you move to Russia, you 
pinko, if you don't like it here?" Though sorely tempted to 
tell him about my three years in the Marine Corps and the 
meaning of Lhe Bill of Rights. I decided against it. He 
didn’t appear to be ready to listen to reason anyway. I felt 
great relief when we got beyond that man's home.
A peaceful group, we continued moving on the 
sidewalk. We talked and joked among ourselves, yet we 
certainly weren't what you'd call noisy. But the numer­
ous cars and trucks that slowed when they drove past us 
were. When the occupants of the vehicles determined 
what we were marching for by reading our placards, 
many of those men. women and children shouted rude 
words and comments. Some of them honked in support 
and agreement with us. too. This, above all, lifted our 
spirits.
1 was still worried about someone recognizing my 
facial profile which, it had just occurred tome, would also 
have made an excellent target for a sniper. But aside from 
the baseball cap. there was little else I could do about my 
face, or head for that matter. To make tilings worse, I had 
more than those two features to worry about. The shape 
of my belly and the way it hung over my belt was as well- 
known in local circles as the shape of my face and head.
So, for part of the march, I held my stomach in as 
much as I could. After walking like that for a block, 
however, I finally had to exhale. And I let it all hang out 
again like it normally does. Now I was more identifiable, 
but 1 was also more comfortable. I figured the trade-off 
was worth it. Moreover, I found that breathing helped 
steady my nerves. Yet. in trying to avoid detection. 1 did 
take one other precaution: I walked on the part of the 
sidewalk away from the street. The extremely thin minis­
ter next to me hardly hid me from the passing motorists' 
view, but the religious man did block out some of my 
silhouette, which helped.
And the march continued. Actually, we weren't 
marching in step. It was more like seventy-five people 
shuffling in the same direction. I did try, however, to stay 
in step with the mother ahead of me so I didn’t kick her
or the stroller accidentally. Having marched everywhere 
in the Marines. I knew how to avoid that possibility.
On the route, we received many other hoots, calls, 
jeers, taunts, and some really vulgar comments from area 
residents and passing motorists. But. after what seemed 
like several hours, we neared our destination: a grassy 
knoll in front of the main post office.
Oh. oh. I said to myself, they already have TV 
cameras set up over there where we're going. And just as 
the cameras were being turned on us. another protest 
group ran up. from a side street, and joined in our line of 
march. They hadn't asked permission or somuchassaid, 
“By your leave."
They held a long banner that read "Antiabortion" 
and other such slogans. I resented them co-opting our 
march, especially at the last moment like this. But the 
minister said, when I griped aloud about the Johnny- 
come-lately marchers, ‘There's little you can do about 
such tactics, so ignore them, keep marching, and relax."
Then only a short way from the knoll, another 
smaller group of people, carrying a banner announcing 
that they were "Anti-capital punishment." joined our 
march, too. But this time I didn't get angry. 1 just 
remembered the minister's earlier comments, and I let 
my resentment go.
Across from the grassy knoll, a group of military 
veterans were lined up in formation. Several of them held 
American flags unfurled. These men yelled nasty epithets 
at us as we moved past their formation. They told us we'd 
think differently if we'd been in the military or had lost a 
loved one over there. (My first cousin had been killed in 
Viet Nam in 1971.)
By now. the three local TV stations had their video 
cameras locked on us. Immediately, two local newsmen 
recognized me and asked. "What in the dickens are you 
doing here?"
"Protesting," I responded.
They both shook their heads in disbelief.
At this point, I really tried to get lost in the group. It 
was now bunched up and sitting down on the knoll. 1 sat 
in the very back away from the TV cameras. But. before 
I knew it, my two TV newsmen friends, probably frying to 
do me a favor by getting me coverage on tire news, came 
around to the rear of the group and zoomed in on me. In 
my mind's eye I saw my career going up in smoke. But it 
was too late now to worry about that. I was committed to 
the cause. The march had tempered me. I was proud of 
what I'd done. And I could face my wife and kids. (I just 
hoped against hope that i wouldn't have to face them and 
say I'd lost my job. too.)
While I was thinking those morbid thoughts, the 
protest march leader had us sing “We Shall Overcome" 
and other peace and civil rights songs. Honestly, I never 
in all my life expected to do that in public. I'd seen Martin 
Luther King, Jr. and others doing that on TV. And now 1 
was doing it too. I felt proud.
Finally, the TV cameras backed off and despite the 
commentary being given now by the leader and others 
explaining why we had done what we had, the TV people, 
obviously uninterested, packed up their gear- and went 
back, presumably, to Lheir studios.
500
Biq Book
Now I began to relax, to feel extremely good about 
myself, and to feel a real kinship with the other marchers, 
even with the nursing mother, who, I'm sorry to say, was 
at it again in plain view. Then someone in the crowd 
yelled, “Hey, look over by the post office." And we all did. 
An official of some sort, dressed in a nice suit, was talcing 
our photographs, one by one, with a 35mm camera and 
a telephoto lens. No one had any doubts about who the 
photographer was working for.
That night, I saw myself, vividly, on the six and 
eleven o’clock news, on all three network channels. 
Despite my baseball cap. you'd have been declared legally 
blind if you couldn’t recognize me. So, on the following 
Monday, at work. 1 waited all day for the shoe to drop. But 
nothing happened. Then I waited for several days. Still 
nothing. No one had seen me on TV. or at least I hadn’t 
been recognized. Frankly. I was a little disappointed.
Of course. I couldn't brag, outside my home, about 
my exploit for fear it would get back to my superiors. And. 
therefore, none of my friends knew what I’d done, either. 
I gained absolutely no celebrity or notoriety for being an 
antiwar protester, except in my own home, of course.
From it all. I got a big bunch of self-esteem. And my 
kids showed me more respect, for a while anyway. That 
made it all worthwhile. My wife, of course, was just glad 
it was all over, and that 1 hadn't been caught.
Since that event, the war. as everyone knows, ended. 
Now. 1 don’t claim that my marching, alone, stopped 
anything. But maybe it had a tiny bit, with all the other 
protest marches, to do with bringing the conflict to a 
conclusion for America. In any case. I’ve not marched 
since then for any other cause. But I’d like to think that 
I still might, if the occasion arose locally. I would only 
hope that the nursing mother doesn't show up again.
Jim Sullivan has been a history museum director, bank 
public relations manager, and funeral home assistant 
(read gravedigger), as well as life insurance, car. and 
tombstone salesman, office manager, truck driver, em­
ployment counselor, postal clerk, and a few more things 
besides. He’s been published in Words o f Wisdom, 
Cooking Light, Tucumcari Literary Review, Poultry, 
Innisfree, The Small Pond Magazine, and others.
REd-BRick Square
Chapters from the novel ms. by Frank Ross. 5263 Hwy. 
140. Mariposa. CA 95338.
Words explode inside Bill Anthony's head, fuck words 
vomiting up from his gut where he burned out in Nam. 
His throat lumps as if a small hand reached in clutching 
his trachea cutting off breath. The same movie flashes 
images of himself against black and crimson retinas. He 
attempts jogging up the fifteen red-brick steps to the 
entrance to Paddington, but the fainting comes and he 
collapses slowly against the brick retaining wall, hands 
falling limp, the book-sack slipping down three steps and 
spilling papers and texts in slow-motion. He presses his 
hand against brick, claws fingernails into the minute 
horseshoe logos embedded into each red block. Charlie's 
mortar barrage crumps fifty yards off to the right. He 
smells excrement. Tim is screaming “FUCKFUCKFUCK- 
FUCKMOTHERFUCK" over and over, pounding fists into 
the log wall o f the undergrowid bunker. He sees Tim’s left 
temple purple. Dipshit’s right leg is still in the rice paddy 
thirty yards away. He is pissed at Dipshil because he 
won’t take dope. He laughed uncontrollably when Dipshit 
crawled into the bunker and asked him to go out there and 
find his leg. The bastard should’ve stayed inside, like he 
was told. He'd run right into the mine field. Tim should've 
stayed down too. Charlie got him fwe seconds after he 
crawledout togetDipshit. They all knew Charlie was there 
because they heard them jabbering away like jay  birds 
until Dipshit screws up. Dipshit grabbed Tim's hash and 
look off fo r the fucking river. A religious freak. Dipshit 
wanted to “save’' Tim and himself from  the Devil. "Christ’s 
kingdom don't allow no dopers." And the mine got Dipshit 
coming back from the river. Tim might have killed Dipshit 
if the Cong mine hadn't got him Jirst.
He pops the capsule between his teeth and waits for 
the medication to take effect. Confusion drains slowly off 
into dizziness. He staggers into the building and goes for 
the water fountain, drinks three mouthfuls and holds 
onto the stainless steel rim of the fountain for a minute. 
The shit in his mouth turns to thick saliva. Spitting is 
hard. He still sees Tim nowand then. Usually bombed out 
in a tav on Forty-fifth Street. They still talk about the 
Saigon scene. Why does he still laugh when Tim yells at 
Dipshit’s stupidity? The Jarhead never made it out of 
Nam.
Bill enters the classroom five minutes late. The exam 
sheets are on the front desk and he takes one. moves 
carefully into a chair at the end of the seminar table. He 
reads the questions through twice: translation of Old 
English to Middle and Modern English. Fifty lines of 
Beowulf s victory speech to the Queen and Horthgar. And 
then an exercise in the etymology of a dozen verb forms: 
a morphology problem: and an essay on the Grendel 
mother-figure. It is a good exam. He works through the 
part quickly. At least ten of the grad students in the room 
won't make grades on this one. They flunked an easier 
exam at midterms. He’s aced that one. Professor Diablo 
had congratulated him.
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'That is good work William. You see I have to pass a 
few just Lo stay in the teaching business, but your exam 
was right on, as you say. We must talk soon about your 
doctorate in medieval studies as quickly as you feel 
confident." That was a couple of months ago. Since that 
time Diablo had petitioned the department grad studies 
committee for Bill's candidacy into the Ph.D. program. 
Diablo was damned supporlive. Right now. though, he 
wants the burning inside his head to stop. These lapses 
into the past kill him by bits and pieces. Sometimes he 
feels like the continent in the Donne poem: he is all the 
dead fuckers in Nam and erodes with them into oblivion. 
Why doesn’t the war stop in his head? He's been through 
the whole fucking trip with university counselors. All they 
wanted him to do was talk about the war to other vets. 
They really didn’t want to hear a fucking thing about it 
themselves. He suspected that the psychologist who ran 
the counseling department was once an antiwar activist. 
He smiled at Bill a lot. You could tell he had a smugness 
inside him that lectured to you about the war. But he’s 
cooled that shit. He wouldn't go back to that fucker. A 
grossout. Self-therapy helped. This morning was the first 
time in over a year that he'd had a burnout. Probably the 
pressure of exams. A  year after receiving his masters 
degree in English Literature, he had ripped into huge 
chunks of obscure Latin texts with a maniacal passion, 
sometimes hating the content. Medieval sermons, reli­
gious tracts, plays in three archaic languages (Latin. Old 
French, and Middle English) cooled the hot flashes into 
the Nam scenes. In Fall term he had written a thirty-page 
research paper on a problem in translation of Bede. 
Professor Mullins, a young Yale Ph.D. who wore a green 
beret, tried to play down the importance of Bill's work. Bill 
smiled at Professor Mullins and left the paper on the 
desk. He retyped his copy and sent it in to the Journal 
o f Medieval Studies. Whether by accident or caprice, 
the paper was accepted for publication because the editor 
mistakenly believed Bill to be a colleague of his from 
former years at Cornell. Bill took his acceptance notice to 
Mullins and threw it down on the young professor's desk.
“Do you see that, you fucker?"
"I do, but why do you use that word?"
“You told me, sir, that my work in this paper was a 
pile of crap. Now stick this up your ass and get lost!" 
Mullins was stunned into silence, completely numbed by 
the attack and open confrontation. Bill knows the man 
still avoids him on campus. Most of his professors fear 
him. take great pains to keep him out of their sections and 
pass him if he gets into their seminars.
Bill knows that most English faculty avoid him, and 
he has seen Dr. Newton, the department chair, a mild 
Victorian scholar and Victorian gentleman from Yale, 
sixty-four, flinch whenever Bill passes him by in the hall. 
Behind oak doors in the Padford Library five full profes­
sors agreed to appoint Professor Diablo as Bill's advisor 
and mentor. Diablo suggested that the department set up 
a temporary lectureship at the grad level for an aspiring 
doctoral candidate. Dr. Newton called Bill into his office 
to extend his congratulations.
“We can't do this for every one of you young men here 
in our graduate program. But the exceptional man comes
along and we’re in need of someone to take a couple of 
lecture sections at the undergraduate level—in this case 
it's Medieval Literature. What do you think of it?"
"Veiy honored, sir. But there aren't more them ten 
students taking—”
“Well, that's now being changed—what I mean is, we 
are going to allow another section of English survey to be 
given this winter. You’ll have about twelve students."
“Certainly, sir, what the hell—1 mean do you think 
you need me?"
"Son, don’t press us on that one. The department 
has made a decision. Will you accept?” Dr. Newton refills 
his pipe and flames it, blowing heavy clouds of smoke 
across the office.
"Ifyou don't mind sir. I'd like to point out that I’m not 
turned on by the department's decision. Vietnam taught 
me to stay down low—keep a low profile. You could get 
your head blown away for being kind—"
"Well, son, this isn’t Vietnam—nor is it a battlefield." 
Bill, watching the old man stiffen upright in his leather 
chair. “I’m afraid your experiences in the—ah—war won't 
matter here. We don't confer lectureships in the same 
spirit as battlefield commissions."
'Thanks for the encouragement, sir. But there are a 
few professors in your department who would like noth­
ing better than to ship me off to Siberia or the Middle 
East." Bill eyes Professor Newton’s collection of Latin 
authors: Aquinas, Bede. Augustine. Virgil. Ovid. Cicero.
“I won't discuss faculty with you, son. We are all here 
to teach literature to the ignorant as well as to the 
talented and informed—a difficult task ifyou think about 
it." He stares down at Newton who begins shuffling 
papers on his desk and puffing nervously on the pipe. 
“You should understand that you are being 'invited' to 
work under Dr. Diablo."
'Til accept it. sir." Bill feels himself reddening in the 
presence of this patient scholar.
"Good. I want you to see Dr. Diablo tomorrow 
morning. He will give you your class assignments and 
schedules. As you may perhaps already know. Dr. Diablo 
is an excellent scholar of Medieval Literature. He has 
been in our department for many years and I am sure you 
will learn a great deal from him as you proceed in your 
research program here. A word of caution, however. Don't 
step on toes. We've enough of that, you know? I have an 
appointment in a few minutes. Good day." Dr. Newton 
nods and flashes incisors. He walks out into the central 
English office. Two secretaries smile at him on his way to 
the men's room. Bill empties his bladder and reads 
graffiti in front of his nose: 'The wicked know each 
other—that's why they call you brother."
Bill jogs to the Blue Moon tavern on Forty-Fifth 
Street at eight-thirty, Friday night. March thirtieth. Cars 
line the curb in front and jam the rear and side parking 
lot. He sees through blackness that slowly unleashes 
squibs of light from beer signs over the bar. There is a 
crescendo of dissonant noise hitting him as he plows 
through ranks of bearded cycle gays, freaks, drama 
students, professors, graduate students to find the right 
table in the rear of the tavern. As eyes adjust to tavern
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gloom, he begins to recognize faces, smiles at two grad 
women at the bar who are in a class with him—Dr. 
Mathis' Modern British Poetry. They do not smile back so 
he moves through the press towards the back booths. The 
odor of stale green beer sickens him. A joint passes in 
front of his face and he ducks under the arm. The smell 
of good pot follows him to the right booth.
"A toke for William the conqueror! Congrats to the 
crunchers." It is Brian Keep, the clean green beret from 
Michigan State. Bill ignores Keep and pushes on to the 
booth with the four quiet ones passing a joint.
"You're here? We've heard Keep yelling all night 
about your new jogging shoes and the job—" Bill receives 
a handshake from Lyle DeVoto. grad student in linguis­
tics and American Studies. Art Smith. German Language 
major, hunches his shoulders and passes the joint to Bill.
"Shit. Fair to middling gold."
"I don’t mind his telling the fucking world about my 
new assignment, but it’s none of his goddamn business 
about thejoggingshoes." Bill pours himselfaglass ofbeer 
from the communal pitcher in the center of the table. 
Mindy Ginger, wax-haired blond, reads Chaucer, sips 
beer. Sophia Grayson, teaching fellow in economics, flips 
through The Economist paying no attention to anyone. 
Lyle watches Bill pull on the joint, hold and exhale.
"Anthony how the fuck—?"Sophia rattles the paper 
near Lyle's right ear. “Pardon-moi, pas mot propre? Per­
haps I am unfit to hear my native language employed so 
bluntly. Anyway. I'd like to know how the fuck you twisted 
Newton's bloody arm."
“Come out of the woods, DeVoto," Art taunts. “Re­
spect intelligence. At least they chose the right period. 
Anthony came as an afterthought. Fill in the slots, right? 
Anybody got five dollars I can borrow?"
"You already owe me five. Smith." Bill yells above the 
roar around them. “They're watchful. I'm supposed to be 
stepping on toes." Bill drains his glass and pours an­
other.
“Smith, what the hell can you buy for five bucks?" 
Lyle throws his hands open on the table. “Sophie, tell the 
bloke what five bucks won't buy."
"I don't have to. Art probably knows, i can't loan you 
anything until payday and then 1 owe rent and that does 
me in for the month. I recommend stealing."
“Or prostitution," Mindy adds. "See the yellow pages. 
Under massage parlors. Or is it under department heads?"
'That's damned nice of you Mindy." Art jeers. “Is that 
directed at me or Bill? I wouldn’t mind prostituting myself 
for five dollars—if I'm starving to death, what's wrong 
with selling myseli? I am terribly hungry. What about two 
dollars for a burger, anybody?"
"My god. Mindy. I have underrated your sarcasm 
levels," Lyle mocks. “Look what Chaucer does to you! I 
wouldn't use the word prostitute to describe Art’s behav­
ior—begging yes. Now Bill's in an entirely different place. 
I don’t like the notion that grad students prostitute 
themselves to their mentors, professors, department 
heads, deans, ad injinitum. The word is coerce—or better, 
threaten with violent attack. Blackmail the blokes. Send 
them threatening communiques from PLO headquarters! 
That's far from prostitution."
"I don't dare wear a dress, do you know?" Sophie 
smirks from behind The Economist. "And I never walk 
home in the dark without protection."
'Til bet!” Mindy chortles. “I wouldn’t mind protection 
of that sort, it's damned hard to get a prof turned on over 
in load Hall, except the poets. They used to have a poet 
here who chased women Unfortunately he was before my 
time.”
“He was probably a lost soul looking for his self 
image." Lyle pours beer all around, emptying the pitcher. 
Bill shoves the pitcher at Art. “Fill it. I’ll contribute fifty 
cents."
"What about five dollars?" Art announces contemp­
tuously.
“Bill, loan the bloke five. Let's get some beer," Lyle 
prods.
"I've not gotten my last five back. Art why don't you 
pay up your debts? The last time you wanted ten for 
fishing gear—” Bill burns with joy to see Art crawling for 
cover.
'Ten? When did I borrow ten dollars from you? What 
would I need for fishing—?” Art comes up fighting Bill's 
brutal condescending casualness.
"You forget fast. Art. I loaned you ten to buy some 
trifle for that trip to the river. Fly-tying kit or some such 
incidental frivolity—”
“What's so incidental about it? You promoted the 
trip."
"A trip you couldn’t afford. Give me back my ten and 
I'll loan you five." Bill slides out of tire booth with pitcher 
and two dollars in change. "I'll get this one Smith, but 
your turn next empty."
"What am 1 going to use to buy it?"
"No beer Smith. Either you find the cash or you beg 
a lost cause." Bill elbows his way through the crowd 
heading towards the bar.
"Art. just let it go. i'll buy the next beer around." 
Mindy says. "Why does he hit you so hard for being 
broke?"
“What's this fishing debt. Art?" Lyle pretends curios- 
ity.
“Bill Anthony likes to put people in indefensible 
places. He says I owe him ten dollars for fishing equip­
ment. It was a trade-off. I took him to the best steelhead 
drift in the world. The truth is that I out-fished him. He’ll 
deny it of course. I took my limit right out from under his 
nose. I think that was a fair trade. Sophia, do you have 
five?" Art Smith lifts his felt hat off his brow and wipes his 
wire-rimmed thick-lensed glasses with a dirty bar-towel.
"What have you got to trade off Art?” Sophia smiles 
at Art and winks. “No. not that Art. I'm looking for a 
fishing pole. Really."
"A pole? What is a fishing pole?" Art mimics igno­
rance.
“Sophia wants a pole. What's so vague about that 
Art?" Lyle snickers behind his hand.
"I haven't got anything like a pole Sophia. 1 do have 
a rod. The rod is not for sale.” Art ignores Sophia’s eyes.
"Here's Bill. In the nick of time. I'm drying up." Lyle 
passes his glass to Mindy. "Please don’t let the head foam 
over."
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“Don't give Art any beer,” Bill brays out over Mindy's 
head. “Pay up Smith."
"Bill, you wouldn't be so cruel?" Sophia cries falsely.
“I won't have any," Art laughs mockingly.
"Why can't we be friends?" Lyle grimaces at Bill.
“Because Anthony was out-fished," Sophia lets go 
from behind The Economist.
"Art, goddamn it! Talking behind my back again? 
Why do you doit? If you want to know. Art Smith is a liar. 
I know what he told you about the steelhead. It's a breach 
of trust. Art—1 never thought you would do that to me. 
Did Art explain to you that he conned me out of my best 
hooks and leader? Besides, if Art could tell it the way it 
really happened, he'd have to admit that he limited on 
illegal fish." Bill pours three beer glasses to the brims. He 
leaves Art's glass empty.
“Come on Bill, fill my glass." Art shouts. “Not illegal."
"I'll buy the next one," Sophia cries in despair.
"Illegal." Bill pushes Art's glass away.
"Hold it folks!" Lyle slaps the table top with his right 
palm. "1 don’t know what you idiots are getting so 
belligerent about. Shit, it isn’t worth it—fishing? Two 
dudes making a Hemingway safari is pure crap. Fuck the 
fishing. Haven't you guys got the message yet? There isn't 
a real fish left in America—Trout Fishing in America— 
remember?"
“We're supposed to talk about union business to­
night," Mindy sneaks in.
"Why don’t we let them take up fishing poles and let 
them beat themselves into bamboo shoots. Who has 
another joint?" Sophia looks into Bill's face and sticks out 
her tongue.
"Art doesn't seem to understand that there are 
honest people in the world—I mean in my world," Bill 
lectures. “I don't know what goes on in the Deutsche 
Schule, but they apparently don't bother to teach them 
manners."
"1 wouldn't say that English has any monopoly on 
manners. That’s really very stupid of you Bill. I should say 
illogical. What does fishing have to do with the academy? 
What happens on the river is strictly between us—” Art 
steals the pitcher of beer from Lyle and pours his glass to 
the brim.
“Is this the topic of debate for the rest of the 
evening?" Mindy drops her glass on the table spilling beer 
into the booth seat. “Shit—look out Lyle, I'm sorry."
“Where’s the joint?" Bill asks over the booth in Brian 
Keep’s direction.
"A lid for thirty-five. No joints." Keep throws Bill a 
plastic sack. Bill feels the contents, rubs dry leaves 
between thumb and fingers, sniffs the open sack.
“Twenty?"
“I'll take twenty five."
“Forget it. Take your stash and stick it."
“Hear Mathis got to you Anthony." Brian catches the 
plastic sack.
"Are you running a CIA operation Keep?" Bill flips 
him the finger.
"Seriously, man. The word gets down to us. you 
know? You looking for promotion or just a silver medal?"
“Mathis is fucked. Have you read his book?"
“Why should I? Did he write one?”
“Why don't you find out? I don't have to justify my 
existence to him or you—who blew it your way Keep? 
Somebody I know?" Bill isn’t interested in knowing how 
Lhe word got out. Newton and Diablo weren't ready to cut 
off his head. Keep was always putting shit out that 
accused the innocent. Bill knows he isn’t innocent but 
Keep wouldn't know that.
“Two lovely chicks at the bar. You know them?" Keep 
throws his thumb in the right direction.
"Maybe. Whatever they said isn't worth listening to 
Keep. Why make the innocent suffer?”
'The image doesn't fit you Anthony. They think 
Mathis has got your ass good this time."
"It's his ass—not mine baby." He grins into Keep's
face.
“You really want a phud here? Start looking for 
greener pastures.”
“Sorry Keep. You and the rest of the grads will have 
to walk in my shit. I'll have my degree before you finish 
course requirements. You should spend more time in the 
stacks." Bill sloshes a glass of beer off the table and 
drinks it to the bottom.
“Hey man. that's my beer! Go find the keg."
"Keep, there's one thing you got to get through your 
Lhick head. These people who call themselves profs will 
fuckyou over ifyou don't fuck them over first. They're safe 
until you put the fear of exposure in'em. Let's cool the shit 
talk about me and Mathis. Your source of information is 
inaccurate. Got it?"
"Sure man. Just thought you would like to know—"
“If I don't know it isn’t worth repeating. Now let's get 
on with the party." Bill gives Keep a soft punch on the 
arm. "And it's none of your fucking business about what 
kind of jogging shoes I wear unless you want to discuss 
it with me. Got it?"
“Sure, man. There's just one thing Anthony."
"Yeah, man, what's that?" Bill parodies Keep’s slang.
“How come you're the only grad who gets two 
courses?"
“Good old American enterprise. You had your chance, 
buddy." Bill smiles into Keep's upturned face. "Get fucked."
Bill stumbles back to the beer pitcher. Art Smith is 
eating a German sausage wrapped in a napkin. Mindy 
Ginger has retreated to the women's room. Lyle has 
disappeared into the milling bar crowd chasing a young 
woman whom he has known in class and in bed. Sophia 
slumps in the corner of the booth resting her head against 
the back, staring into the darkness over her head.
“We should go fishing. Anthony. The academy is 
eating your guts out."
“Can't you find some bucks? 1 can't afford carrying 
you on a trip. Loan me your other fly-rod and some of the 
lly-tying tackle and I'll pick you up Sunday morning at 
your place."
“You have a fly-rod. I’ll give you six wet flies."
“Do you consider the fact that I'm providing my car 
Art? The fly-rod too."
Th ink of the steelies. Maybe a Chinook. Bill I can't 
take Sophie out on my looks. Loan me five and you can 
have the fly-rod for the weekend."
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“D am n it Art, if I loan you five I'll keep the rod. Is she  
sp litting  w ith you? S hould  have know n—th a t deu tsche  
s tu b b o rn n e ss . S un d ay  m orning—o-dark-th irty?”
“Five?”
“Som eday you an d  I a re  going to have it o u t Art. If it 
w asn ’t for the  river—” Bill throw s five dollars in ones on 
the tab le  in front of Art. “I w an t it b ack .”
“I have a  good Eagle Claw ten  foot S turgeon rod you 
can  use—"
“Look Sm ith. I’ll n o t accep t your elephant rod—I 
know th a t club you u se  on w in ter fish. Be ready at three- 
th irty . No excuses. Tell F rau  G reta  to fix you a lunch  
becau se  you’re no t getting  any  food from me. Don’t expect 
m e to b uy  your b reak fast e ith e r.”
“Have I asked  you? Som etim es A nthony I th ink  you 
m u st have been a  d isadvan taged  child. Sophie, m eet 
William A nthony, c lassical scholar. Mozart freak and  
stee lhead  n u t. On the  la tte r  sub jec t. William is learning 
som eth ing  im portan t. He’ll eventually  learn  the river. I 
shou ld  be paid for the  troub le  of leading him  to the tru e  
school of life.” Art guzzles the  las t drop of beer out of his 
g lass, to sses  his felt h a t  on the table.
“You’re m ad. Art! You’re m arried  to those  fish and  
som eday they ’ll be  the  d e a th  of you. A m adm an  loose on 
the Stilly—m ad Art S m ith .” Bill slo shes beer down his 
sh irt.
“Art let’s  leave Bill and  h is  p itcher in peace. I don’t 
know  w h a t h e ’s talk ing  abou t, an d  I don’t have the least 
notion w hat e ither of you a re  argu ing  abou t. I w an t a 
jo in t.” Sophia slides ou t of the  booth and  m oves through 
the crowd ask ing  if anyone h a s  a  jo in t.
“You didn’t have to mention Greta, despite the fact—■”
“Your problem . Art. Das ist gut madchen. W orth 
five.”
“T here isn ’t a  w om an w orth a  Salmo gairdneri."
“You’re m ad. Adm it it.” Bill g rin s a t Art.
“W hat’s th a t got to do w ith fishing? I m ight give up 
grad school and  live on the river. The m ighty university 
h a s  c rack s in it. They a re  a s  big an d  wide a s  Milton’s road 
to Hell—all paved w ith good in ten tions. W here are  you 
looking for a  job  afte r the  Ph.D .? Not th a t you’re living in 
th is  academ ic bubb le  ju s t  to service freshm an comp 
s tu d e n ts .”
“W hen I’m th ro u g h  w ith  th ese  fuckers, they’ll send 
m e to Siberia. You’re th ink ing  of sp litting  the  scene? 
B etter th in k  it over Art. Agreed, the  academ y is fucked. So 
is the  coun try . So is the  world. It’s  Viet Nam all over again 
in a  literary  setting. E verything th a t h ap p en s here is like 
a  ch a p te r  o u t of Paradise Lost—I m ean t Book. The tree 
is dead  and  rotten . Tree of knowledge w asted  Art. Eve and 
the sn ak e  p u t the hex on it—the  S atan ic  principle w ork­
ing on the tree of knowledge. Good old dem ocratic  Lucifer! 
The g rand  leveler. M ade the tree give u p  its  fruit to the 
herd-Eve. the  principle of dem ocratic  d istribu tion  of 
knowledge, two th o u sa n d  years of learn ing  d istribu ted  
freely to the  rednecks, pim ps, and  pigs. And it is over. 
O nce they  tas te  the  n e c ta r they sp it it out. to ss  the fruit 
in to  the  g u tte r  an d  p iss  on it in a  final ac t of consecra­
tion .”
“So w hat the  hell shou ld  I th in k  over? I can  read 
poetry and  listen  to M ozart on stereo  in the  cabin  on the 
river—
Wie ist N ature so  hold und  gu t 
Die m ich am  b u sen  halt!
Die Welle wieget u n se m  Kahn 
Im R udertak t h in au f 
Und Berge, wokig him m elan  
Begegnen unserm  Lauf.
Don’t be offended A nthony—a little G oethe sh o u ld n ’t 
c o rru p t your M ilton.” Art refills h is  g lass. “W hat h a p ­
pened to M argot?”
“M argot?” Bill je rk s  h is  head  up. s ta re s  a t Art.
“I though t you were bedded in w ith the  Howard 
w om an.”
“Over a long time ago Art. Last year. We d idn ’t get 
along."
“You m ean you beat the  sh it  o u t of h e r.” Art sm iles 
in to  Bill’s  face, g rabs his h a t  and  d rops it on h is  head .
“C an ’t say  th a t Art. She split. H aven’t seen  h e r for at 
least a  year. So w hat the  hell? I’m a  full-tim e professional 
grad s tu d e n t. Be ready on S unday  m orning  Art."
"Well, I th ink  you’ve got M argot back. Isn ’t th a t her 
looking o u r way? Don’t tu rn  a ro u n d  Bill, sh e ’s  bu rn ing  
holes th rough  you r head. I th in k  I’ll sp lit.”
“You’re certain , Art? I would apprec ia te  it if you’d 
re tu rn  my five b ucks tom orrow .”
“Im possible. S he’s com ing over. See you S u n d ay .” 
He w atches Art for a  m inute, w onders if Art is right 
ab o u t seeing Margot. He w on’t look beh ind  him . Art's 
vision is terrible. He’s probably m istaken .
Their last b ash  together had  been a dow ner. Margot 
allowed him  to d rin k  him self in to  the  inevitable d ep res­
sive mood. The long years of un iversity  education  cond i­
tioned him  to s tay  off booze an d  refrain  from serious 
involvem ent w ith women. He had  finished undergrad  
cou rses in three years, shifted quickly to m ake a  ru n  for 
a tw o-year m aste rs  in English L iterature. M argot had 
taken  a  couple of Shakespeare  cou rses  in the  w in ter of 
’83. He had  tried to convince h e r th a t  sh e  shou ld  change 
h e r m ajor to English. M argot w as a  d ram a  s tu d e n t and 
ac tress  in the  sm all University T heater. She h ad  been 
very strong  in h e r com m itm ent to d ram a  and  he had 
suffered lapses into a p as t th a t she  could not u n d e rs tan d . 
The Nam scene re tu rned  upon him  w henever he tried to 
love Margot. They had  tried living together for a  while. It 
d idn’t  work. Now the  w om an he recalls h a s  som ehow  
moved em otionally and intellectually  aw ay from him . Art 
is a  liar. She isn ’t there.
“Hello Bill." The voice com es from beh ind  him  in the 
next booth. Bill tw ists h is head  a ro u n d  an d  looks into 
M argot’s  face. He je rk s  aw kw ardly a ro u n d , sees three 
wom en in the booth and  then  grabs h is  p itcher an d  glass. 
“Have a beer Margot?"
“They would like som e. I’m drink ing  wine, so no 
th an k  you .” M argot is d ressed  in gypsy style long d ress 
and  w ears a  w ide-brim m ed b lue h a t. He hard ly  recog­
nizes h e r in h e r costum e and  heavy eye m akeup: dark  
b lue or p erhaps green. He c a n ’t tell in the  d a rk n ess . She 
is ten years older—som ething  ab o u t h e r m ou th  and  chin.
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Her voice is lower, a lm ost g u ttu ra l. It isn ’t Margot ou t of 
h is past.
‘T h e  wom en are  from my dance  troupe a t Players 
Theater. Did you know  th a t I am  its new director?" Margot 
lets h e r right hand  fall lightly on Bill’s  left w rist. Bill 
begins to pull h is  arm  back  off the  table, b u t sh e  presses 
h is w rist betw een her fingers.
“I d id n ’t know  th a t Mar—haven’t kept up  with the 
d ram a  departm en t since—’’ Bill lets h is arm  rest under 
her h an d . Her fingertips a re  ice-cold aga inst h is skin.
“It isn ’t part of the d ram a departm en t now. Bill. The 
T heater is entirely  sep ara te . But let’s not talk  abou t that. 
How have you been? You look healthy."
“I jog a  lot."
"I shou ld  tell my friends here  who you are—right? 
You see Bill an d  I w ere once very close. S ister and  b ro ther 
best describes w hat we had  as a relationship . We were 
ju s t  like two kids, you know?" M argot w inks a t her 
wom en. Bill ca tch es  the sign from the wom an on h is left: 
a  raised  forefinger. S h it he b e tte r  split.
“I wouldn’t say it was a brother-sister relationship—’’
“Oh, b u t it w as. Bill. You have forgotten, haven’t 
you? Why we used  to walk h an d  in hand  down lovers’ 
lane—oh. I c a n ’t rem em ber ju s t  w here th a t  w as. It was 
a  perfect rela tionship ." M argot sm iles all a ro u n d  the table 
and  lowers her head w hen the giggles s ta r t  from behind 
h an d s .
“And how did it end?" a sk s  the one on Bill’s  left.
"End? Oh my love, no th ing  so perfect can  end." 
M argot’s voice m im ics a  stage ac tress , overplaying the 
part of a soap-opera  heroine. Bill’s  stom ach  erup ts . He 
d ra in s  h is g lass. Margot is sm iling a t him.
"He doesn ’t look like your brother." The one on his 
left again.
"Don’t you th in k  so? Well, p erhaps we have m ade a 
m istake." M argot says coldly. “I believe she  is right sir. My 
apologies, sir. A m atte r  of m istaken  identity. Now, sir. 
would you p lease leave ou r table."
Bill is caugh t in one of M argot’s  su p erb  d ram atic 
perform ances. For a  second he believes she  is absolutely 
right ab o u t h is  m istaken  identity. She m akes it sound 
perfectly credible. And he isn ’t certain  th a t it is Margot. 
B ut if it is, he  doesn ’t w an t to a ttem p t an o th er confron­
tation. The w om an sitting  across from him  is dism issing 
him  and  he is feeling the  tw isting blade in h is gu ts. Bill 
shoves h im self up  from the table, begins to walk away.
"Why sir. I th in k  you have forgotten som ething? The 
g lass, s ir?  an d  the  p itcher?  We are  so sorry, of course. We 
know  we have em b arrassed  you. W hat can  we do to 
am end  o u r u n fo rtu n a te  slight? Bonsoir, William the 
Conqueror."
"Get fucked." Bill s lu rs  ou t of the side of h is m outh.
He jogs to h is  pad. The fire in h is head and  gu ts  does 
not allow him  to concen tra te  on s tud ies. He feels driven 
ou t of him self. The w om an is a w itch. Why should  he have 
to leave the  tav because  of her?  He searches  h is desk  for 
a book h e ’s reading  for Diablo's medieval lit sem inar: 
Latin text. To hell w ith Margot. It w asn ’t Margot. He can ’t 
a d ju s t to the  im age of the  wom an who sa t  across from 
him . P erhaps he  m ade h e r up. The phone rings. Jim  
B arnes, fellow grad s tu d e n t in English, w an ts  him  to
m eet him  a t the Blue Moon a t eleven. Not a  bad  idea. Get 
d runk . Screw Margot. On second though, he  never w ants 
to ru n  into her again—or w hom ever th a t w as in the  next 
booth over. Friday n igh ts never end. He p u ts  a  tab  of LSD 
into h is m outh , sloshes down beer.
G etting high is a  hab it w ith Bill. In Nam it kep t him 
alive—spaced  him  ou t of the  reality of being dead. Tonight 
he needs it to offset M argot and  h e r weird sis te rs . She is 
part of h is recent p ast th a t he’s trying to avoid. He m ight 
have slugged her had  they been alone. Why the aggressive 
urge to pin her aga inst the wall? M argot is not to blam e 
for her anger. She is m erely testing  him  as sh e  alw ays did 
while they lived together to see if he had  im proved his 
disposition on life. Their rela tionsh ip  slipped in to  abusive 
coun ter-in su lts  a  year ago. It shou ld  be entirely  over 
betw een them . The events of the past two days nagged a t 
him . M argot triggered the  delayed s tre ss  of th a t  indefin­
able resen tm en t he had  for M athis. He know s it. b u t w hat 
to do. He w anted to confront the  new H arvard  professor 
the first tim e he ran  into him  in the hall of Paddington 
annex. It had  been a  su d d en  encoun ter. And th en  the 
identity  block closed fu rth e r investigation on h is  p a rt into 
M athis’ past. He could only acknow ledge a  tightening in 
h is m uscles th roughou t h is body, a  kind of anim al 
freezing in stinct w hen a n  unknow n counter-force moves 
too stealthy  into its territory, the sam e feeling he had  
m any tim es in Nam w hen Charlie moved into no -m an ’s 
land a t night.
T hat m eeting had  been a year ago. Since their first 
encounter. Bill had  p u t an o th e r face on the m an, con­
vinced him self th a t M athis w as clean. It w as only through 
his huge willful effort th a t  he kept M ath is’ identity  in 
limbo. And he could be wrong. People look like o ther 
people. So it had  been in Nam. He w as alw ays ready to 
give M athis the  benefit of the  doubt. B u t th en  why had  he 
allowed him self to sign up  for M athis’ M odem  B ritish 
A uthors course? There were two o ther elective courses 
th a t he could have taken . The im pulse to know  th a t he  is 
wrong ab o u t the H arvard prof? No. it w as a positive ploy 
to get inside M athis’ classroom , to deal body blows with 
savage accuracy. Three days into the term  he had  m ade 
him self speak  directly to M athis. He con trad ic ted  the prof 
on a m inor historical, and  ra th e r  irrelevant, point. M athis 
had  called the c lass’s a tten tion  to the  h istorical fact th a t 
m odern poetry in England evolved from French  and  
Am erican poetic works. It w as a  generalization th a t ought 
to be challenged b u t no one picked up  on it un til he raised 
his hand . M athis looked a t him  for the  first tim e. There 
w as no recognition of a prior m eeting in M ath is’ eyes. Bill 
had  responded with a n o th e r generalization: B ritish po­
etry did not “evolve" a t  all: m odern poetry drew  on 
trad itions of poetic sensibility  and  ra th e r  illogically a t 
tha t. Before M athis could respond to him , he had  given 
exam ples: Pound and  Eliot draw ing on the  seven teen th  
cen tury  m etaphysical poets, an d  Yeats draw ing on the 
H ibernian poets. M athis flamed a t him , b u t kept re ­
s tra in t. The m an’s eyes moved quickly over the  h ead s  of 
the g radua te  s tu d e n ts , avoided h is eye con tac t an d  asked  
an o th er s tu d e n t to answ er the obviously inaccu ra te  
h istorical assum p tion  on the pa rt of "stu d en ts  who do not 
research  their sub jec ts  properly." He h ad  let it go.
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He hung  on to one m inute  intuitive insight into 
M athis’ professorial m anner: the frequency with which 
he consulted  his w atch. Almost nothing else to go on. But 
M athis gave every s tu d en t exactly three m inu tes to 
respond to h is questions. Q uestions or sta tem ents thrown 
ou t for debate were also timed. Papers to be read had  to 
conform to a  specific tim e limit and  no overtim es allowed. 
Exam ination questions would also be timed. The m an 
had  an  obsession with timing. He began to look for the 
stopw atch. In the second sem inar m eeting Bill had 
w atched M athis se t h is w rist w atch after every s tu d en t 
spoke his or he r three m inu te’s worth. Even M athis did 
not catch  him self doing tha t. In Nam he recalled that 
every com bat M arine carried a w atch and  always syn­
chronized on the platoon leader’s watch.
T hursday’s sem inar had  m arked a  tu rn ing  point in 
M athis’ classroom  m anner. And he had  been the primum 
mobile. Bill had  researched  his subject. If M athis w ants 
the  s tu d e n t to be accu ra te  he would give him accuracy. 
He had found M athis’ book in the m ain library stacks. It 
w as a  recently published work on contem porary British 
poets including Yeats, Auden, Pound and  Eliot. Almost in 
the sam e place he had  by accident selected an o th er text 
from the shelf. Pure luck that. In reading through  both 
texts, he discovered that M athis had  ripped off entire  
passages from E llm ann’s Eminent Domain. A clear case 
of plagiarism  because M athis did not footnote or identify 
his source. Bill sm iled a s  he entered the classroom . None 
of the  s tu d e n ts  except J im  B arnes smiled back. He was 
not popu lar with them . He hated  the fuckers who took 
M athis’ word as  oracular.
M athis d rones w hen he lectures. On T hursday  he 
had read som ething from E llm ann’s text Em inent Do­
main. Then followed with lecture: MNot since S h ak es­
peare have we had  a  poet with the prosodic genius of 
Yeats. The R om antics ignored the concept of prosodic 
correctness and  m etric perfection in the sonnet. Until 
Ezra Pound resta ted  the specific laws of prosodic proce­
dure  and  T.S. Eliot rephrased  the canonical doctrines of 
versification from the 17th cen tury  M etaphysical poets, 
there could be little hope of prosodic renascence in the 
sonnet form. Yeats gives u s  th a t perfection and  correct­
ness. I would s tre ss—"
T hat’s w hen M athis had grabbed E llm ann’s book 
and  had  s ta rted  waving it back and  forth. He would wait 
and  set the hook deep. “At the tim e of their first m eeting 
in London, Pound w as tw enty-three to Yeats’ forty-three. 
He did not... find Yeats too old to be helped. Instead  he 
declared, with hum ility and  yet som e arrogance of his 
own, th a t Yeats w as the only poet worthy of serious 
study—" Bill had  shaken  h is head in disbelief and  M athis 
caugh t the negative gesture.
“W hat is the problem , Mr. A nthony? Am I reading too 
fast for you?’’ The m an’s voice grated on old nerves he had 
forgotten.
“Why read to u s?  We can do th a t.”
"Are you bored. Mr. Anthony?"
"Nope. I ju s t  rem em bered th a t we’ve got less than  
two m onths to go before the end of the term . W hat you are 
reading is in E llm an’s book and  can be read in the library. 
I assum ed  th is w as a  d iscussion  sem inar."
“Well. Mr. Anthony, perhaps you assum ed  wrongly. 
Does anyone else feel a s  Mr. Anthony does?" It w as an 
appeal to form ranks, get the  persis ten t heckler off the 
podium. "No one seem s to sh a re  your opinion Mr. An­
thony. Now, if it w ouldn’t bore you to death , I will proceed 
reading from—"
“Dr. M athis, I th ink  you should  tell the  class abou t 
your own book on the subject. I don’t th ink  I would be 
bored if you did that." He is a b as ta rd  all right. Bill 
wondered if M athis would throw him ou t of class.
“My book?” M athis’ head had  jerked  back.
“Why. yes sir. I have it right here. As a m atte r of fact, 
w hat you are reading is right here. I’ll ju s t  begin where 
you left off. '...and  in later years he recalled w ithout 
chagrin having spen t the  years 1908 to 1914 “learning 
how Yeats did it." W hat he learned w as the “inner form of 
the lyric or sho rt poem containing an  image as  in ‘the 
F ish’—’"
"Perhaps you would like to conduct the class, Mr. 
Anthony?" He could tell th a t M athis was livid with anger.
“No sir, b u t perhaps you could tell u s  why you quote 
the Ellm ann passage w ithout giving the a u th o r  credit— 
it isn 't footnoted in your text." He felt the  knife blade 
sinking through Mathis* guts. He waited for the  scream  
which did not come. A long silence moved the s tu d en ts  to 
w hisper back and  forth.
“No doubt the inaccuracy is in the reader’s inability 
to sort out quotations direct and  indirect, Mr. Anthony,
I th ink we have tolerated your in terrup tions long enough. 
If you have anything fu rther to add to your insidious 
innuendoes, would you please hold them  until c lass is 
dism issed?"
He h ad n ’t an ticipated  M athis’ in tense  level of re­
sponse and  w as ready to flip the pages to ano ther 
obviously ripped-off passage. But J im  B arnes broke the 
icy silence.
“Sir, I d idn’t know you had a book ou t on these poets. 
My reading list doesn’t have your book listed—"
“Why should  it—I don’t have to assign any  outside 
reading. The book Mr. Anthony refers to is not on the 
reading list and is therefore irrelevant to the  course."
"But—b u t—Dr. M athis, I thought we were supposed  
to read all the critiques on the B ritish poets we could 
find," J im  Barnes objected. "This is a  grad course—"
"And I told you people I would have a  bibliography 
research  project for one part of your credit. B ut I w ant Mr. 
Anthony to un d ers tan d  th a t he can ’t ru n  th is  course from 
his chair. If he w ishes to leave the room—"
“You’re m issing the point, professor," Bill sneered. 
“The point is, sir. you haven’t let u s in on your sources 
from E llm ann’s book. Your book reflects the sam e lack of 
accura te  source references."
"Am I to answ er for your own m isreading of my text? 
If you insist on d isrup ting  the class I’ll have to a sk  you to 
leave. Mr. Anthony. I’ll talk to you after c lass—if you wish 
to rem ain with us. But I w arn you, one m ore o u tb u rs t of 
insubordination and  you will leave the room." M athis 
bolted up from his chair and  pointed a t him . Bill noticed 
M athis’ right hand  reach to h is right thigh. It w as a  sub tle  
movement, one he had been fam iliar with in Nam.
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“You’re w arn ing  m e? You know M athis. I’ve had you 
before som ew here." He picked up  h is bookcase and got 
up.
"Let’s hope you find som ething else as  interesting—’’
"Poor Y eats.’’ He should  have gone for M athis’ throat. 
The knife would have su n k  into ro tten  flesh. He had  heard 
M athis’ th re a t a s  h e  h it the door. “You won’t come here 
again. Mr. A nthony. You should  be d ism issed from the 
University. P e rhaps it can  be arranged."
Their eyes h ad  m ade brief contact. Bill smiled and 
said . "You’ll get y o u rs  fucker." M athis’ eyebrows sho t up. 
the  face w ent w hite. The m an’s eyes spoke sudden  
recognition ac ro ss  the  death -gap  of fifteen years. The 
professor’s m outh  began to form a large astounded  O 
w hen he slam m ed the  door in M athis’ face.
Bill moves in to  the booth w ithout acknowledging the 
presence of Professor Gregor Diablo. The acid isn ’t going 
to work tonight he  tells himself. The face across from him 
resolves slowly in to  a  m an he should  recognize. He looks 
a round  to find a  fam iliar face—th a t of J im  Barnes. 
B arnes is a t the b a r  and  gives him  a  thum bs up. “I’ll be 
over in a  m inute." Diablo holds an  opened book in front 
of him . The noise su rro u n d s  Bill and  he s tra in s  to hear 
the voice across th e  table.
“The translaU on is poor here. You will notice th a t the 
Latin text is a  m elange of vulgate and  classical dialects. 
The tran s la to r is obviously ‘screwed u p ’ as  they say. But 
very little lite ra tu re  is available to u s  from the fifth to the 
ten th  century . It will take  all ou r efforts over m onths— 
perhaps years—to tran s la te  it into contem porary E n­
glish." Professor Diablo shoves the book across the table 
to Bill. "Extremely in teresting , of course. W here did you 
find it?"
“Hell I guess I found it in the stacks. Sorry I d idn ’t see 
you over there  sir. Is the  text of any  value?"
“We m u st do o u r translaU on—it’s hard  to say w hat’s 
valuable today, b u t it is a  discovery righ t u nder our 
noses, isn ’t it?" Professor Diablo sm iles into Bill’s  face 
and  p u sh es  the p itcher of beer tow ards Bill. “I go now 
William. It’s late  for me, you know? But you stay! And 
have a  good evening William. These young people are 
becom ing too rowdy for an  old professor."
“Guten Abend Herr Doktor," Bill says as  he shakes 
Gregor’s hand .
“Guten Abend! Ich habe meine Brille? Danke, sehr
gu t”
“I’ll tu rn  in th e  s tu d e n t them es on M onday if th a t’s 
all righ t-they ’re p re tty  bad as  usual."
“W asfehlt Ihnen?"
“I'll w rite com m ents. Mostly bad transla tions of 
Middle to M odern English. H err Doktor."
Gregor Diablo waves off Bill’s com m ent and  wedges 
h is way th rough  th e  crowd and  disappears into the  night. 
Bill m et h is Medieval professor a t the  tavern on Fridays 
from six to ten  in th e  evening. Their initial meeUngs had 
been s tra ined  because  Bill w as no t convinced th a t Gregor 
Diablo w as tru ly  in te rested  in h is new reader: th a t the old 
m an w as m erely playing along with him  to cultivate good 
com pany while tipping a  few beers did not hold up. 
RecenUy Gregor appeared  concerned and  absolutely 
honest in h is  desire  to com m unicate on every question
th a t  Bill raised abou t exam s, term  papers a n d  historical 
background. They shared  m any in te rests  in th e  linguistic 
approaches to the study  of European  Medieval literature . 
The m an w as a known scho lar in the field a n d  he  would 
be  Bill’s  advisor for the  Ph.D. program  a t University. Bill 
decides to finish off the  p itcher of beer in fron t of him.
It is “crazy night" and  the d ru n k en  carousing  is 
reaching  a  siren  pitch with scream ing an d  yelling com ­
mingling with the roar of insouc ian t conversation. Bill 
flips th rough the worn book and  lays it on th e  sea t beside 
him . J im  B arnes drops into the booth opposite  Bill and  
bounces his pitcher of beer hard  on the  table. Bill je rk s  
h is  head a round  and  m otions J im  to fill h is glass.
“J im —how the hell did you get th rough  th a t  hum an  
wall? Really loud tonight." Bill pulls h is  filled g lass back 
u n d e r his lowered chin. “Did you get yo u r teaching 
fellowship for next year?"
“I d idn’t apply—w hat for? They give all o f ’em to the 
n u m b er one grads. I’m not in the Ph.D. program  yet. 
W hat abou t you?" Jim  lowers his head  a n d  su ck s the 
foam off his beer.
" Ju s t got the  word today. D epartm ent lis t out. Ten 
fellowships. Pretty fucking stingy ab o u t le tting  them  out. 
Hell, you shou ld ’ve applied, Jim . I know a  couple of 
sh ith ead s  who got them . Aren’t you an  M.A.?"
"Nope. Fifteen m ore hours. I flunked Old English last 
term . T hat p u ts  me in a  shithole w ith the  departm en t 
requirem ents." J im  frowns a t Bill.
“I though t you were doing all right in Diablo’s class?" 
Bill is sm ooth, tem pering h is voice to fit J im ’s d istress.
“So did I. I don’t know though. Had a  three-point 
going a t m idterm . I can m ake th a t up  next year. W hat 
fucked me up  w as the ‘C’ on M athis’ final. How did you 
m ake it in h is c lass?” J im  looks blown aw ay. Too m any 
p itchers too early in the evening.
“I’m four-point for w inter term .”
“I really wondered w hether you’d p ass  afte r you pu t 
M athis up  against the  wall—”
"I w as right. He had to back  off J im . Three-poin t is 
ju s t  passing  Jim . You have to m ake three-po in t-six  to go 
for the Ph.D. Did you talk  to M athis abou t y ou r grade?" 
Bill speaks calmly trying to be helpful.
“Yeah. Once. In the hall. He asked  me who I was. 
T h a t pissed me. He w ent into a  long lectu re  abou t grad 
s tu d e n ts  who couldn’t write freshm an them es. Then he 
said  he h a d n ’t found my work very prom ising. I asked  him 
w hat he m eant by th a t. I w aited for him  to answ er my 
question  b u t the  b as ta rd  w ent off on a  trip  a b o u t s tu d en ts  
who d isrup ted  c lass d iscussions. I’m not norm ally p a ra ­
noid Bill, b u t I th ink  h e ’s got u s mixed up." J im  looks 
s tra ig h t a t Bill’s eyes, holds them  for a  second and  then  
glanced away.
"How do you m ean that?" Bill a sk s  too casually.
“Well, like he though t 1 w as you."
“Doubtful. After th a t a rgum en t we had . I w ent in to 
see M athis. He w asn’t pissed. J u s t  said th a t  he though t 
I had  pressed him a little hard  on a  trite  m atte r. He even 
congratu lated  me on writing a  solid piece of research . 
W hat abou t your term  paper?" Bill pours h im self ano the r 
g lass of beer from J im ’s pitcher.
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“I’m no t su re  w hat I got on it. Never picked it up  from 
him . I don’t u n d e rs ta n d  how M athis could tu rn  h is face 
a round  so fast—I m ean w hat he tried to do to you in 
c lass—an d  th en  back  off so far." J im  finishes off ha lf a 
g lass an d  pou rs h im self ano ther.
“They’re scared  J im . M athis knew I had  him  by the 
balls. If h e ’d done any th ing  to me like screwing up  my 
grades I’d h ad  him  by the  ass. J u s t  w atch  their eyes. 
They’ll tell you w hen they’re scared  sh itless. Besides I’d 
done enough research  in th a t c lass to scare  the  sh it out 
of a  H arvard Ph.D. And he is.” Bill feels a  bum p aga inst 
the back  of the  booth. The s tu d e n ts  a re  tearing the place 
down. Bill h u n c h e s  over the  table.
“W hy did he fuck me over then?  B ecause 1 d idn ’t 
scare  the  sh it o u t of h im ? Is th a t w hat th is academ ic 
death -m ach ine  is all ab o u t-sca rin g  the  sh it ou t of one 
another?"
“It’s like Nam. You give C harlie a  good target and  he’ll 
blow your a ss  off. I can  show  you an  a ss  th a t  got blown 
off. You tu rn  you r back  on these  profs and  they’ll blow you 
away," Bill say s  s tabb ing  h is righ t index finger in the air 
ju s t  below J im ’s th ro a t. “They have it all worked out; 
there’s only so m any  of u s  w ho’re going to get th rough the 
Ph.D. program  here. It’s  the  old quo ta  system . If you let 
those fuckers know  you’re a  coward or a  garre t ra t w ho’s 
afraid of h is  own com m a fau lts, they’ll sk in  you alive and  
hang  you r balls up  on the  dep artm en t bulletin  board. It’s 
still the  M arine C orps only w ith civilian COs." Bill grins 
acro ss the  table a t J im  who s ta re s  back  in disbelief.
“I c a n ’t really buy  th a t description. We’re no t fighting 
a  fucking w ar you know ? I cam e here  to s tudy  American 
lit. poetry an d  fiction. W hat the  hell h a s  all th a t  sad istic  
power bu llsh it got to do w ith my in te rests  in teaching 
som eday?" J im  tu rn s  h a lf  away from Bill and  s ta re s  a t the 
milling crowd a t  the  bar.
“It’s an  analogy. W hat I don’t  buy from you is tha t 
c rap  ab o u t L-I-T-E-R-A-T-U-R-E in upper case. You’re a 
rom antic , J im — your problem  however. Look m an, those 
profs m ake up  their own m ythos ab o u t o u r g reat English 
literary heritage—C haucer. Milton. S hakespeare , Pope, 
W ordsw orth—an d  spoon feed it to the  undergrads. Jeune 
filles. F odder for fu tu re  crossw ord  freaks w orking 
n igh tsh ifts  a t Boeing or tim e-fillers for chicks and  femme- 
m en teach ing  high school d ram a  c lasses who read 
S hakespeare  badly. The profs keep m ax enrollm ent with 
th a t half-literate  s tu d e n t m ajority. You s ta r t  fighting for 
your fucking survival w hen you h it the th ird  year of grad 
school. You shou ld  know  all this." Bill sneers  a t a  vacant 
space  in the  m iddle of the  table.
"You’re exaggerating—b u t not a  bad  description of 
the  u n d erg rad s on th is  fucking cam pus. I still h ang  on to 
w hat you call my ’rom antic’ view of the English literary 
e s tab lish m en t—if you can  accept th a t w orn-out expres­
sion. I don’t see the conspiracy. Sure, there  are  a  few 
really bad  profs in the  departm en t. B ut I guess we’re in 
it for different reasons. You w an t to m ind-fuck the profs, 
get your Nam psychosis s tra igh tened  ou t by knocking off 
a  couple of m inor phuds. The fact is I enjoy reading— 
research ing—acro ss  b road  areas."
“D ilettante. While you dabble they’ll screw  you to the 
wall." Bill slides a  book he h a s  been reading across the
table tow ards J im . “Read it. Latin w ith in te rlinear English 
transla tions. T hat h ap p en s to be a  rare  book. If you know 
Latin, you’d be able to tell me w hether the  tra n s la to r  did 
a good job  or a  p iss-poor job. Set th a t book down in front 
of a  M edievalist and  a sk  him  to give you som e idea of its 
value a s  a  transla tion . In six m on ths he m ight have a 
qualified answ er. T h a t’s research . It’s  time you w ake up. 
Do you know there  a re  seven th o u san d  Ph.D. cand idates 
for every job  th a t’s coming up  in two years?  T h a t’s me, 
m an! In two years I’m going to be w riting the d isserta tion  
and  looking for som e h ard -a ssed  d ep artm en t chairm an  
to offer me tw enty-thou to teach  com position. T hat a in ’t 
L-I-T-E-R-A-T-U-R-E. He’s no t going to a sk  me if I can 
quote one line from H am let or one fucking s tan za  of 
Byron’s Don Juan/'
“I can see th a t—w hat the  hell’s the  use?"
“I’m com m itted. It’s  because  I’m good a t  it. They tried 
to kill me in Nam—th ese  profs right here  on cam pus. Big 
peace m ovem ent m others, you know ? I’m learn ing  how 
they did it. While we fought the sh itty  w ar they shou ted  
p ro tests  an d  carried  on a n o th e r w ar right here—killing off 
their colleagues. J u s t  w atch  their eyes."
“You’re crazy m an. Good crazy. A nother beer?”
“S ure  J im —you buying?"
J im  B arnes p u sh es  th rough  the  crowd heading  
tow ards the bar. Bill picks up  h is book and  s ta r ts  reading 
a passage in Medieval Latin. Som eone d rops into the sea t 
across from him . W ithout looking up. Bill says the sea t is 
taken.
“Oh, I’m sorry. I though t you were sitting  by y o u r­
self.” The voice belongs to a  wom an. Bill takes a  glance a t 
her and  con tinues reading. W hen she  d oesn ’t move ou t of 
the  sea t Bill rap s  h is fingers on the table.
"You know, you’re rude!" The w ords slap  back a t
him.
“And you’re tak ing  up  space  th a t’s  going to be filled 
in a few seconds. My friend is a t  the  b a r getting  ano ther 
pitcher." He raps h is fingers harder.
"W hat if your friend doesn’t come back?" She plops 
sack  pu rse  on the table nudging the top of Bill's book.
“I’m not in terested . Try the next booth  over." Bill lets 
the words fall w ith a sa rcastic  twang.
“Interested  in w h a t?” She tries faking an  in tim ate  
tone.
“Hookers."
“I’ll ignore tha t. W ould you m ind if I ju s t  s a t  here  and  
w atched you read?"
"Come on lady, I d idn ’t a sk  you to s it here. Ifyou w ant 
a  beer a sk  one of those jocks a t  the  bar. They’ve got lots 
of coins." Bill slam s h is book closed an d  raises h is eyes 
level w ith her breast-line. The blouse is a  low -cut getup 
w ith flower em broidery on it. The b reas ts  p u sh  up  dark  
brown ovals. Bill w atches h e r pawing a ro u n d  in  her sack  
pu rse . Her eyes lower into the dep th s  of the  purse .
“I’ve got coins."
“Since you’ve decided to cam p ou t for the  night, why 
don’t you buy me a beer?" Bill tw ists a ro u n d  to see if J im  
h a s  an o th er p itcher on the way. He sees him  slide into 
an o th er table acro ss the  room with two grad s tu d e n ts  
from the English departm en t.
“If th a t’ll keep you from biting my head off." She 
flashes him  a sm irk.
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“I don’t w an t to be d isrespectful, b u t I’m not on the 
m ake—" Bill lets the  ironic tone of voice fall on the last 
syllables.
“I’m no t a ssu m in g  you are. T hat’s why I sa t down 
here .” She moves ou t of the booth and  w alks to the bar. 
Bill w atches her bu ttocks move under the  tigh t jean s . She 
w ears knee-length  lea ther boots. She is th in—Bill flashes 
on ‘m odel,’ then  sh ak es  it off. Twenty-five m aybe—could 
be thirty. Not the  coed. Psychology grad? Som ething 
abou t the  way she  w alked rem inded him of a  nightclub 
dancer. W hat the  hell? Some professor’s s tru n g o u t lady? 
Why ‘lady’? She re tu rn s  with a  p itcher of beer and  a  glass 
for herself.
“T h a t’s service, right? Name’s Joy. Yours?” The 
model sm iles a t him. She w ears a green scarf over her 
dark-brow n hair.
“A nthony—Bill th a t is.” He pours the beer into the 
g lasses. The buzzing s ta r ts  in h is head behind his right 
ear. “E nglish .”
“W hat?” Jo y  d a rts  h e r head  out tow ards him , lis ten ­
ing.
“English departm en t. You’re w hat?" Bill pulls his 
beer back  to the  wall so th a t he w ouldn’t accidentally 
knock it off the  table. The buzzing m akes him dizzy.
“I’m not a  s tu d en t. Does th a t su rp rise  you?" Joy  has 
gam esm ansh ip  w ritten on h e r m outh  and  lips. He also 
no tes the  b lue m akeup  u nder h e r eyes—’eye shadow ’ 
corrected itself in h is head.
“Why should  I be su rp rised?  All kinds drop in here. 
You know I though t you were a goddam n hooker? I'm 
screwed if I d idn ’t." Bill w an ts  to slap  her with obscenities, 
w onders if she  fits the  im age of college or university 
faculty wife? Test the  lady’s  tolerance level.
“Let’s ta lk  a b o u t you. You said  you were an  English 
instructo r?" Jo y  lets h e r h an d s  res t on the table folded 
a ro u n d  h e r beer glass.
“No I d idn ’t say  exactly tha t. I don’t th ink  I’ll tell you. 
W hat I do w ouldn 't in terest you. if you’re not on cam pus. 
T ha t’s  no t a  sn u b . I’m tiying to be polite w hich is 
som ething I’m usually  not. Look, 1 have to go. There’s lots 
of people here to talk  to—’’ Bill s ta r ts  push ing  him self out 
of the booth.
"Wait Bill. You probably th ink  I’m a faculty wife— 
and  th a t p u ts  me in an o th er world from the single women 
here. Sit dow n—come on. be a  sport." Joy  sm iles a t him 
and  p u ts  h e r h an d  on h is arm .
“Sport? T h a t’s really a  fucked-over cliche. W here’d 
you dig it up?  O ut of The Great Gatsbif?" Bill feels the 
beer-buzz, tells h im self to cool it. He pushes  him self back 
into the  booth, feeling the p ressu re  of her hand . If the  lady 
w an ts  to play a ro u n d  h e ’d sm ack  her good. He looks into 
h e r face to see if h e ’s m ade any an ti-poin ts. Nothing.
“Do you like porno films?" Jo y  a sk s  politely.
"If you’re som e d ude  professor’s spouse, forget it. I’m 
onto th a t caste  system . It’s  w hat you call bottom ing out 
in s tu d e n t dives right? Get it on w ith—w hat?—w ith the 
lower classes?" Bill s lum ps h is back  against the wall and 
d ra in s  h is glass.
“I’m  in terested  in literatu re . Is there any  thing wrong 
with th a t?  And it w ouldn 't have to m atte r who I w as in th is
‘fucked u p ’ w orld. You see, I ca n  th row  fuck  w ords 
a ro u n d  too. I’m n o t p u ttin g  you  dow n, I’m try ing  to 
u n d e rs ta n d —" Jo y  to u c h e s  Bill’s  r ig h t h a n d  an d  
p re sse s  h is  palm  h a rd  w ith her finger tips. “I’m  trying, 
don’t you see?"
"Okay, lady, I’ll d rink  to tha t. W hat a b o u t som e 
medieval Latin poetry? W ait a  second. Got the book right 
here. Listen up  folks, it’s verse tim e for the  tea  and  
crum pet crowd. Right th is way ladies, come and  get your 
Auden-Frost-Eliot. Or would you prefer Dickinson-M oore- 
P lath? I go tta  be d ru n k  w ith Joy!" Bill s ta r ts  giggling and 
slopping beer down h is sh irt.
“You’re really funny. I bet you haven’t  laughed a t 
anyone for years ju s t  like that. I like it. Let m e tell you 
som ething—I once played Ophelia. In high school. I loved 
Shakespeare—or a t least my p a rt in H am let  It m ade me 
feel lovely then , and I can  tell you th a t no teenager of 
fifteen feels ‘lovely’—it’s a beautifu l rom antic  p a rt tha t 
requires a  teenage girl to m ake it real. I w as terribly 
innocent—innocence itself. You really w an t to laugh a t 
me. don’t you?" Joy  sits  back  and  w atches Bill’s face 
becom e rigid and  pale.
"I’m  d runk—no good for th is c rap  talk. You’re really 
in the wrong place, lady. Try the  d ram a  departm ent."
“W here do you live Bill? I’ll take you home."
“Sure thing—get laid by the  professor’s  wife."
"I’m driving. B etter bring your book."
“Don’t get pushy  Joy—I’ve had  a  g u t full of pushy  
women. C hrist you have a  n ea t ass." Bill ru b s  h is right 
hand  across Jo y ’s bu ttocks as  they move ou t the  door.
“Aren’t you going to say ‘Get thee to a n u n n e ry ’?"
“You su re  you’re not som ebody’s faculty wife?" Bill 
staggers aga inst the  side of the tavern. “Lady, I’ve had it. 
Why don’t you ju s t  go home?"
“Are you afraid of me?"
“Hell yes! W hat if your old m an found ou t—William 
would be looking for an o th er grad school."
“You’re really scared  a re n ’t you? I could scream  rape 
and  you'd really get fucked over a s  you call it," Joy  
w hispers into Bill’s ear. Bill's head  s ta r ts  to sp in . Joy  
guides him  to a  car parked in the d a rk  ha lf way up  the 
block. He sees the  door open, feels h im self falling.
“Hey th is isn ’t funny." Joy  scolds. "You’re really 
d ru n k  a re n ’t you?"
“For ch ris tsakes give me a  hand," Bill growls a t her 
som ew here below the front seat. Joy  tugs on Bill’s 
extended h and  and  finally pulls him  out. “I’ll be all right. 
You don’t know w here I live—how can you take m e to my 
pad?" He shakes  h is head to clear it. It m akes him  dizzier.
“Give me directions. I don’t have ESP."
“1247-49th Street."
“Okay—now sit in the  seat." Jo y  p u sh es  Bill into the 
car and  slam s the door. “I don’t know why I’m doing th is— 
th is is supposed  to be exciting?"
“You’re a p ro fs  frau a re n ’t you lady?”
“I could be. T ha t’s no t why I’m doing th is. I guess I 
picked the wrong guy." Joy  moves fast th rough  stop  signs 
until she spo ts  the right street.
“W hich way do I turn?"
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“You’re ask ing  me? Hell I don’t know where we a re .” 
Bill rolls the  window down and  sh o u ts  into the night, 
“W here the hell we a t? ’’
“Stop that! Roll up  your window. We’re okay—I see 
the 1200 block sign. Left." Joy  is exasperated , feeling let 
down. “Bill if you’ll sober up I’ll tell you who I am." She 
grabs Bill by the shou lder when she  stops the car in front 
of 1247. “Look. I’m very sorry I did th is. I tried to be cute 
and  I’m not. Yes, I am  a  p ro f s ‘frau ’ as you pu t it. So w hat?
I d idn’t in tend  to pick up anybody tonight. J u s t  o u t for a 
few beers—like all the o ther bored people in this city. I 
saw  you sitting  alone. You’re not a  sophom ore or a  jock— 
I knew that. I’m not b lind .”
“J e s u s  you don’t have to give m e all the gory details. 
How do you know I’m w orth a sh it in the  sack? I m ight be 
im potent or perverse." Bill p u ts  h is arm  on her shoulder, 
hangs on. fighting off an  urge to vomit.
“Well, you a ren ’t. Don’t you th ink  1 can tell? The way 
you’ve been talking to me. you probably th ink  I am 
‘perverse.’ Hell, we’re all perverse, a ren ’t we? I m ean w hen 
we are  looking for people to be with, to try to com m unicate 
with or ju s t  to love? I’m not saying I'm im potent. I know 
I’m not." Joy  pulls Bill’s head around  and  kisses him  hard  
on the lips. They hold the k iss for a  m inute.
“You said  you 're going to tell me who you are. Maybe 
I don’t w an t to know." Bill k isses her b reast ovals.
“I’d probably scare  the hell ou t of you. As you say. 
you w on’t w ant to know." Joy  w ants Bill to explore her 
b reasts. She pulls the  bow-tie string  loose on her blouse. 
“I’m a very im portan t lady on th is cam pus. So are  a  lot of 
people. But not a s  im portan t a s  you or all these m en and 
women fighting for degrees and  jobs. I know ab o u t that 
too." Joy  lets Bill nuzzle her right breast.
“W hat abou t your old m an? I m ean your prof h u s ­
band? I’m su re  he ’d cheer you on if he knew w hat you— 
we—are doing right now." Bill’s dizziness begins to fade. 
He w onders w hen they would let each o ther go.
“Why worry abou t it? If he knew w hat I have been 
doing for the past three years, he’d probably not behave 
any  differently tow ards me. He probably accepts it. Like 
so m any h u sb a n d s  and  wives who live on the edge of 
public exposure m ost of their lives. Now I’m being the 
intellectual." Joy  lets her head lay back on the headrest, 
feels Bill’s fingers caressing  her nipples.
“You know I’m a  helluva lot younger than  you r a re - 
th a t’s unfair." Bill w onders why he said that.
“I should  laugh a t that! W hen 1 w as eighteen at 
V assar I had  a  boyfriend who was thirty-five! It isn ’t 
u n u su a l you know—age differences in sexual rela tion­
sh ip s .”
“You sound  like a  sociologist taking inventory. You 
w ant to come into my pad? It’s a m ess though. I only have 
a  single bed—bad springs too."
“I w ish I could ju s t  say yes let’s do it. But it isn ’t that 
easy now th a t we’ve talked. I’d have to keep you u p  all 
night talking. T h a t’s  part of my hang  up, you know? To me 
sex is intimately associated with talking—isn’t that funny?” 
Joy pulls Bill’s hand  away from her breasts, ties the 
b louse-string  into a bow. “I th ink  we would m ake good 
talkers Bill—do you know w hat I’m saying to you?" Joy
takes Bill’s face between her h an d s  and  p u sh es  her nose 
into his nose and  then  k isses him hard  again.
“I’m ano ther potential prof Joy. How do you figure 
you’d be getting a new—I m ean different—love life? I 
guess I agree abou t talking things out. I need th a t after 
Nam. I still need it. Not m any fuckers willing to listen."
“I don’t th ink  I could listen either—not to all th a t war 
crap. I m eant sharing  personal em otions and  feelings. 
D uane—well I m ean the person I’m m arried to—falls on 
his a ss  on th a t score. Am I ask ing  too m uch?"
“You’re really beautiful Joy. I like your body—I w ant 
to m ake it with you. I’m not d ru n k  now." Bill pulls Joy 
tow ards him and  k isses her, opening h e r lips with his 
tongue, pulling her down upon him . “How the hell 
im portan t are  you anyway?" Bill laughs a t his sudden  
concern for Joy ’s o ther world. T hat’s w hat it w as of 
course. The world th a t w as not h idden by darkness. Was 
she taking him for a  sh o rt ride? This wom an who had 
declared herself a  cam pus diva? W hat would she do if he 
met her in broad daylight ou tside Paddington Hall or a t 
the front desk in the m ain library? She w as holding him 
down, pressing her body into him.
"We can’t do it in the  car," he says. “There isn ’t room." 
Joy  is near an  orgasm . She is m aking little crying sounds.
"Help me Bill! Make me come." Bill fum bles with the 
zippers on her jeans , m akes entry and  m anipu la tes his 
fingers around  her panties and  into he r vagina. She 
squeezes hard  against h is leg and  fingers and  com es hard  
for several seconds. Bill’s penis throbs. He s tay s  with her 
passion willing his penis to d istend, to con tract. It is the 
first time he had  allowed him self to lose him self fully in 
a w om an’s orgasm . She continues to hug  him  for several 
m inutes.
“Now I’m scared—really fucking scared. W hat if 
you’re so im portant you’ll w ant me two th ousand  miles 
away from here?" Bill’s sarcasm  re tu rn s  for a m inute.
“You should know I w ouldn’t do tha t. I w ouldn’t do 
it to a lover. Another wom an or even a m ale pig—b u t not 
som eone I’m trying to fall in love with. I’m sorry I took 
advantage of my m om ent w ith you. Do you know you’re 
the first guy who’s ever been so understand ing?  W hen I 
w as in college, the guys ripped it off—you know? I had  one 
football player who literally threw  me down on the ground 
and  pulled my pan ts  off! He d idn ’t m ake it with me, 
though. I grabbed his balls and  tw isted. But th a t’s 
teenage ripping off a  piece. You’re very gentle with me Bill. 
You are different." Joy  kisses Bill on the m outh  and  feels 
the w etness on his pan ts . “You cam e too! I d idn’t give you 
m uch of a chance did I?" She laughs a t him  a  little. "We’re 
too far out now a ren 't we?"
"For what?" Bill s ta r ts  to shake  from the shock of 
their intimacy.
’T o  go back to point zero."
"It w ouldn’t m atter—I m ean you can ’t go back  any­
way. I wish I had a jo in t—grass  or h ash . It calm s the 
nerves, p u ts  you away—hell you’ve been there  haven’t 
you?"
“Several times. But my h u sb an d  h a sn ’t. He’d prob­
ably get a lot angrier a t  me for sm oking dope th an  for 
com m itting adultery. And he’s a very brilliant person 
too."
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“A sc ien tist?  Som ehow th a t’s w hat I’ve got in my 
head—a goddam n chem ist. Probably a Nobel Prize w in­
ner!"
“He doesn’t need the Nobel Prize to bolster his ego. 
He’s already got enough for ten  males! For right now Bill, 
p lease don’t worry. T ha t’s alw ays been the hang  up  with 
m ale-dom inated love rela tionsh ips—fear and jealousy  of 
the  ‘o ther’ guy. I would like you to learn  with me about 
loving one another." Jo y  takes h is hand  and squeezes it. 
‘T h e re ’s  som ething else I w an t to say before I go."
“I wish I could th ink  of m ore th ings to talk  abou t— 
like you said, you know?"
“We’ll find plenty to talk  about. When we see each 
other. About feeling jealousy . T hat’s sh it you know? It’s 
a m ale trip . Oh, su re  I know  o ther wom en say ‘I’m jealous 
of th is  o ther wom an in my m an ’s life’; b u t Bill, it's  not the 
way—not for us. I need a  lover—I need you. I’m beginning 
to sound  ‘despera te ’—Tell me th a t I am ?”
“You’re beginning to sound  desperate—okay, now 
w hat?”
“You’re tu rn in g  off, a re n ’t you?"
“J u s t  trying to figure w here we’re a t  Lady Joy. It’s all 
too easy somehow. I d idn ’t even m ake a  play—"
“Don’t use those w ords Bill. You’re telling me you 
d idn’t go out w ith a  ho t pecker and  m ake a  conquest— 
right?" Joy  bares her teeth  a t  him . then  smiles.
“Admittedly not Lady Joy. You m ight say I w as laid."
“Does tha t affront your male ego—getung laid’ by a 
wom an?"
“Not exactly. J u s t  new."
“And you’re not pissed a t m e for m aking ou t with 
you?"
“Hell, no! Next tim e I hope it can be in a  water-bed. 
You better buzz off or I'll carry  you into my pad."
“I w ant to be—w hat do you th ink  abou t tha t?  B ut not 
tonight. I w an t you to th ink  through  everything we’ve 
talked about an d  felt together."
“It’s a  lot. and  I’m going to be hung-over—God-a- 
m ercy wom an I’m no t going to be able to get all th is 
together—I need you to do th a t for me."
“You can  love too, you know? Does tha t shock you?"
“Joy  after tonight no th ing  shocks me. I really w ant to 
fuck you now."
“I’ll come by som etim e next week. I've got to go home 
righ t now—it’s ab o u t time for th ings to tu rn  back  to 
pum pkins. Kiss me." Bill k isses Jo y  hard  for a  m inute.
“Who’s  the pum pkin—you or me?" Bill grim aces a t 
her th rough  h is  teeth .
“Don’t  sm irk  a t  me. It suggests m istrust. I w an t this 
to be honest and  straightforw ard."
“And if we m eet in the s tree t tomorrow or the next 
day?"
“We’ll k iss—all the sam e. I’ll w an t to know if I’m in 
love. It’s a  w om an’s privilege to know first. If she doesn’t 
know, the male can  never convince her. Bet you d idn’t 
know that."
“I’m trying to ‘know ’ a  lot things. W hat the hell if I 
don’t feel in love with you Lady Joy? W hat then?"
“T h a t’s a  risk  I have to take. B ut I know you already 
love me—or will. Goodnight sw eetheart." Joy  pulls Bill 
over to her m outh  and  k isses him  and cries on his
shoulder. “Please help me Bill. I’m really unhappy  and  I 
need your understand ing—not forever. J u s t  for a  while, 
okay?" She had sounded a new note in Bill’s head.
“I’m no t good a t sym pathy—Nam killed it. I died a  lot 
in th a t war. You be tte r give me som e room. I guess I m ean 
time. You’re a neat wom an. I haven’t m et any like you— 
and th a t’s so fucking trite  I w ish I h a d n ’t said it."
“I’m glad you said it. Open the  door and run . Don’t 
look back. J u s t  run."
Bill Anthony tw ists the  cap off the  half-gallon of 
Italian red wine, pours h im self a tum bler and sips off a 
m outhful. Tim Jack so n  w atches the right h an d  pull 
ano ther tum bler from several dirty g lasses on Bill’s 
crum m y table. There isn ’t m uch light coming from the 
reading lamp on the table. The wine in the tum blers is 
black in the  d im ness. Art Sm ith su ck s on an  Olympia 
Gold Light, pushes h is felt fisherm an’s h a t back  on his 
head. Bill shucks the pages of a book in front of him . The 
tape-cassette  and  stereo system  bangs out bad sound. 
Bill shoves in ano ther casse tte  recording of classical 
m usic: Beethoven’s “A rchduke Trio"—Bill pounds the 
open book in rhythm  to the  opening notes.
“Right here. Art. The sonofabitch  took it verbatim ."
“So w hat’s new ab o u t th a t?  Every prof I’ve had  tells 
u s th a t it’s the way to go. All you have to do is find an 
obscure text over tw enty years old and  rewrite it."
"But M athis d idn’t rewrite it. The fucker stole it 
verbatim . He d idn ’t change a word in th is  passage. I’ve 
checked for m istakes. The footnote isn ’t there." Bill sips 
his wine, gives Tim a  soft punch  on the right arm . “Hell, 
even Tim can verify it—right buddy?"
"I’m not here for reading books, m an. J u s t  tell me 
som ething. Is M athis the fucker I’m after?" Tim Jack so n  
tu rn s  the tum bler around  in h is h an d s  and s ta re s  side­
eyed a t Bill. “Is he the m urderin ’ sonofabitch th a t—? ’’
“Why are you ask ing  me, Tim?" Bill pushes the open 
book over to Art’s side of the table. ‘T ak e  a  close look a t 
the paragraph  I’ve set off in pencil m arks."
“Why couldn’t I a sk  ya? Shit, you were there. You 
saw  him too. The sam e outfit, rem em ber? And th is  creep 
M athis w as there. It’s the sam e bastard ."
“There were a lot of creeps, Tim. I’ve tried to forget 
them  and the Nam scene. So w hat if it is the sam e 
basta rd?  The w ar’s over."
“Bullshit. College does som ething to your head. I’m 
a  medical studen t. I forget a lot of th ings. But M athis—or 
w hatever he calls him self—com es back." Tim ru b s his 
forehead.
“He’s here. Art. do you see the th ing?”
“Yes. Clear case of plagiarism , right? I still say. 
w hat’s the big deal? Everybody steals. Publish or perish."
“It’s M athis? Come on buddy, you can’t be wrong 
abou t som ething th a t im portan t—right?" Tim grabs Bill’s 
right arm . The tum bler in Bill’s h and  slops dark  blood-red 
wine over his wrist. Bill scream s and  drops the  glass.
“I’m hit! G oddam nit sonofabitchen fuckers—!” Bill 
and  Tim dive u nder the  table. The lam p bounces and  falls 
on the floor. Art leaps back  from the table and  stum bles 
backw ards over h is  chair, c rashes into the  wall. Tim and
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Bill sc ream  at each  o ther—"W here’s it coming from! 
M otherfuckers—stop  it!” “S h u t u p  for C h rist’s  sake! I’m 
h it—Get off me you sonofabitch—call a  medic!" “J e su s . 
C harlie’s  h it  u s—get down you fucker—" Art w atches Tim 
crawl tow ards him , face tw isting up  a t h is  own. tears  
sm earing  floor-dirt on h is  cheeks. Bill scream s again a s  
A rt m oves to w a rd  th e  ta b le . “H elp me! I’m h it. 
Sonofabitches.!"
“W hat the  hell is going on?" Art kneels down to help 
Bill up. Bill g rabs A rt’s  th ro a t an d  p resses h is  thum bs 
in to  h is  w indpipe. “C harlie  m otherfuckers! Die you 
sonofabitch!" Art pu lls  Bill’s  h an d  aw ay from his th roa t 
an d  leaps for the door. “You fuckers have gone nuts! Tim 
for god’s sake  w hat’s  going on?"
"Help me. you bastard!" Tim scream s up  a t Art.
"Shit no  m an—I’m sp litting  th is  m adhouse. You 
guys b e tte r  shape  u p  or I’ll call security."
Bill craw ls slowly along the floor to w here Tim is 
s tre tch ed  ou t. crying in to  h is  elbow. “W here you h it 
buddy? Look m an. I’ve got the  sh it righ t here—take it!" 
Bill w raps h is  sh irt a ro u n d  h is  w rist and  holds out a  hand  
full of sm all w hite tab le ts  tow ards Tim ’s head.
"Get aw ay fucker!"
‘T a k e  'em —C harlie’s  gone buddy. It a in ’t  real. I 
th o u g h t I w as hit. It’s  only the wine. Come on Tim take the 
shit." Bill pu lls  Tim’s a rm  from u n d e r h is  head . Tim tw ists 
h is  face u p  an d  s ta re s  b lankly  in to  Bill’s  face. A stream  of 
sp ittle  oozes ou t of the  left co m er of Tim ’s m outh.
"I’ll get you fucker. You m urdered  ’em. I saw  it. 
T h a t’s  why they h it u s . C harlie know s w hat you did. you 
m otherfuckinsonofabitch!"
Bill sh ak es  Tim ’s shou lder. “Come ou t of it buddy. 
It’s  me. It’s  okay. Nothing h it us, m an. We got bum m ed 
out. Come on m an. I’ll p u t you on the bed for a while. 
You’ll com e ou t of it." Bill s ta r ts  to pick Tim up by the 
shou lders .
“D on’t  touch  m e you m otherfucking pig! I saw  it. 
T hirty-five bod ies. You m ad e  m e c o u n t them ! To m ake  
s u re  th ey  w ere all C h a rlie s . W ell, th ey  w a s n ’t—not one 
of th e  fuckers! W om en, old m en  a n d  k id s. Leave m e 
a lo n e —" Tim knocks Bill’s h an d  away scattering  pills.
‘T im , it’s  me. Bill—com e on buddy, sh ap e  up."
“W hat’s  the  m atte r  w ith him?" Art a sk s  Bill. Art 
m oves away from the door, p icks u p  the lam p and  s ta n d s  
over Tim letting the  light play on Tim ’s face.
“G et som e w ater. He’s got to take th is  sh it. It w as the 
w ine.”
"The w ine? Hell m an, if th a t’s w h a t w ine does to you 
guys, forget it!*1 Art goes to the  k itchen  and  draw s w ater 
o u t of the  tap  into a  dirty  tum bler.
“Com e on Art—give m e the  w ater. He’ll have to get 
five of th ese  little m o thers  down. He’s still spaced  ou t in 
Nam." Bill lifts Tim ’s head  an d  shoves the tab le ts  into his 
m ou th , ho lds the  tum b ler of w ater to Tim ’s lips and  
pou rs. Tim chokes. T h rash es  h is  a rm s wildly around  
before Art holds them  down to h is  side.
T im . swallow, will ya?" Bill holds Tim ’s m outh  sh u t 
tight. Tim struggles for air. tw ists h is  head  rapidly from 
side to  side b u t Bill ho lds h is  m ou th  sh u t. Tim swallows 
the  w ater an d  Bill le ts  h is  head  an d  m ou th  go. “J u s t  get
the hell away from him Art. It’ll tak e  five-ten m inu tes. 
Don’t listen  to him . He’s ha lluc ina ting  like shit."
"I still don’t u n d e rs tan d  it. W hat the  hell you guys 
h itting  the floor for?" Art w atches Tim roll from side to 
side, m um bling incoherently , pound ing  fists into the 
floor. "Shouldn’t we pu t him  on the bed?"
“I though t of th a t. W on’t  do any  good. He’d roll off and  
knock h im self out. I go tta  take a few of them  little 
m others. Give me th a t glass." Bill tak es  the  tum bler and  
w ashes down several w hites. “It can  happen , m an . T hat 
fucking w ine on my hand . Looked like blood. Tim d idn ’t 
have to see it. He could smell it. Blood all over me. You 
reac t to sh it like th a t w ithout th inking . Seen too m any 
fuckers who cou ldn’t  react fast enough."
"W hat does Tim do if he ’s alone an d  he—?”
"Goes crazy? I’ve helped him  th rough  a  lot of sh it. 
J u s t  don’t  touch  him  now. In a n  h o u r he ’ll be o u t of it."
Bill an d  Art clean up  the  table, throw  books back  on 
it an d  se t the  lam p on it.
“W hat’s  th a t he  was saying a b o u t w om en an d  ch il­
d ren—and  old m en?” Art looks down a t Tim. Tim isn ’t 
moving, b u t still sobs into h is  b e n t elbow.
"I’d forget th a t crap. Besides I really d o n ’t know  Tim 
th a t well. We m et in Nam—M arines. Got the  sh it kicked 
ou t of u s  in Nam. We were together for seven m onths. 
Then we got am bushed . The com pany took a  lot of 
casua lties  in th ree  days. Tim took a  h it in the  head . We 
got o u t from u n d e r Charlie by chopper a t n ight. T h a t’s the 
las t tim e I saw  Tim in Nam. We were se n t to different 
com panies. T h a t’s  w hen I got hit. Later, back  in the  
S ta tes. Tim called m e a t hom e one day. T hree years  la ter 
m an! He called to find o u t from my folks if I w as dead. 
Shit, I th o u g h t he w as dead. T h a t’s  the  way you found out 
if you ever found out. Som ebody calling you u p  in the 
m iddle of the  night. ‘Hey buddy. I m ade it!’ an d  you tell the 
fucker the  sam e th ing  and  han g  up." Bill d rin k s  wine out 
of the half-gallon jug , is careful no t to spill it. w ipes his 
m ou th  carefully on his sh ir t still w rapped  a ro u n d  his 
w rist. Art looks a t  the  sh irt an d  w onders w h a t the  hell it’s 
covering. He im agines an  old w ound.
"You th in k  Tim ’s crazy?"
"We’re all b a n a n as—a t  tim es. Nam vets have a  th ing  
ab o u t people w ho a sk  th a t so rt of question . J  u s t don’t ask  
me. Tim w ouldn’t u nderstand  w hat you m eant. He couldn’t 
respond to you on th a t level. Part of the  reason  he  reac ts  
th is  way is th a t he  got a  dozen cen tim eters  of h is  frontal 
lobes sho t away. J u s t  enough to function norm ally m ost 
of the time. B ut th a t and  a  few years  of Nam can  do th ings 
to you for the  rest of your life. Like the M athis h a n g -u p  in 
Tim ’s m ind. He really th in k s  the creep is an  ex-M arine 
officer—probably som ebody he  ha ted  in h is  ou tfit before 
he got it. Everybody hated  som ebody. You had  to h a te  all 
the  time. You even hated  the  dead  m otherfuckers for 
being dead. They rem inded you of being alive. You were 
supposed  to be dead. You h a ted  yourse lf for no t being 
dead. Tim th in k s  M athis—or som e fucker th a t  looks like 
M athis—w as h is CO. Some fucker th a t o rdered him  to 
m ake body co u n ts  after engaging the  enem y—Charlie. 
Tim can ’t get it ou t logically. It’s  all fucked u p  in h is  head , 
right? So. I go along with w hatever he says. Most of the
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tim e h e ’s reading books on anatom y. Med s tu d en ts  have 
to do th a t  kind of sh it .”
“You m ean Tim ’s going to practice m edicine? W ith a 
piece of h is  brain  blown aw ay?” Art looks down a t Tim. A 
th in  th read  of saliva ex tends from the com er of Tim’s 
m outh . “How can  he m ake it th rough  medical school?"
“It isn ’t h is m em ory Art. W hat the hell else does he 
need besides m em ory? I really don’t give a fuck one way 
or ano ther. It’s h is thing. T hat and  Mathis." Bill opens his 
book, c ru shes  down the  sp ine w ith the heel of h is right 
hand . “You said it d idn ’t m atter—publish  or perish? But 
now I’ve got M athis by the  a ss . Five paragraphs of pure  
word-for-word ripoff. Publisher d idn’t  catch it either. It 
adds fuel to the  fire. I should  w rite to Ellm ann to let him 
know about M athis.’’
"You're w asting  your tim e if you do. Who’s E llm ann?” 
Art sn a p s  open a n o th e r beer can. lifts it and  swallows 
hard . “I’m not offering Tim any  booze."
“Eminent Domain. Criticism  on Yeats and  com ­
pany. You fuckers in foreign languages w ouldn’t know 
the book.”
“T hat sucks. There a re  h u n d red s  of texts in a  d isci­
pline unknow n to the  laym an. W hat’s the point?" Art 
finds h is felt h a t on the floor and  pushes  it down on his 
head. “You know A nthony, for someone who’s been 
th rough  six years of university  sh it it doesn’t tell on you 
m uch. I get the m essage abou t the fucked over w ar in you, 
b u t why do you have to screw  your friends?"
“W hat friends?" Bill kicks Tim’s soles. “Asleep."
"W hat abou t Tim? Hell, he’s  no t the  enemy. I’m not 
either." Art h its  the  table w ith the beer can.
“Potential ’enem y’ Art. Everybody’s a  sonofabitch 
given certain  conditions. G rad school reinforces the 
concept of being n u m b er one first—the sam e as Nam. 
Take care of n u m b er one and  you take care of the world."
“Yea. right m an. B ut it sucks."
“You’re the best exam ple I know Art."
“How do you m ean?"
“W hat if I said you were a goddam n duffer on the 
river?”
“B ut th a t’s som ething personal. How would anyone 
know? especially you—you don’t know my river." Art 
swigs beer, spills som e on the  table.
“Proves w hat I ju s t  said Art. You’re num ber one on 
your fucking river. You know it. right?"
‘T h e re  a rc  a  few good fly fisherm en. Is th a t w hat the 
M arines tau g h t you b a s ta rd s? ”
"Maybe." Bill pencils ano ther passage in M athis’ 
book.
“Sorry I d idn ’t m ake the war. If I h adn ’t been fishing 
I probably would have jo ined the antiw ar m ovem ent. I 
don’t m iss being a  vet." Art tosses h is empty into a  sack 
a t h is feet.
“I sho u ld n ’t even ta lk  to you. We’re a t  opposite ends 
of the fucking earth . I’d a  sho t your a ss  off if I’d caught you 
in a w ar protest m arch." Bill pulls the wine ju g  towards 
him . pours a  tum bler.
“I’m su re  you w ould’ve. J u s t  like the ca t in Clock­
work Orange—a real victim  o f ‘behavior m anipulation ,’ 
right? They got you a t  prim e age. Good m aterial for a
fascist regime. Why don’t you get your jollies in South  
Africa? Lots of targets of opportun ity  a s  they say."
“You’re  still p issed because  I cu t you off a t  the  tav 
Art. Now cool it w ith the sh it talk. C heck Tim and  see if 
he’s still spaced out." Bill th u m b s through  pages, pauses  
to pencil and underline m ore passages.
“A little mein’s world. W hat’s  the title of th a t book?”
“W hich one? E llm ann or M athis?"
“Ellm ann—got it! Eminent Domain. You ought to 
spend your time reading th a t ra th e r  th an  M athis’ plagia­
rized version. You really got it in for Mathis?"
“Look Art. the  fucker stole h is sh it from ano ther 
au tho r. T hat’s w here h e ’s a t. He shou ld  be exposed, and 
I’ve got his num ber. Let me tell you som ething. I’ve 
learned you can ’t let a  bas ta rd  like th a t get away with 
anything. In c lass h e ’s a  real prick. So ifyou re in h is class 
you get the  shaft. He’ll p u t you up  aga in st the wall. Like 
last week. M athis tried to nail me up  on the old cross. He 
asked  me to define the Bloom sbury connection in Yeats’ 
poetic career. Sh it I abou t flipped out. He did it to 
em barrass—I shou ld ’ve know n the fucker would try it. He 
m u st’ve spent hou rs on finding my w eak spots. You know 
w hat I m ean abou t profs who point w ith words. Til get 
th a t one. He’s so su re  of himself. I’m a  H arvard Ph.D. and 
he’s podunckville grad s tu d e n t.’ T ha t kind of fucked-over 
place. I mangled it. I tried to fake it b u t he had E llm ann’s 
text, the bible of Yeats’ criticism  and  Pound’s biography. 
On the reading list too—b u t for optional reading. I’m not 
th a t far along with it. But there’s no deadline one way or 
another. The fuckers expect you to have read everything 
before the sem inar anyway. I’m a  m edievalist so I get 
fucked in M athis’ class. I had  to ea t sh it. J u s t  like Nam. 
T h a t’s when I began to th ink  like Tim. T h a t’s the 
sonofabitch all right. The sam e face—a kid-faced second 
looey transfer into the outfit. A ten-day  miracle platoon 
leader. Charlie m eat. It was the  one tim e I didn’t  go ou t on 
recon patrol. The platoon ran  into Charlie th ree hou rs 
out. Two fuckers caugh t sn iper fire. Kid hero gives the 
order to destroy the village—a dozen g rass and  m ud h u ts . 
Fifteen m inutes la ter five choppers come in and  hit 
Charlie with rockets and  fifty-caliber m achine guns. 
Nothing left b u t body-count. Kid-faced looey gets thirty- 
seven Cong notches to h is  credit. I w ent ou t two days 
later. Sam e village to confirm  body count, right? Thirty- 
seven women and  children. No Cong. A week after tha t 
one, I got hit. Six m onths la ter 1 had  the right diplom a. 
B ut I still got Nam new s—you know? Fuckers cam e 
through  with kid-hero in their heads. In six m onths the 
kid had  a  couple hundred  Charlie kills. Confirmed too. 
Some of the wounded took h its  coun ting  the kid’s kill. At 
the time I was ra th e r  im pressed w ith him . B ut we knew 
how he worked the villages. I guess Tim knew the kid’s 
logistics. Tim got h it coun ting  bodies in som e rem ote 
Cong village. He waited three days for a  chopper. He was 
the only one who m ade it ou t alive from h is platoon. 
Twelve years later, Tim says he’s seen the kid-faced looey, 
right? And it’s  M athis. I knew it a  year ago. So the  w ar’s 
over. You forget sh it like that! But w hat the hell? Look a t 
Tim. If it’s M athis, Tim will go crazy som e day and  go for 
him. It’s  w hat they call delayed s tre ss  syndrom e right? 
We’ve been fucked over. Art. I’ll com prom ise on one thing.
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Trade me even-steven your Fenwick fly rod for an  ounce 
of pu re  Colum bia gold.”
“W hat's the com prom ise?" Art pushes his felt h a t 
back on his head  and  grins a t Bill.
T il  let you live for th a t an tiw ar movement sta tem en t 
you m ade.”
T il sell it to you a t cost. W hat's the m atter with your 
e lephan t rod?”
“You gave me bad advice. Art. You knew th a t fucking 
rod w as a  duffer's club." Bill kicks Tim’s feet. Tim groans 
and rolls over, opens h is eyes and  shakes  h is head. “Go 
back to sleep Tim. You can  stay  here tonight.”
“I ca n ’t trade  across the  board. Why don’t you buy 
an o th er fly rod? You’ll need one anyway. Spring ru n s  will 
s ta r t in a m onth."
“You owe m e a  rod Sm ith. Your great sturgeon trip 
w as a b u st. Why shou ld  I take your word on steelhead in 
the spring? Shit, let’s  get Tim into bed."
“He’ll never m ake it th rough med school."
“He never m ade it ou t of Nam—come on. lift h is feet 
up." One more bad m outh ing  from Art and  he m ight have 
lost h is cool, gone for the hun tin g  knife he always keeps 
u n d e r h is pillow on h is bed. Tim would have been too 
spaced ou t to know w hat m ight have happened if he’d 
caugh t Art a round  the th roa t and  stu ck  the blade through 
his lung. To hell w ith Art Sm ith. Another fucked-over 
pacifist. University cam pus w as infested w ith them . 
Leftovers from the early seventies. The b asta rd s  better 
keep their distance.
Already m idnight. Five pages of Latin transla tion  
from ^Elfric’s Latin G ram m ar to go tonight. Then his six- 
mile ru n  through  the darkened  s tree ts  of U-District, 
Ravenna Park. Laurel Heights and  Union Bay. He’ll have 
to take it easy ton ight because  of the wine. Jog  the route 
a t  a mile every ten  m inu tes, take a b rea th er every mile. It’s 
slow, b u t he’ll m ake it w ithou t cu tting  down distance.
It h a s  been over a  week since he’s touched Joy.
W ho the hell is Joy? No one h as  run  him down or 
taken  po tsho ts a t  him  from any  da rk  streets. Who is the 
lady’s prof? In h is  tim e a t University he h asn ’t seen or m et 
a  single dean, provost, com ptroller or president. W here is 
her old m an holed up?  The lady had  to be lying to him. 
Like p rostitu tes  in Nam. No. Joy  h a s  real cool. No doubt 
she  is a p ro fs  wom an. He w ishes he  could rem em ber her 
face. He could recall her smell b u t not her face.
It’s an  alm ost full m oon spring  night. He can  m ake 
out objects n ea r him: tru n k s  of trees, sh rubs, the ditch 
w here polluted w ater ru n s  through  Ravenna Park. Jo g ­
ging through  the park  exhilarates him . He m eets ano ther 
jogger, the  sam e one who w ears the  bright yellow jogging 
sh irt and  white sho rts . Passing, they exchange out-of- 
b rea th  acknow ledgm ents. Bill g run ts; yellowshirt wimps. 
He m eets the wim p every n ight a t  the sam e place on the 
a sp h a lt path . He resen ts  the m an ’s bad timing b u t forgets 
him  on the fast lap  sk irting  Greenlake. He could take him 
on any  track. Avoiding lighted stree ts, he circum vents 
Roosevelt Way. s trid es  onto the bicycle trail heading east 
paralleling Sixty-Fifth. A block to his left he catches a 
glim pse of a patro l ca r idling a t the  curb  waiting for a 
speeding cruiser.
Pushing h a rd e r he fixes fam iliar points, tim ing his 
ra te  of motion: the w ater-tow er above the high school, a 
group of d istan t bridge lights on M ercer Island, a s tand  
of tall firs in the cem etery overlooking Union Bay. the 
neon lights in front of the C arnation  ice-cream  p lan t on 
Forty-Fifth Street far below him . He breaks stride  a t the 
Laurel Heights elem entary school and  douses his head 
under a  faucet and  drinking fountain  on the playground. 
Why is he thinking “white .Jaguar”?
Why does he feel guilt abou t her? He d idn ’t initiate 
the bad fuck tim e in the car. W hat kind of ca r did she 
drive? He had found him self looking at cars in the 
University parking lots. He thought it was white. Nice 
lea ther interior, bucket seats . A Ja g u a r?  Twice he had 
walked boldly through the adm in istra tion  building, cov­
ering all floors and  looking into offices th a t were open. 
Nothing. He could jog the cam pus in fifteen m inu tes flat 
and  reconnoiter alm ost every building in a  h a lf  hour. He 
tried it once. He looked a t nam e plates hoping to And a 
"Joy" som ething or o ther on one of them . He quickly 
researched faculty directories. Nothing. The wom an might 
be following him a t  night w hen he m ade his ru n s, b u t if 
she was. she w asn’t m aking herself obvious. Fuck p a ra ­
noia. She wasn’t following him . W hoever she  was. she 
moved fast and got ou t of sight. He w ouldn’t see h e r aga in .
He listens to night noises. Late cruisers squealing 
treads down on Forty-Fifth, undergrads yelling at each 
other on fraternity row four blocks away. She lied to him 
when she told him she’d stop by some night. That’s just 
great. No woman to fuck up his study time. A car pulls to 
a stop in front of tfw apartment. He looks out his basement 
window. It’s a resident.
He checks h is w atch: tw o-thirteen. In half an  h ou r 
he'll be under a  hot shower. Laurel Heights is mostly 
dark . It is a  forest with upper middle c lass  houses hidden 
away in half-acre plots w ith stone and  cinder-block 
cem ent walls blocking en trances into yards. The d a rk ­
ness gives him security  aga inst in s ta n t detection. The 
Nike tennis shoes pad softly through  the  curving side­
walk labyrinth th a t loses track  of reason . He is always 
confused here, m akes the wrong tu rn  or back tracks on 
him self unnecessarily . Tonight he m isses the right tu rn  
downhill and h a s  to jog an  extra block. He th inks of profs 
he knows in the English D epartm ent. He doesn’t know 
their wives. The cha irm an’s wife is the  only one he’s seen. 
Dr. Newton. Mrs. Newton. He h as  spoken to the m an 
twice. Once abou t h is new position a s  a teaching fellow 
under Diablo. Once w hen he contested  a  grade and  filed 
a com plaint against the nerd  prof. Newton, the Ivy League 
fag-type: thin, pale and  slightly hum pbacked . From 
reading? Sickly. Too m uch research ing? Im potent? In 
m anner only. Newton’s wife? An obese wom an w ith huge 
hips and  tits th a t hung  down like w ater-balloons sagged 
against h e r stom ach. How the hell could Newton m ake 
rank  with her tied around  his neck?
His years a t University have disciplined him  to avoid 
social life. Two or th ree grad parties a  year, one d ep a rt­
m ent party  in two years. He despises the  literary crowd 
th a t seem s to move easily into professors' backyards and 
living rooms. The notices come and  go: dean of s tu d e n t’s 
an n u a l house-opening; the p residen t’s C hristm as ball;
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the  g radua te  s tu d e n ts ’ spring m ay pole festival dance. He 
plays on the idea of the  p residen t’s ball—what the b a s­
tard  would th ink  if he asked  her for a ball? Forget it. He’d 
never have the opportunity . She probably looked like Dr. 
Newton’s woman. W hat would he do if he becam e a 
departm en t head in th is fucking academ ic jungle? W asn’t 
th a t exactly w hat he had  in m ind every now and then? 
Why all the research? W hen would it pay off, and  w hat 
would be h is rew ard? There were tim es when he felt sinful 
am ong the idealistic literati who d iscussed  literary works 
and  au th o rs  a s  if they were preparing them selves for the 
m inistry. Screw that. The real scholars didn 't fuck around 
with religious fervor.
The pull up  the five levels of Laurel Heights hill takes 
the  wind out of him. He h as  to stop  and  catch breath . 
Looking back tow ards the D istrict, he observes the 
m assive spread of the  cam pus. The lights string ou t over 
the parking lots. Nearer to him . b u t a mile or two away on 
his left, he tries to m ake ou t the black hole th a t is the 
football stad ium . He’s never been inside it. All the male 
grad s tu d en ts  in the English departm ent spend entire 
Friday evenings d iscussing  the football team s across the 
country. Beer spills over s ta tistics, a ll-star players who 
suffered broken bones, groin in juries and  who can ’t m ake 
the team  next w eekend. Odds go up and  down according 
to w ho’s w ounded and  w ho’s healthy; yards gained and  
yards lost. Shit, it w as a  laugh. The intellectual sport of 
fu ture  departm ent chairm en. He would m ake dam n sure  
he w ouldn’t get gung-ho abou t the heavyfoot herds on the 
football field. C hrist, he d idn’t even know the coach a t the 
University. He did know how m any texts the library held 
in Medieval Latin and  how m any new books the library 
bought each m onth  in h is field. He kept his own catalog 
by god! He had  lived in the  library for two years for 
C hrist’s sake.
Picking up stride again on the hill. Clouds move in 
from the southw est. The m oon will go under in a  few 
m inutes. It is d a rk  un d er the lim bs of the tall firs th a t line 
the stree ts. A large house-cat crosses the street a  few 
yards in front of him.
Now he sees the  w hite Jag u ar. Parked in front of one 
of those eight-foot brick walls with wrought-iron gates 
ten feet high. It’s a  coupe, sixties’ model with teardrop 
fenders and  low. low frame. W here is the light coming 
from? He swings in close to the stree t side of the car. 
pauses  to look inside. Red-leather bucket seats, an 
ash tray  between seats, five instrum ent dials and a  chrome- 
handled  gear shift. The driver’s door is unlocked, opens 
easily w hen he pulls the chrom e handle. He h a sn ’t 
broken and  entered before. W hat can he see in this 
fucking dim moonlight? Papers in the glovebox? Nothing. 
A title or registration? Nothing. He looks between seats, 
under seats. Nothing. The sm ell? Leather. Som ething 
else. Vague. C igarette sm oke. In the half-seat behind the 
driver’s seat he sees a  w om an’s hat. Felt, white. He sniffs 
the hat. Nothing h e ’d better get the  fuck ou t of it. Close 
the door softly. J u s t  a  click.
The house or w hatever lies behind the wall waiting 
to b last the sh it o u t of him  will tell him  who owns the 
Jag u ar . In Nam he had  waited for the hot smell of blood.
The gate is locked from the inside an d  probably wired 
with a boobytrap alarm . He jogs a round  the block looking 
for an  alley, an  open driveway, a  path . He finds a kid’s trail 
through the forest of tall p ines and  th ick  ferns. Damn the 
moon! Counting bodies a t night, the  patrol had  avoided 
the open places under the moon. Then his trigger finger 
had been fast a s  lightning. He had moved ben t in half 
tow ards the first hut: two g ru n ts  on his right moved with 
him. He could see the corpses hum ped  in the d irt outside 
the low doorway, the o ther five bodies laid o u t farther in 
the  m ud. The g run ts slipped through the back of the h u t 
and m otioned him forward. He ran  ten leaps to the side 
of the h u t and  waited. O ut in the  open under the 
moonlight he saw  more corpses fifteen yards away heaped 
up. They would bury them  in the early m orning. Some­
thing moved in the doorway of a h u t on the o ther side of 
the village. He flicked the safety off the M -16 and  started 
to squeeze the trigger. F lashes and  slam m ing steel blew 
him  back against the hu t. He felt the  solid kick of his 
weapon against his ribs. Far away he heard  him self 
scream ing. The hu t on the o ther side of the  village 
scream ed back a t him.
Once inside the wall, he feels h is way along the path , 
sliding through wet ferns, moving cautiously  tow ards one 
square  of soft yellow light. The house  s tru c tu re s  itself out 
of the tall firs su rrounding  it. He edges through low lim bs 
keeping his escape rou te  clear in his head. W hite stucco, 
two-level, Spanish motif. He nears  the  window crossing 
mown grass. The window pane is tran slu cen t orange: a 
bathroom ? There are no lights on the outside which gives 
him relief. He relaxes legs and  a rm s by dropping to his 
knees against sh rubs. He listens to the night and the 
house. A high tension sizzle som ew here in a  transform er 
on the street. A cruiser squealing tires far down on the 
asphalt. A flushing toilet inside the house back  of the 
window’s glow. The light falls off the ground behind him. 
Moonlight slowly fills the  space. He w aits five m inutes.
He had to fire into them . The fuckers on his right laid 
down a  sheet of flame directly into the hooch. He watched 
it b u rs t into flames and  two blazing figures moved into his 
sights. They fell when he let the M-16 fire on autom atic. 
He smelled the blood on his left arm . It w ouldn’t move 
when he tried to raise it again to fire. He w atched the two 
fuckers fire the rest of the hooches. The n ight becam e an 
inferno. The hooch he leaned against grew hot and he 
moved on hands and  knees back onto the darkness. 
Someone caught him under the  shou lder and  carried him 
along d ea th ’s path  to the  squad  com m and post. Two 
m edics lashed him into a  stre tcher. A nother medic 
w rapped his arm  and gave him  a  shot. “Keep your fucking 
m outh sh u t Marine. You w ant Charlie on ou r a ss?”
“They w asn’t Charlie—ju s t  little k ids—"
“Keep him  quiet Jon es. Look Marine, I’m the one who 
decides w hat they were. Cong—now get him  back to the 
chopper pickup area .”
“You fucker they w as kids and  women."
“Knock off the sh it-ta lk  mac. We’ll get you o u t of here 
in a  m inute." The medic gave him ano ther shot.
“W hat’s your nam e Marine?" The lieu tenan t reached 
into h is jacket and pulled the tags out. examined the 
nam e under the glow of a penlight. “Anthony?"
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“Yea, I’m h it you sonofabitch! Blood-type ‘A*, serial 
n u m b er 5894403 , th ird  platoon, C om pany D. 1st Ma­
rines. Get m e o u t of here  you fucker!”
“I’m  L ieu tenan t M athis. I’ll tell you w hen you'll leave 
the  area . T here w ere no civilians in the  village. All Cong. 
M ake su re  you m ake the proper report M arine. All right 
m en, move him  o u t.”
W hen th ey  p icked  h im  u p , he  looked  a t  the  
l i e u te n a n t ’s  face a n d  g r in n e d . “Y o u 're  n e x t you  
sonofabitch ." On the trail h e  passed  out. W hen he woke 
again he w as in the  Saigon Naval hospital. His left arm  
an d  side w ere on fire. He vom ited w hen he moved.
D am p e a rth  on th is  bu tto ck s tells him  to  move again. 
The h o u se  is qu iet inside. There are  no ligh ts on from the 
side view. He w alks boldly a ro u n d  to the fron t and  sees 
th a t the  large wall a rea  su rro u n d in g  the h o u se  can  be 
easily  clim bed. The h o u se  is gigantic from th e  front view. 
A faint light issu e s  from a  narrow  sta ined -g lass  window 
on the  second level. He sea rch es  the d a rk  shadow s 
a ro u n d  the  front en tran ce  for a  nam e plate—any th ing  to 
identify the  residen t. A n u m b er is all th a t h e  can  m ake 
ou t. Two ca rs  a re  parked  in the  long u-curved  driveway. 
A Porsche an d  a  Cadillac. W hy w asn ’t the  J a g u a r  parked 
in the  driveway? He m oves quickly to the  Porsche, opens 
the driver's sea t. The reg istra tion  packet. R ight above his 
head  on the  sun-v isor. He unclips the  packet, s tu d ie s  the 
p rin t. “D uane  Shockley" m eans no th ing  to h im . He slips 
the  clip back  on the  visor an d  ju m p s  ou t of the  seat. 
G oddam n! He trip s  on the  sea t belt, h its  the  a sphalt, 
knees b iting  in to  the  rough surface, h a n d s  h itting  ha rd  
on gravel. He h e a rs  the  se a t buck le  slam m ing  on m etal. 
Shit, move o u t dam nit! He’s on top of th e  wall and  
ju m p in g  the  eight feet to the  sidew alk w hen  the yard 
beh ind  him  b u rs ts  in to  light. C hrist the  whole place is 
w ired w ith high in ten sity  m ercury  lights! He h its  hard  b u t 
rolls w ith the  fall. Voices a re  calling ou t beh ind  the wall.
Five m in u tes  a n d  runn ing . Forty-Fifth Avenue is 
below him . He s ta y s  on d a rk  s tree ts , padd ing  fast tow ards 
the H eron Bay golf course . He sees the  w aving b lue lights 
m oving u p  Forty-Fifth. They’ll p a ss  th ree b locks on h is 
righ t and  by the tim e they get to the  house , he’ll be half 
way ac ro ss  the  golf course . He’ll have to m ake the d ash  
u p  U niversity Bridge u n d e r lights. The tim ing for the 
sp rin t b ack  to h is  a p a rtm e n t is bad . If a  cop sees  him , he ’ll 
have to s top  h is  stride, slow it down. Shit w hy did he m ake 
th a t dum b  assu m p tio n  a b o u t the  Ja g u a r?
He w ould have to change h is  jogging course . Stay out 
of Laurel H eights.
He w atches the  s tab b in g  b lue lights move fast u p  the 
hill a  half-m ile away. Ahead of him  there  is  the brightly 
lighted s tr ip  of cem ent sidew alk paralleling  Forty-Fifth 
S treet. He m u s t m ake h is  move now. Still in relative 
d a rk n e ss  on the  golf course , he p a u ses  a  m in u te  to catch  
the  cool sp rin g  a ir  from the lake on h is  left. He catches 
m ovem ent o u t of the  co rner of h is  right eye. It’s  the  
fucking jogger! The sam e yellow shirted sonofabitch  is 
really w inging it u p  the  ram p tow ards the U -D istrict. He 
d u ck s  w hen the  fucker p asses  him  by fifty yards and  
m oving ou t like the bridge w as his.
He d rops on h is  belly w hen he  h e a rs  th e  cop car 
peeling ru b b er ou t of the  C arnation  ice-cream  p lan t 
en trance  road. The b lue lights flash over h im  an d  he digs 
in to  golf turf, g rits  teeth , w aits for the  first ro u n d s of 
m ortar shells to h it. “Stay calm  you fucker." From  a 
h u n d red  y a rd s  he h ea rs  the  bu llho rn  b laring  into the 
night: “FREEZE!" He craw ls fu rthe r in to  the  d a rk n ess  
an d  m anages to find a knoll, rolls down in to  warm  
b lackness. The poor basta rd ! Raising h is  head  slowly an  
inch above the knoll, he w atches two patrol officers throw  
the jogger aga in st the  cem ent p a rap e t of the  bridge. The 
jogger s lum ps down trying to dodge the n igh tstick s th a t 
flash in the  b lue light. The scream s p u n c tu re  h is  m om en­
tary  calm . If he had  an  M-16 he would kill them . A nother 
b lue light m oves down the bridge, b reak s  w ith squealing  
tires in front of the  o ther cop car. The pa tro l c a rs ’ radios 
b las t the  n igh t w ith s ta tic  and  m angled com m ands. He’ll 
have to w ait it o u t—or m ake a  b reak  for the  lower ground 
on the golf course; he w on’t wait. The m oon drops in to  a 
could and  he craw ls a n o th e r  h u n d red  y a rd s  in to  the 
b lackness of Heron Bay swam p-fill. He is alm ost u n d e r 
the  bridge s tru c tu re . Above, the  voices of patro l officers 
in terrogating. The jogger is trying to an sw er b u t the  pigs 
cu t him  off.
He lis tens for five m inu tes. W hen they’re finished 
they’ll shoo t him . The kid-hero  sho t all th e  Cong inform ­
ers. The platoon leader knew  they were lying.
“Look creep, you were up  in Laurel H eights no t m ore 
th an  ten  m in u tes  ago. Don’t lie to us." The officer p rob­
ably h a s  the  poor fucker by the  th roa t.
“No. no, no. no—I ju s t  live over here. T h a t’s my 
correct add ress. I haven’t been u p  there—” The w im p’s 
voice s ta rtle s  him . Hell, they w on’t sp a re  the  b asta rd .
“W hat you doing ou t th is  tim e of n igh t fella? You a in ’t 
ru n n in ’ no Olympic race. Come on tell u s  w here you been 
tonight?" A nother officer. A sm a rtm o u th  w ith a  n ig h t­
stick  swinging in h is  h a n d  very close to w im py’s head.
“Call my wife. S he’ll tell you—”
“You h e a r th a t Mike? Says he’s  got a  wife. Why a in ’t 
you in bed w ith h e r?”
“Som etim es I jog late. It keeps m e aw ake. I'm a 
s tu d e n t—" Wimpy is growing bold.
“S tuden t, h u h ?  W here do you go to school, college?"
"At U—Call security  on cam p u s an d  they’ll give you 
my I.D.—"
“We’ll tell you who you are. Luke, you got any th ing  
on th is  creep yet?"
To get to University cam p u s he m u st cross M ontelake 
Boulevard u n d er the  severe exposure  of the  high in te n ­
sity illum ination of the  m ercury  lam ps. He’ll have to jog 
it u n d e r the  cover of the  bridge su b s tru c tu re . Above he 
h ea rs  the  deep pulse  of a n o th e r ca r park ing  som ew here 
n ea r the  patro l cars. The wim p is losing control, yelling a t 
the  officers in irra tional b u rs ts  of self-justifying sobs. A 
w eakness he never would have yielded to? Fifty feet above 
he lis ten s  to a n o th e r voice b reak ing  in to  the  sneering  
ridicule of the  officers. It is a  heavy, g u ttu ra l voice, paced 
for au thority . It so u n d s  like h is  com m anding  officer 
giving in stru c tio n s  for a m ajor a ttack .
"Gentlem en, th a n k s  for ca tch ing  up  w ith th is  fellow. 
I believe it’s the  sam e one we saw  ju m p in g  off ou r wall in
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the  front yard. We ju s t  got a  glim pse of him, b u t we did 
notice the fellow w as w earing sh o rts  an d  sh ir t.”
“Sir, you’ll have to come down to the sta tion  to prefer 
charges. You find any th ing  m issing?”
"Well, not exactly. Of course we haven’t m ade a 
thorough search . I am  quite su re  he w as after our 
Porsche. We found the left door open."
“He says he ’s a  s tu d en t a t  University. You w ouldn’t 
happen  to know him  sir?"
"It w asn ’t me! Will you people listen?T here’s ano ther 
jogger w ho goes up  there. I don’t  jog in th a t area—” The 
wimp is fighting back  by god! Maybe he’ll throw them  onto 
his trail. Doubtful. Make a ru n  for it.
"Well, officers, if th a t’s the  case we have a little more 
searching  to do. Haven’t seen any  other of the  boys out 
tonight?"
"Yes sir. There’s ano ther one. W ears blue sh o rts  and 
orange sh irt. I haven’t seen him tonight, though."
"It’s him! I p ass him  every night down in Ravenna 
Park. T ha t’s  him , I’ll sw ear—’’
“S h u t up you! We’ll a sk  for your story a t the station . 
Now get in the  patrol car over there."
“Son. a re  you a t University? I’ll talk  to him  officers."
"Yes. C hem istry departm ent. I’m a grad studen t."
“It’s pretty  late to be ou t jogging isn ’t it son?"
"Yes sir, b u t I’ve always jogged late a t  night. J u s t  like 
the o ther guy. There isn ’t anyth ing  illegal abou t it is 
there?”
"Probably not. Officers, I’m not going to prefer charges. 
Let him  go hom e an d  we’ll take care of th is in the  m orning. 
Son, I w ant you to come to my office in the m orning—what 
abou t ten  o’clock? I’ll take you home."
“Sir—Dr. Shockley, we’ll have to have you sign this 
release from a rre s t citation."
“Oh, all right. T hank  you officers. Good to know 
you’re ou t here a t night."
He is across the  four lane stree t in a  few seconds. He 
follows a  s tu d e n t p a th  up  through the woods and  gains 
the em bankm ent in tim e to w atch the patrol cars move 
down the bridge ram p. The white J a g u a r  follows the cops. 
It’s the  car Joy  drove him  hom e in, he’ll sw ear to J e s u s  
C hrist him self by god! Shockley? Dr. Shockley? He avoids 
lighted stree ts . The cam pus is dark  except for Red-Brick 
Square. C ircum vent that. In ten m inutes he’s u n d e r the 
shower. Too fucking close. Have to cu t the jogging o u t for 
a  couple of weeks. He w onders if he should call Shockley’s 
num ber. Who the hell is Dr. Shockley?
At six in the  m orning Bill Anthony ju m p s  out of bed 
and  grabs the s tu d e n t University catalog ou t of his 
bookcase. In the  index he finds the right nam e. Joy  m ust 
be the p residen t’s wife. B ut then  there  could be a  helluva 
lot of white J a g u a rs  a round  University cam pus—how 
m any? Two. three? He h u n ts  for the telephone book; a 
m utilated  copy covered with crum bs and  d u s t lies under 
piles of textbooks. He thum bs through  and  finds a 
num ber. He throw s the phone book across the room. 
"W hat a  dirty fucking trick!" Wimpy’s sobs tear him  up. 
Why should  he feel so fucking guilty abou t it? Bad ti ming. 
B ut the  cops were rough. And th a t fucker Shockley called 
them  in. He should  call him  up and  blow him away. 
Beatings w eren’t u n u su a l in Nam. He had  w atched a  few.
Charlie was the enemy: they expected death  and  got 
to rtured . So it w asn ’t always the tragic slaugh ter pacifists 
m ade it ou t to be; ju s t  a helluva lot of sad istic  psycho­
p a th s  getting their jollies. He had  participated  in the 
interrogations, and  he had  been a w itness. Now the wimp 
gets w hat he should have gotten. T hat w as the unfairness 
in timing. W hat w as saving M athis from the bad tim es? 
No, he couldn’t p u t h is trip on th a t fucker. The wimp had 
taken punishm ent. W hat to do abou t it? He’d have to call 
her. If it really w as her. W hat should  he tell her?  How 
could he save wimp through  her?  He’s got to do it. Call 
Shockley’s hom e num ber, hope Joy  answ ers and  arrange 
a m eeting. He feels like slam m ing the bolt hom e and 
squeezing off a dozen rounds into those fucking pigs. No, 
th a t’s not it. He had  a failure of nerve. He should  have 
walked up to the wimp and  told him  th a t he w as the 
trespasser. Call Joy. If it really is Joy.
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H  Ask Mr. Guilt
Joon  Rhee from Korea asks: I noticed on 
my last trip to America, while visiting the 
"Amid Right" Wall in the USA capital, that many of the 
Americans there were wearing old military 
clothing, which in most cases did not Jit. Is 
this some obscure American ritual to pay 
homage to their dead? Should I have worn 
old military clothing as well? In my country 
we wear our best clothing when visiting our 
honored ancestors and fallen heroes. Help 
me, Mr. Guilt.
1 too have noticed th is u n fo rtuna te  display 
of bad m anners and  worse tailoring. But 
w hat can you do? Some of ou r ve te rans’ 
custom s harken  back to m ore savage times 
w hen w earing  som e p a rt of a  fallen 
com rade’s clothing w as considered an 
honor to h is death . In these m ore sensitive 
tim es (num ber of Golden Retrievers in ­
creasing exponentially) som e of our veter­
an s  feel th a t they should  be seen in the 
uniform  th a t the dead saw  them  in last. 
Yes, yes, Mr. Guilt knows... b u t the  Park 
Service m ade them  clean u p  the sh it and 
the blood long ago. It scared the regular 
visitors. Mr. Guilt suggests th a t all these 
old uniform s /to tem s  be sen t to the  Robert 
F. M acNamara Relief F und  so th a t young 
m en have som ething m ilitary to w ear while 
they again die for Islam, J e s u s  or some 
other m adness. Show the dead th a t you 
have prospered by your good deeds. No 
m ore old u tilities , d o u b lek n its , m acs, 
n e h ru  ja c k e ts , or o th e r  sa rto ria l h o r­
ro rs. S hape  up.
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P o e t r y  by J ane T er esa  TAssi
raze
razz
razzmatazz
stop-it-bullet
burr bum
bomb balm
Pebbles 
in the mouth 
oj the moon
G o d d A fV IN E d v iE TN A fV l L i k E  G O TTE R d A fV lfV IE R U N q
Racing eating roses 
through lime trees 
ceaseless sadnesses 
and Chinese trees—
I’ve com e to a  pond 
of young anim al. He is 
fur an d  sy ru p  and  bu lle t—
A bom b. Sh. ru sh . F lute delicate 
and  w arm ; h a s  eaten  lunch  the 
size of a sw an  from the shou lders—
Em balm  him  with ineffables im palpables 
snow, stones
Take him  to the  m oun ta in  bottom .
Leave him  for food for the  moon.
Aivibush
We have these  
w inter light 
w atercress 
delicate 
pho tographs. 
Face tra n s lu c e n t 
lo tus leaf. 
T here’s  a 
quaver in 
each p icture 
and  I w onder 
th a t  he 
stood there  
for su ch  
sho ts.
I try to 
sleep b u t the 
moon is the 
window like 
a  flashbulb  
or a  root 
pulled ou t 
w hite by 
a  child.
There is 
still a  
zero in me 
because  of 
w hat happened  
to you.
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THe DEAThwRiqhT
he created hells w ith  six little steel spits 
from a stupid blackblue 
stick-a-fierer
—touch here—
and all the boy blood
all duck whizzing autum ns
skies o f ‘range red starry
and the heather-m eadow-pudding bellying
— end here—
E ver M t Iers
There cantilevered on a bough o f  time 
a man who simmers murder stares the air.
A  blau and bruise and brown, resem bling wine 
compose the breath o f night, shake down a hair 
o f stars, then tail-yank evening from its lair.
He sits rippleless; uliginous he thrills 
to gaze at. brainstopt. all the gory hills
o f interlocking dead; couples, kid, a girl, 
that moment in a gentle, thriving dream 
stopped blank as jo lts  o f blood would cause a curl 
to seep around a knife’s quick tip and gleam 
then cull a sleeping infant from his m ien—
This done, the years contrive to seem to change. 
Yet Goths, Pol Pot, Nero, a cave, a plain.
Interview  w It H t Ne Q liaU Hunter
LeRoy gave me eight cleaned quail 
in a block o f pinkish ice— and
told the story, square, paragraphic 
o f how with shot you fish birds 
from their swing o f sky:
“The land you find them on is rough. 
Chaparral, sage, low  mesquite. 
cholla cactus, prickly pear.
Morning and night red air.
Chollas jum p. Sticks afire.
You ’d never shoot a bird on the ground. 
Some do o f course, and shoot from trucks 
and drink and shoot.
You spy quail first by hearing them.
They group in the bush and together 
make a Captain Queeg-steel-balls sound.
The solitariness. You are talking with 
the walking; talking to yourself along 
with the pace and blend o f weather and
maybe seeing a snake and the weight 
o f the gun. There’s also the smell 
o f shotgun after it’s fired.
the chunky shells and their specific 
heft. That clash and shing 
sound when you load.
But this is what happens: 
a roar up murmur when the covey flies 
out o f the ground cover. Hit one,
pu ff o f feathers and it
sails down scudding into rocks or 
brush making a dying flutter for 
ten or fifteen seconds.
Occasionally there’s a head shot.
I’ve  seen it only two, three times.
It occurs every 500 or 1,000 kills.
The quail is hit and zips straight up, 
higher than its flight in lifetime.
You do not believe your seeing
and the death goes on at such a height. 
Then there’s a lead drop to nothing.
No activity on the earth.
That’s exactly what happens.
Exactly how you feel— ”
Jane Teresa Tassi’s poetry has been published in Rolling  
Stone “as well as other journals and rags/mags here 
there.” Jane Teresa Tassi, 1504 Country Vistas Lane. 
Bonita. CA 91902.
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W e I c o m e  t o  t He  'Nam
Stephen T. Banko III, Room 213, 65 Court Street, Buffalo, 
N Y  14202.
Phu Loi.
Saying the name wrinkled his face up much like his 
first prepubescent taste o f okra. Looking over the bleak 
landscape did the sam e to his soul. His mind had 
conjured up dark images o f forbidding jungle but as he 
looked across the landscape he saw nothing but a barren, 
sun-bleached wasteland as that looked as lonely and 
em pty as he felt.
The jeep  that dropped him  o ff droned away behind a 
choking, khaki-colored cloud o f dust. As the grinding o f 
the gears faded into the quiet morning, he stood 
alone w ith his fears in front o f a plain building. Only the 
dust moved.
Josh Dufly, w ith three full days in country, stood 
before a battered bu ilding as bleak as its surroundings. 
It was nothing more than four screens, a tin roof and a 
concrete floor nailed together around some darkness. A  
dust-frosted sign over the door conveyed a terse mission 
statement: “Find 'em; Fuck ‘em up: Forget 'em."
S im ple enough. Duffy thought. I think I can rem em ­
ber that.
He slung his rifle, shouldered his duffle bag, and 
entered the shack. H is eyes needed time to adjust from 
the glare o f the m orning sunshine to the artificial dark­
ness created by the wool Arm y blankets hung across the 
dusty-brown screens. W hen they did. he was sorry. The 
place was a shithole. A t first he thought it had been 
ransacked and the filthy bodies strewn across the two 
dozen cots were dead. Only the hideous noises that 
rasped from assorted noses and throats dismissed that 
notion. The bundles o f dirt and rags on the beds were 
alive find they m ight even be human. The room looked 
like a hurricane blew  through an armory. Yellow belts o f 
m achine gun ammo were draped over mosquito nets or 
dropped alongside the guns. Rifles, shotguns and sub­
m achine guns hung on the walls or were propped against 
the screen walls. Loaded m agazines lay scattered across 
the concrete floor. Am m o cans, canteens, hand grenades, 
machetes, claymore m ines and knives o f every size and 
description were scattered everywhere. The place was 
total chaos. The condition o f the room was Duffy’s first 
hint that many o f the old Arm y rules no longer applied to 
this situation.
A  grating noise com ing from the far end o f room got 
Duffy’s attention. He tiptoed through the debris and saw 
a scruffy soldier sitting by the rear door, running a thick- 
bladed hunting knife back and forth across a sharpening 
stone. Duffy half expected him to have a patch over one 
eye and a parrot on his shoulder.
Surely, these men couldn’t be soldiers, he thought, 
and certain ly not our soldiers. The man sat serenely, 
stroking the blade, as i f  entranced by the shrill sound it 
made. He w as dressed only in fatigue pants, faded from
olive drab to merely drab. His feet were bare, except for 
some once-yellow  shower shoes which did little to hide 
several raw, angry-looking sores. His stare was vacant, 
his eyes unfocused and as flat as glass. It w as fixed on 
something Duffy couldn’t see. His face was ravaged by the 
same purpled sores that had eaten into his feet. His hair 
m ight have been blonde once but now  it was vaguely 
neutral, leaning to dusty gray. His hands manipulated 
the knife skillfully, like it was an extension o f his fingers. 
He completed another dozen strokes before looking up at 
Duffy.
“Hey, buddy, where ya from?" he said, sm iling and 
scrutinizing the shiny new green look o f both the uniform 
and the man.
“Ah... Pennsylvania... Scranton," Duffy said. “My 
name is Duffy and I’m supposed to report to the recon 
platoon. Am I in the right place?"
‘T roop , this is the ‘Nam. It dam n sure as hell 
ain ’t the right place. But it is the recon platoon. I'm 
Dennison. The guys just call me Denny. Say my man, you 
got any stateside groceries in that duflle bag?"
“Groceries? You mean ‘food’?... no, man, we ate it all 
at the replacement station. Am I supposed to report to 
someone?"
"Yeah, probably, but everybody’s asleep. Out on a 
‘bush last night, ya  know?"
When Duffy’s face betrayed that he didn ’t know. 
Dennison explained.
“Ambush. FNG! you know: you w ait for the bad guys 
to come ditty-bopping along so ’s you can send their shit 
to Buddha? Take some advice from old Denny here: don ’t 
go w akln ’ nobody up to tell ’em you gotta report, you dig? 
A in ’t nobody gonna cotton to that shit. ‘Sides, what are 
they gonna do if you report late? Send you to Vietnam?"
Dennison laughed loudly at his little joke but Duffy 
didn’t get it.
“Anybody mind if a real soldier gets som e fucking 
sleep, troops?"
Duffy turned toward the sound and watched a pile of 
cam ouflage stir before finally exposing a tousled head 
and unshaven face.
“Sorry, amigo," Dennison said softly, “ju st bullshittin’ 
with the FNG. W e’ll go outside, okay?”
"Fuck you, Denny.’’ the talking head said gruffly. 
"I ’m up now. I’ll never get back to sleep in this heat."
Duffy was surprised a man sleeping in full uniform 
and under a poncho liner would bring up the heat but he 
decided not to mention it in the interest o f personal 
safety.
T h a t ’s my man Sennett. He’s from Massachusetts. 
The best fuckin ’ grenade man in the ‘Nam .’’
Duffy extended his hand.
“Josh Duffy, Scranton, P-A. Nice to see you."
“Yeah right," Sennett said, still more asleep than 
awake. “How ’s everything back in the W orld?" He ignored 
Duffy’s hand.
Since Duffy couldn’t imagine either o f these men in 
his world, he assumed no answer was needed. He was 
right.
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“Okay assholes, now that you woke me up how 
exactly do you plan to make up for my loss o f three hours 
o f much needed sleep?” Sennett said.
“Well, the FNG ain 't got no chow, but I bet he’s got 
some cash," Dennison said. “W hy don’t he treat us to a 
little starch job  at the Number One?”
Duffy looked to Sennett for help.
“W hat’s an FNG?”
“You, pal —  a fucking new guy.”
“And a starch job ?
“Denny’s a little horny. He wants to head out to the 
Number One Laundry to starch up his trouser mouse."
“Num ber One Laundry? Horny people go to the 
laundromat here?"
‘T h e  Num ber One is a laundry in front and a 
whorehouse in back, shit-for- brains" Sennett said, 
opening the back door. “Ifyou  look across the barbed wire 
over there, you can see our friendly little orgasm garden."
Duffy looked across the flat, brown plain and saw a 
little bu ilding with w alls made o f flattened tin cans, mud 
and the corrugated tin roof.
‘T h a t little shack is a whorehouse and  a laundry?’’ 
Duffy asked.
"Hey. don’t knock it. man," Dennison said, "it’s a 
damn sight better than ole Rosie Palm."
Dennison had m ade him self laugh again and bel­
lowed loudly. Sennett punched him hard on the arm.
“Knock it off. you  rotten-footed asshole. The guys 
need their sleep. ‘Sides. I doubt if the FNG can buy the 
whole platoon a piece o f nookie. By the way. my good 
man, how much m oney you got?"
Duffy hesitated but figured this was his new home, 
so what the hell...
“I got about a hundred dollars left." he said.
“A  hundred dollars!!" Sennett said, before rem em ­
bering a wakened platoon could pose a serious threat to 
his sport. “Shit, we can have us a good ole time."
Suddenly, Duffy felt his face flush, hot and red. He 
was a virgin. Tw enty-one years old and a college jun ior 
before he flunked ou t and was drafted, and still a virgin. 
Vietnam was a long w ay to come to lose his cherry, he 
thought. But what the hell, it had to go sometime. Still, 
he was leery o f strangers spending his money.
"How much o f m y hundred will it take?" he asked.
“Duffy, for twenty-five dollars Mama-san will make 
you a goddam ned partner," Sennett laughed. “We ain ’t 
exactly talking Park Avenue call girls, you know."
"Okay, what the hell. Let’s go."
W hile Sennett grabbed his grenade launcher and 
helmet and Dennison threw on a tattered fatigue shirt 
and gathered up his steel pot, Duffy’s eyes locked on a 
sm all, unframed picture o f a pretty blonde girl nailed over 
Sennett’s bunk. Her soft, sm iling face could have been 
lifted from the cover o f  “Seventeen." Sennett saw Duffy’s 
stare.
“My sweetie," Sennett explained. He threw a dirty 
towel on the nail and it covered the picture. “She’d 
probably understand but what she don’t know won ’t hurt 
her."
Then the three men walked into the fevered shimm er 
o f the dry season sun. squinting in its brilliance. They 
started for the perimeter w ire some five hundred meters 
away when Duffy asked:
“Shouldn’t we be heading for the MP gate? At the 
replacem ent station, they told us the only legal way o ff 
the base was through the main gate."
T h e  trick word here is ‘legal,’’’ Sennett said. “W e’d 
have a little trouble explaining Denny’s outfit, don ’t you 
think."
Duffy looked behind him as Dennison limped along 
on his crusty feet.
“Good point."
W hen they reached the first strand o f barbed wire. 
Sennett called a halt and allowed Dennison moved to the 
head o f their little file.
T h a t  man’s dick is like a divining rod," Sennett said. 
“Duffy, you pay attention to where Denny walks and you 
ju st follow  him. Understand? Everywhere he walks, you 
walk."
"Sure. I understand. W hat’s the big deal?"
“There ain ’t no big deal. You ju st go where he goes, 
you got it?"
"Yeah, but..."
“No buts, FNG! Just do it. understand?"
“I guess."
Dennison started out in a crazy weave that carried 
the three men over a hundred meters o f terrain to cross 
ju st twenty meters through the entanglement. Duffy 
grew more skeptical about the w isdom o f the expedition 
with each step o f the strange route. But w hat he was 
really nervous about was com ing face to face with the 
demise o f  his virginity. Yet he carried on, sweat boiling 
from beneath the steel helmet under the searing January 
sun. H is mind wandered back to that drive-in back seat 
where he ’d almost made it with that girl. She wasn ’t only 
willing, she was damn near demanding. She had un­
nerved him  and after a few tentative gropes, he stopped 
with her moans still echoing in his ear and her hands 
clutching his sweater in a frantic effort to drag him down 
on top o f her. This isn’t a good idea, he told her. trying to 
convince him as much her. You mean more to me than a 
back seat. But the back seat was what Susie wanted and 
when she didn ’t get it. she was pissed.
"D on ’t flatter yourself. Josh," she said. 'T h e  back 
seat is all you mean to me."
“Duffy'"
Sennett’s command voice jerked him back to the 
present.
"I told you to follow Denny, you asshole! Get your 
head out o f your ass and pay attention. And I ain ’t even 
bullshitting. FNG!"
W hat’s the big deal, Duffy wondered. These assholes 
are playing some kind o f cutesy game to jerk  me around. 
They think I’m stupid but I know what they’re doing. Still, 
he got back in line ju st the same.
The trip across the six-tiered obstacle covered 150 
meters but they walked ten times that far. By the time 
they made it through the last break in the wire and on to 
the flat plain that stretched to the little village, Duffy's 
shirt was soaked with sweat. Dennison was sweating too.
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though not nearly as much as Duffy. Sennett looked 
rem arkably fresh.
“Jesus Christ," Duffy said, as he wiped the sweat 
from his forehead, “I m ust look  like shit. I can’t go in there 
looking like this.”
His two partners laughed.
"Shee-it, Duffy. M am a-san and her baby-sans don’t 
give a shit what you look like. A ll they care about is what 
your m oney looks like," Dennison said.
"Hey. what the fuck w as that little gam e back in the 
barbed w ire? An initiation or something?" Duffy asked.
“You might say that” Sennett said. "It’s ju st that — "
“W e ju st crossed a m inefield, buddy." Dennison 
said. "A in ’t that a bitch?"
Duffy ’s knees felt weak and his stomach lurched. He 
struggled. trying not to vom it. But his fear passed quickly 
to anger and he seized Sennett by the shirt.
"W hy didn ’t you tell me. you  little bastard?"
Sennett dropped his weapon and thrust his hands 
upward breaking Duffy’s grip.
"Hey. lighten up, FNG. It don ’t mean nothing. You 
were in good hands, pal. I figured you wouldn ’t make the 
trip if  you knew. You weren ’t in any danger. Not really. 
Denny here knows more about this minefield than any­
body. a in ’t that right, Denny?"
"Fuckin-A, man. I laid this field. Come to think o f it.
I laid everyth ing else in and around Phu Loi, too." 
Dennison bragged w ith precise irrelevance. Shit, it’s a 
piece o f cake."
Duffy w as still mad. Losing his cherry was one 
tiling, getting blown to bits to do it was som ething else. 
His legs w ere still rubbery and his anger still seething but 
when Sennett and Dennison broke into laughter, so did 
he. Th is was going to be some year, he thought. Each step 
toward the venal shack carried Duffy closer to the loss o f 
som ething he knew  he wanted to keep w ithout really 
knowing why. He wanted to be excited, full o f anticipa­
tion. But he felt only dread that swelled inside him with 
each footfall. Instinctively, he reached to his neck to grab 
the silver medal, never realizing the contradiction o f 
asking God for strength at a tim e like this.
Duffy had never been to a whorehouse. He passed 
through the blue and white plastic strips that were the 
door and instantly regretted he ’d started with this one. 
The room w as basic. A  low table o f blonde wood stood in 
the center o f the small room, ringed by a ha lf dozen lawn 
chairs. Tw o other doorways w ere covered w ith the stained 
plastic strips. The plywood walls were decorated with 
several pictures o f Am erican m ovie stars cut from m aga­
zines. W hen Duffy ’s eyes m ade the adjustment to the dim 
indoor light, he stared into steely gaze o f Henry Fonda. 
Nice touch, he thought.
An old wom an broke through the plastic on one o f 
the doorways like she was leading her team through a 
crepe paper hoop before the b ig  game. She smiled and 
Duffy nearly puked. Her m outh was an ugly m ixture o f 
yellow  and gold sw irling in a liquid mass o f mahogany. He 
was aghast when she threw her arm s around Sennett's 
neck and gave him a big wet kiss on the cheek.
"Hey. Mama-san you glad see num ber one GI. huh?" 
Sennett said. “W e want cold beer chop-chop, okay?"
“You got boo-coo money. I got boo-coo cold beer." she 
said, flashing another multicolored sm ile on her way 
back through the plastic curtain.
"W hat the fuck was wrong w ith her teeth?” Duffy 
whispered after she left.
"Nothing, man. that’s ju st beetle nut ju ice." Sennett 
said. “They all chew it. G ives ’em a little buzz and helps 
’em make it through the day. you know? Sure does fuck 
up their sm iles though, don’t it?"
“W hat was all that ‘boo-coo’ shit?"
"M eans ‘a lot,’ “Dennison. "Som e kinda French talk 
or something. Mama-san means if  you got the bucks, 
she’s got the beer."
The old woman returned with three frosty bottles o f 
Budweiser. She also brought three tittering young girls. 
They were dressed in silky black pants that hung loosely 
around their legs and gauzy white cotton blouses through 
which an odd nipple or two protruded. They quickly 
erased Duffy’s "Suzie W ong" notions o f lithesom e geishas 
w ith long, silky legs peeking through slit skirts and 
pointy, proud tits ju st aching to be squeezed. These girls 
looked like schoolgirls —  very young schoolgirls. Their 
round, squat faces bore permanent sm iles flashing a gold 
tooth here and there. Each o f them had shoulder length, 
straight, black hair which framed skin o f sun-bleached 
orange. Duffy found the perpetual sm iles annoying. 
These girls were whores, living in filth, amid the chaos 
and brutality o f a war and still they smiled. He felt like 
they knew som ething about this place he didn ’t and it 
made him squirm.
"Hey. Sennett, these girls drink beer or formula?" 
Duffy asked w ith a nervous laugh. "W e supposed to fuck 
’em or burp ’em?"
“W ho gives a shit, Duffy." Sennett said. "Just relax 
and enjoy it. Never know when or if  you ’ll get another 
chance."
"When I was in gram m ar school, the nuns always 
had dibs on our lunch money to sponsor pagan babies," 
Duffy said. "I wonder i f  these are the babies?"
“I like this way better." Sennett said, laughing. "It’s 
more direct and you don’t have to wait for Heaven to get 
some appreciation."
The three Am ericans settled into lawn chairs and the 
three Vietnam ese girls continued to talk their gibberish 
and giggle incessantly. Duffy took a long drink from the 
cool bottle then brought it up to his forehead. The cold 
glass took some o f the sting out o f the sunburn scorching 
his face but it did little to mask the fear that was curdling 
inside him like spoiled milk. Next to Duffy. Dennison was 
already in the sw ing o f things, w ith his little Vietnam ese 
friend bouncing playfully in his lap while he groped at her 
tiny tits. Across the table. Sennett lit a cigarette and put 
his arm around the waist o f his "date." The girl waiting 
for Duffy’s action stood next to his right shoulder, occa­
sionally mashing her crotch into his elbow. The first time 
she did it. he jerked his arm  away and drew a sharp look 
from Sennett. Duffy looked the girl over carefully. Her 
face was only m arginally ugly. W ith enough beer, she 
might pass, if she lost the smile. She was as fiat chested 
as a choirboy and Duffy found her ju st about as sexy. But. 
he told himself, a m an’s gotta do what a m an ’s gotta do.
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Tw o more beers and she m ight ju st get to be acceptable. 
I f only he hadn ’t seen her feet.
Getting nowhere w ith her crotch, the girl switched to 
her m inuscule tits. She rubbed them furiously up and 
down D u ffys  arm  and in his em barrassm ent, he looked 
at the floor and got a look at the ugliest feet he ’d ever seen. 
They couldn’t have been four inches long but sprouted 
five ridiculously long toes arrayed in a  perfect one 
hundred and eighty degree arc around the foot. The space 
between each toe was an inch wide. A  sinfully cool 
mouthful o f beer was w orking wonders on the inside o f 
Duffy’s mouth but when he saw  those toes he couldn’t 
restrain his laughter. The beer sprayed out in a fine mist 
that covered the table and all those seated around it.
“W hat the fuck’s the problem. Dufiy?" Sennett said. 
“You ain ’t used to drinking or what?”
But Duffy was already beyond talking. He was 
convulsing in laughter, pointing to the g irl’s feet. He 
laughed so hard he fell out o f the lawn chair and on to the 
concrete floor. Tears streamed down his cheeks. He came 
face to face w ith the feet o f the girl on Dennison ’s lap and 
the belching laughs began anew. Duffy’s girl didn ’t know 
what was w rong w ith this crazy GI but she knew he was 
m aking fun o f her. She stormed out o f the room and 
brought Sennett’s w rath on Duffy’s ass.
“Okay, asshole. W hat the fuck’s the problem ?"
Duffy m anaged a few disconnected syllables in reply.
“Her feet... d’you see her feet?... her toes... looked 
like a fuckin ’ duck... all them like this?..."
“Jesus, man. you gonna fuck this up for all o f us, 
FNG," Dennison said. “You can’t go insulting these girls. 
You know som e o f ’em speak English. Duffy. They’re 
gonna be pissed."
The two rem aining girls had broken o f f  their m inis­
trations to the two G Is and were standing and pouting on 
the other side o f the table. Sennett grabbed Dufiy by the 
shirt and lifted him  up.
"Hey. Duffy, you some kind o f faggot, or something? 
So they ain ’t beauty queens. And this ain’t Never-Never 
Land neither. You don ’t wanna fuck, okay, but don’t go 
messing it up for us."
Duffy shook h im self free.
"I’m paying for this little party, rem em ber pal? I’m 
ju st having a little fun. all right? You assholes can walk 
me through a m inefield, use m y money, je rk  me around 
anyway you w ant but when I have a little fun, right away 
I’m a faggot? Fuck you. Sennett, get that little bitch back 
out here. I’ll show you w ho’s a faggot."
As if hearing her cue. the little Vietnam ese girl came 
back through the plastic strands. The sm ile was gone, 
replaced by a scow ling pout.
"Okay, baby, where do you w ant it? Here? Or you got 
someplace private where we can go and make plans for 
the prom and all that shit?"
Sennett m um bled som ething to the girl. She took 
Duffy’s hand and led him through another set o f plastic. 
Once in the room, the girl took o ff her shirt, revealing her 
boyish chest. Quickly, she stripped o ff the black pants 
and climbed on to a wooden pallet covered by a thin 
mattress. The hot. airless room smelled o f sweat and stale 
urine. She laid back, propped her head up on a pillow.
and spread her legs. Duffy started to undress, got as far 
as his shirt, then ju st pulled down his pants and climbed 
between her legs. He had to play w ith h im self to get it 
hard, while the girl watched utterly disinterested. When 
he was ready, he thrust it into her with a heave o f anger, 
fear and muddled passion. Her expression didn ’t change. 
He pumped furiously, the sweat beading quickly on his 
forehead and dripping steadily on to the little girl’s chest 
but if  she minded, she never let on. She stared into space, 
having tuned him out so completely, he was barely even 
there. Duffy m ight as well have been jerk ing off. He thrust 
harder and deeper, ever more desperate to make her 
emote. His pum ping becam e more angry, more urgent, 
more bootless.
“Come on. you little bitch, show me those golden 
teeth!” he growled, sensing and fearing the clim ax was 
already near. “Come on! G ive me something!"
He tried to kiss her. to at least im itate affection but 
as his mouth cam e near hers she bit deeply into his lip. 
The warm, sweet, salty taste spilled into his mouth.
He came in a shuddering, violent, confusing spasm 
and rolled o ff the girl instantly. Free o f him. she quickly 
rose and walked to a small pan o f w ater in the corner o f 
the room. She squatted and splashed away w hat little o f 
him had intruded into her being.
Dufiy lay m otionless on the bed. He had given this 
girl who he used to be and she had given him nothing in 
return. Now he wanted it back. He wanted it w ith every­
thing he could feel but it ju st made the hurt even more 
painful. So he ju st lay there, paralyzed by his guilt and his 
loss, pants and his innocence bunched around his knees 
as he stared at the silver roof.
Her grating, guttural voice broke the trance.
“Gl gib me three dollah," she said.
He sat up and stared at her. She no longer looked 
young. She was hard and evil and ugly. He looked a long, 
hateful stare at her in the hot stink o f the tiny room.
"GI gib me three dollah!" she said, louder this time.
Duffy stood and pulled up his pants. He took some 
crumpled bills from his pocket and threw them on the 
pallet. She snatched them up. inching closer toward the 
plastic curtain. The mask o f her sm ile was gone, replaced 
by such a look o f such utter contem pt it made Duffy 
afraid.
“GI make no good fuckee," she snarled. “You boo-coo 
bad fuckee." Then she disappeared through the strips.
Duffy went to the basin in the corner, dropped his 
pants and splashed his groin, an act o f hope signifying 
only his despair. A  fam iliar and com fortable chapter in 
his life had ended, he knew. And a strange, new chapter 
was just beginning. He was more afraid than he’d ever 
been in his life. He tried to will another way out o f the 
room, a way to avoid Sennett and Dennison and the 
whores; a w ay to get back to his old world ; a w ay to return 
to the who he was. Instead, he straightened his sweaty 
uniform, trying desperately to recapture his clean, com ­
fortable former self. But he knew the change w asn ’t 
physical and went deeper than appearance. He’d lost any 
claim  to who he used to be. He wiped the sweat from his 
forehead and walked through the plastic, still fumbling 
w ith his buttons and dribbling a skinny trickle o f blood
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down his chin. He dreaded and loathed whatever it was 
that waited for him on the other side and was sick with 
the certainty he'd wasted a lot more than money. But this 
poor little kid in the corner wasn ’t to blame. He walked to 
the bed and laid a ten dollar bill on the bed. knowing that 
sweat soaked pallet would never pass for a collection 
plate.
“Hey. Sennett, here he com es!” Dennison said, his 
smile brim m ing with all the pride and confidence o f his 
absolutely invulnerable stupidity. "W elcome to the ‘Nam, 
Duffy. W elcom e to the ‘Nam."
The sun had bleached the blue from the cloudless 
sky and reduced it to a molten gray. Sweat bubbled 
beneath the weight o f his steel helmet and streamed 
down his face, stinging his eyes and tickling the corners 
o f his mouth with salty dribble. His mouth felt like it had 
been packed with pretzel salt. Breath came to Duffy in 
short, tortured gasps as he pushed him self through the 
suffocating heat. His first day on the point was now into 
a simple endurance test. The platoon had been moving 
for an hour, covering a lot o f ground over the lightly 
foliated terrain. But the trade o ff for open ground was an 
unobstructed sun. Its punishing heat was the only 
enem y they confronted. From beneath the brim o f his 
helmet, Duffy saw an oasis o f shade a few hundred meters 
ahead. He sucked in a deep draft o f hot air and quickened 
his pace at the prospect o f some relief from the baking, 
angry sun.
Five days in the unit and already I’m on the point. 
Duffy thought. If I didn ’t know better, I’d think these guys 
didn’t like me.
He followed the sloping ground into a narrow gully 
and found him self staring at sheer wall o f dry earth nearly 
twenty feet high. To reach his precious shade, he’d have 
to scale the cliff. Nothing in this shithole o f a country 
would ever be as easy as it looked, he remembered. Duffy 
slung his rifle and started the climb, the sweat boiling out 
o f him in waves. Behind him, the rest o f the platoon 
watched. The platoon sergeant turned to his radioman.
"I think we got us a soldier this time," he said.
Duffy got a hand on the edge o f the cliff and pulled 
h im self up. As he came eye level to the ground, he heard 
voices. Staring into the brush, he saw two men sitting 
cross-legged next to a small fire. One was dressed only in 
black shorts and rubber sandals. The other wore a 
peasant shirt o f white cotton and green pants. Between 
them sat a long, ugly machine gun resting on bipod legs 
and topped with a circular magazine. Duffy had never 
seen a gun like it but w ith a week in Vietnam he reasoned 
much o f the commonplace was still strange to him. The 
two men looked very natural as they fixed their meal, 
stirring a tin pot next to the low  flames and spouting a 
steady stream  o f unintelligible chatter. Duffy wasn’t 
expecting to see friendly troops on this patrol but it never 
occurred to him that they could be Viet Cong. They were 
so casual, so nonchalant. Besides, even an FNG like 
Duffy had been able to creep this close without getting 
their attention. These were certainly not the stealthy, 
slinky jungle experts he’d been trained to fear. He was 
tempted to call out to them, so as not to risk startling 
them but he decided, instead, to check it out with
Sennett, now at the base o f the cliff. Duffy inched back 
down the rise and whispered to him.
"We supposed to see any friendlies out here?” Duffy
said.
"Hell no. A in ’t nobody out here but us and Charlie.”
"You sure?"
"Goddamned right I’m sure. What’s the problem?"
‘Th ere  are two guys sitting by a cooking lire about 
twenty meters from the edge o f the cliff. They got this 
machine gun with a round clip on top."
Sennett’s urgency sent a million pin pricks o f fear 
tingling through Duffy’s body.
"Jesus Christ, Duffy, that’s a Russian RPD," Sennett 
said. “Get back up there and wax their asses.”
Duffy scrambled back up the cliff, still not fully 
aware what he was supposed to do. When he neared the 
top, it fixed in him that he had to kill the men. His fear 
turned to dread and hardened in a thick lump in his 
throat. He inched back up over the rim o f the gully, 
praying the two men had fled. But there they sat. stirring 
and talking— totally unaware o f the danger crawling 
forward to line up a better shot at them. Duffy bellied into 
a slight depression covered with low brush. He shook 
slightly as he sighted down the barrel o f his M-16. He 
brought the blade o f the front sight up to the chest o f the 
VC closest to the machine gun. His heart beat so violently 
he was sure the sound would give him away. His mind 
was suddenly cluttered with rapidly rising thoughts: 
Could he really kill these men? Should he deliberately 
miss? Would he put his own men in danger if he did? 
Jesus Christ, he thought wildly, don ’t do this to me! Not 
now! He sucked in one last breath and held it as realigned 
his target. Only now did he really see the man. He was 
grinning, his face hard and deeply lined. Duffy felt his 
courage ebbing as the target got a face. But when the grin 
broke into a w ide smile, flashing a that yellow  hint o f gold 
teeth, Duffy gasped. The smile, the teeth, and for a 
fleeting second, the man had the face o f a little whore. 
That second was all Duffy needed to squeeze the trigger. 
The crack o f the bullet shattered the already tattered 
walls o f his moral universe; ethics overshadowed by hate. 
His aim was slightly high. The bullet cracked into the 
man’s jaw . exploding it in a confusion o f blood and bone. 
Duffy’s breakfast lurched from his belly. The vom it was 
still leaking from his mouth as he sought his second 
target without result. The crack o f the rifle had sent the 
other VC sprinting deep into the wom b o f the jungle. He 
had no time to worry over his dead friend. Duffy (lipped 
his selector switch to automatic and sprayed the rest o f 
his magazine into the brush. Then he rose on shaky legs 
and wobbled to the fire. The Russian machine gun stood 
silent guard. The shirtless VC lay still, only the sound 
o f his gurgling blood breaking the silence. The lower half 
o f his face was gone. But his eyes were locked in a cold, 
empty stare reflecting the shock and pain o f his life ’s last 
horrible second. Duffy stared, transfixed by the horror. 
Only seconds before this had been a living, breathing, 
feeling human being. Now it was merely a piece o f meat: 
a raw, obscene feast for a million (lies drawn by the smell 
o f spilled blood. Again. Duffy’s stomach jum ped to his
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mouth and he wretched violently next to the broken body. 
Tears mingled with the sweat running down his face.
The rest o f the platoon scurried up the cliff, but Duffy 
drifted way from them. Too much was happening too fast. 
He had come to Vietnam as Josh Duffy, a simple, 
decent kid. He had no idea who it was he had become in 
the span o f a week, but he was sure the words “simple’’ 
and “decent" no longer applied.
Sennett was the first to reach the murder scene.
"Oh man, Duffy, you did M ister Charles here a 
number and I ain’t even bullshittin’."
The platoon sergeant was positioning his men around 
the site as Sennett called to him.
“Hey Sarge. I think we got us a troop this time." he 
laughed. "Our boy Duffy popped two cherries this week."
The sergeant’s black skin gleamed with sweat as he 
turned to Duffy. His brilliant white teeth flashed in a wide 
smile. He looked at Duffy the way a father might look at 
his son when he finally mastered the mystery o f a two­
wheeler.
"You did real good. Dufly. you did real good."
Duffy wiped his mouth on a sweaty sleeve.
" If I did so goddamned good, sarge. why do I feel so 
fucking bad?"
"'Cause you on the other side o f the looking glass 
now. Duffy. You in the ’Nam."
The Lie of S e r q e a n t  Bobby TuiviulTy
Sean Connolly, XYZ Productions, 2727 St. Paul St., Balti­
more, MD 21218.
“He was a secret Onanist. What American isn’t, especially 
every Irish Catholic American? They live a shadow exist­
ence. They are obsessed to know the truth which they 
can’t run away from fast enough. It’s an odious paradox 
and Wesley McManus was the epitome o f it, the apotheo­
sis! He loved to take a philosophical perspective on life. O f 
course, it was a ruse; of course, it was a specious 
aristocratic pose; o f course, it was the methodology 
through which he escaped the consequences o f his lies; 
o f course, it was the reason why he could not have any 
sympathy for another human being; it being the precise 
reason why he could not conjure up the image o f his girl 
friend the day he came on board with the Special Forces 
in Bad Tolz. He had been sitting on the train staring into 
one o f his shallow daydreams when, suddenly, he could 
not remember what Frieda looked like. O f course he 
couldn’t; he barely existed himself. He dwelled in an 
arational half-life in which these dreamy notions o f being 
floated about in his addled brain like so many particles in 
a cloud chamber. Notions he picked up in some mediocre 
college in upper New York State where he became enam ­
ored with the Cartesian riddle; O. cogito ergo sum, he 
went around saying, no doubt. Not that he mastered the 
subject or disciplined his mind in any way; no. he was too 
much the Romantic hero who had to flunk out o f the place 
in the hopes that his grand failure would redeem his 
craven existence. W hat courage does it take to muse over 
the cogitoas i f  it were some popular ballad? How dare you 
defame the..."
“You?"
“He! How dare he defame the foundation o f m odem  
Western thought! But defame it he did, whispering its 
name in the same way he coaxed the spermatozoa out 
from his testes thinking the cogito were ju st another 
reductionist verb in the diagram o f existential being, 
thinking any cognition, any dumb thought, any spark in 
the brain would prove he existed, or any spark anywhere: 
in his touch o f Frieda, in his walking in the rain, in his 
pants, as if any action were the proof o f existence— how 
addictive! How obvious, how literal, he couldn’t see 
beyond the calculations of the brain to apprehend the 
meditative nature o f thought, could not..."
“Perhaps we can talk less about thinking and try to 
bring a more analytic approach to what took place 
between you and Wesley McManus."
"Precisely. And, you, o f all people, certainly should 
understand the consequences o f barging unawares into 
thought. Wesley McManus, however, preferred not to 
know. He preferred not to know the distinction between 
the meditative nature o f thought and the architecture o f 
what was thought. He preferred not to know that the very 
essence o f thinking was identical to the very essence o f 
being. He..."
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“Please, sergeant, confine yourself to the relationship 
you pursued with Wesley McManus and not to the more 
abstract kind o f thinking you might have pursued in your 
professional capacity as a military analyst with S-3."
“But he was incapable of pursuing a relationship 
precisely because he was incapable o f thinking, which is 
to say. he was incapable o f existing. Take his equally 
existentially bereft descriptions o f Frieda. They were 
deliberately vague. They were wrapped up in his misty 
paranoid feelings o f dread, sexual hunger, and anal 
expulsiveness. The fact that she preferred order to chaos 
oppressed him. His fear that she would desert him for 
some urbane German businessman was the key to his 
untenable Oedipal position. Simply put, Frieda was his 
mother. She was older and held the upper hand when it 
came to money. She chided him as she would have chided 
her darling son, and he frequently put him self into the 
position o f a child— all o f this he readily admitted! What 
he had refused to admit was that he was in search o f a 
critical reader with a psychoanalytical bent who would...”
“A  critical reader, I don’t understand?”
“He was part o f a developmental program conducted 
by Seventh Arm y in Heidelberg and Special Forces. Tenth 
Group, in Bad Tolz which solicited candid dispatches 
from demographically significant enlisted men to estab­
lish a continuous psychological profile for the purpose o f 
understanding the motivational requirements of...”
“I see. Go on."
‘T h is  he saw as a way o f soliciting the truth o f his 
existence. He thought a critical reader with a psychoana­
lytic bent would give him a free ride on the couch by 
analyzing his behavior, his symbology, his rambling, his 
se lf pity, his complaints, his whimpering, ha, he thought 
this psychoanalytic gratuity would free him from what he 
currently was! That this mythical analyst would liberate 
him from his contradictory mess o f a personality. Or that, 
finally, he would be written o ff into some Romantic 
bedlam! But what he did not realize was that none o f this 
would happen. No, never! Because what he uncon­
sciously feared (and this was the real continuous dread 
he was always whining about) was that he would be 
discovered to be the exact person that he currently was! 
Yes! No. not a genius, not a failed wretch from an 
impossible marriage, not some masculine bravado but 
simply a psychologically arrested adolescent with an 
overly active imagination and a wretched education, still 
incorrigibly lazy, spoiled rotten, a typical product from 
the suburban middle class. And this you could have told 
him if  he had only listened!"
“You keep saying you when I think you mean to say 
I. Is there some other...”
"You must admit that Frieda was a ve iy  charming 
person. W hat she saw in Wesley was beyond you. He 
certainly was not brilliant. He had the audacity to go to 
the opera without knowing a thing about it. And all the 
emotional piffle he babbled out day and night, God. it 
must have bored her to distraction. Perhaps it was merely 
sex, he was the carnal toy with which she amused herself. 
It would....”
"Sergeant Tumulty. I’m afraid today’s session has 
come to an end.”
“Thank you. You have been very kind. And civil. And 
quite polite."
"Yes, you have been.”
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“He couldn’t contain himself. He presumed his d is­
patches were The Confessions o f Wesley McManus. They 
were awash with one dripping rhapsody after another, 
one idiotic reference to some unread text after the other, 
page after page o f such simpering dreck— and half the 
time he would be reminiscing about his adolescent days 
in the hills o f Pittsburgh, going on about the flames from 
the steel mills fluttering across the sky and getting drunk 
in the bars with the mill workers; God, what was one o f 
the phrases he used? Oh, yes, ‘drunk on the sweet 
suffocation o f the workers’ despair.’ Come now. Was he 
pining for Karl Marx'/ Was he trying to connote a moment 
o f metaphorical intoxication? Was he trying to coin a 
cliche better than ‘drunk on the pure mountain air’? I f so, 
where then was the critical distance? What irony did he 
bring to the scene? None, absolutely none. It was worse 
than that: he had a sentimental attachment to the 
obvious; the obviousness o f things lent him a certain 
cachet, that is to say. lent him the momentary aura o f 
existence. An aura no one could accuse him o f expropri­
ating because the obviousness o f its obviousness was not 
worth the breath o f its mention! Don’t you see, don’t you 
see; it would be the obviousness o f someone standing 
there and o f someone coming up to the someone standing 
there to announce. Why, yes. you are standing there! This 
was the absurdity o f his existence, as if  he could ab­
sorb...”
“But you are standing there, sergeant. W on’t you 
please sit back down in the chair that has been provided 
for you?"
“Why should anyone talk to you? You don’t under­
stand. No one can take his existence From the obvious­
ness o f things, as if his existence were a passive absorp­
tion o f the obviousness o f the obvious. A  being so consti­
tuted would have lost his active participle, a being 
without its ing, a mere be: the ing left to its own devices 
as if it were the semen spurting out during a nocturnal 
emission, an ing inging. And who was this curious half 
being, this be? A  be who said he wished for equity among 
the classes o f American capitalism but who could not see 
beyond the privileges o f his own middle class. A  be who. 
instead o f working for the elimination o f the managerial 
class’ paternalism , absorbed their arrogance. Who 
clutched at totalitarian ideologies instead o f freeing his 
mind to think on its own. W ho reveled in the smarmy 
bonhomie o f barbarism, who chose mysticism over en­
lightenment, excess over stoicism, self pity over purity o f 
soul— oh, i f  only he could have opened his eyes to the 
wonder o f what an unfettered heart and mind could 
accomplish. W e could have worked together. We could 
have restored the ing to his half being, to his little be. Why 
couldn’t we have loved one another like human beings
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were m eant to love one another? But, no, he was content 
to be obsessed w ith himself! He was too busy absorbing 
the charm  o f the mom ent to actually notice the openness 
o f anyone nearby. Too busy pin ing over the damned soul 
o f the drunken proletariat to recognize another's bril­
liance and wit. how  dare he refuse your loyalty, your 
friendship, your charm , your honesty! God. you were 
obsessed w ith him  night and day! Obsessed, obsessed, 
obsessed..."
“Obsessions are often elaborate disguises, sergeant, 
and I'm sure you are aware o f this. From now on I think 
it is im perative to focus on the physical manifestations o f 
any desire or idea you may have had toward this Special­
ist McManus, or toward anyone or anything else for that 
matter. Do you understand?
“ !!!"
“Do you understand?"
“T h e  ineluctable m odality o f the obvious,' as James 
Joyce wrote."
“Then you will be sure to bring the actual book to our 
next session."
“ !!!"
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"...using you as if  you were another one o f his 
barbarian buddies."
"W e must move on here, sergeant. You say you were 
follow ing Specialist McM anus and one o f his enlisted 
friends? He was not an officer, this... this Parker?"
"No, he was a m illionaire, an idiot savant, a barbar­
ian. a psychotic, a charlatan, he, Wesley, they both 
assum ed the world had no reason to exist except to serve 
as a stage for their..."
“You were follow ing them for w hat reason?"
"Specialist McManus was busted to PFC for falling 
asleep on guard duty. They were getting drunk. Someone 
had to take responsibility for their actions."
“In what way?"
“They were running amok on Leopoldstrasse in 
Munich."
“In what way could you have taken responsibility for 
their actions?”
‘T h ey  were terrorizing pedestrians, grabbing their 
newspapers..."
“Sergeant, in what w ay could you have taken re­
sponsibility for their actions?"
“They wanted money. They chased after you calling 
you a thief. They followed you into the park. There was a 
lone w o lf baying at the moon. Why, listen, i f  even the 
thought o f stealing som ething were to cross your mind, 
you would have confessed such a shameful thought to 
your mother. A lum inous moon..."
“Sergeant, exposing you rself like this will only de­
stroy any progress you 've made. Sergeant Tumulty, I’ve 
rung for the hospital police. Please put your penis back 
into your..."
"M ajor Rankin! Assistance alert!"
“Take this sergeant away and put him into re­
straints."
“Yes, Ma'am .”
4 t H
"It was the end to the endless possibility. There was 
nothing to do but to embrace the inevitable."
“W here and when, sergeant?”
“W e had been reassigned to the 101st Airborne 
Division at Fort Campbell, Kentucky, where they had 
assured us o f a victory, a vio let victory. A  vio let as dreamy 
and fatuous as the winter sky. There was a false horizon. 
You were standing outside in the cold and bitter damp. 
The darkness was a heavy purple sky falling on the 
cream y violet twilight. You were shivering uncontrollably 
on the steps o f the library. The sky and the land were 
absolutely bereft o f any voyeuristic possibility. For the 
body to become its own audience, and that was the only 
possibility, there had to be an equal m ixture o f pleasure 
and pain, hot and cold, guilt and liberation, but, no, the 
bitches threw you out into the cold because they had 
reserved the entire library, the bitches, the w ives o f the 
soldiers from the 101st w ho were bound for Vietnam, the 
bitches had to occupy the entire library so they could sit 
and meet and acquaint themselves w ith one another’s 
dread, the bitches. You could feel their terror in your 
bones. They came at you. They were..."
"Calm  yourself, sergeant. Explain who cam e at you 
and why you felt a terror in your bones."
"It was a dream. They cam e at you in a dream. Your 
arms were flaying at their fangs. You were scream ing and 
yet it was as if  you were dead. You were walk ing across a 
fetid moor when the dogs attacked you. The dogs, they 
were all bitches, they grew  out o f the earth somehow. 
They were putrid. They were covered w ith excrement. It 
was horrible. They came at you and their fangs were 
dripping w ith a purple pus."
"Control yourself, sergeant, or else I’ll have you 
restrained."
“Again, as if  you were an anim al."
"And again and again until it is no longer necessary."
"You don’t care. No one cared and yet the sky was 
evil. The purple above and the violet below: they were 
straining against each other, grating like two thick panes 
o f corrugated glass, neither giving an inch, neither adm it­
ting the other existed! The lower was a cool violet flesh 
and the upper was a purple bloodless flesh. It was almost 
dark. A  violet sheen covered all the wooden buildings on 
the main post. There was an evil at the movie theater. A 
Disney film about the respectability o f a purple dog and 
his violet master. The cool violet respectability was cod­
dling the evil in the vain hope that it would sweet talk it 
into nonexistence, which m erely reaffirmed its matrix. 
Surely the cool surmise o f a corpulent m ind determined 
to eradicate all possibilities but the one it served was 
more the nature o f evil than a passionate love for all 
possibilities. There..."
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“Sergeant, would you please articulate one possibil­
ity. say. one which involved a decision that m ay have 
involved other..."
“There was absolutely nothing to do at Fort Campbell 
except to get drunk and fatigue your hand on a numb 
penis. Now. where were you? And why were you standing 
outside the library? You were watching the sky. You were 
transfixed by the agony o f the vio let and purple sky. You 
could see your dream  across the false horizon: you were 
in a prison. You w ere eating som ething from a deep broad 
dish, spooning it out w ith a plastic spoon. It was your 
father’s cool vio let flesh. It was creamy like yogurt. You 
w ere dipping into you  father’s creamy violet flesh and 
lifting the spoon to your lips. It tasted like yogurt. God. it 
tasted... No!”
“Calm  yourself, sergeant. Take your time and begin 
again.”
“W e had arrived by train, you and your mother. You 
did not see her but you were sure she was there. You 
could feel her presence. Then you were walk ing across 
the moor. The earth was spew ing forth eggs and semen. 
Each egg and sperm  had a face. They were smiling, male 
and female, like the Cheshire Cat and the Mona Lisa. 
Then the dogs, the bitches, attacked. You were flaying at 
the purple pus dripping from their fangs when suddenly 
you  w ere in a European courtyard. It was night and the 
cobblestones w ere dam p and cold. You were on your 
knees sobbing, w eep ing in your hands. A  crematorium  
was nearby. There w as no odor because the bodies were 
reduced to a cream  by som e process o f refrigeration. Then 
you w ere in the prison spooning a cool violet cream  out o f 
a dish. It had the sweet tang o f yogurt. You were devour­
ing it, eating your father’s vio let flesh... You rem em ber 
w alk ing through the night in your sleep toward an 
inevitable conclusion, a ...”
“Sergeant, could your father’s flesh have been the 
flesh o f m any fathers or was it...?"
"No. the guilt would have been too much to bear.’’
‘T o o  much to bear?"
"You don ’t understand. People sit down and die from 
too much guilt. But, listen, there you were standing out 
in the cold and you started to w alk  away. It was as if  you 
w ere under a spell. You w ent to the cafeteria. It was 
oppressively warm , a bear hug o f steam taking your 
breath away in a  box m ade out o f glass, concrete block, 
and linoleum . V iolet and purple paste dressed in drab 
green sitting at square tables in a dreadful cube, plastic 
tables and chairs, you  could not have so m uch as made 
a dent in the place. It was not designed for people but for 
the m achines that were m eant to clean it, scrubbed clean 
daily to appear as if  it had ju st been built yesterday, a 
perpetually new cube, always existing in the obviousness 
o f the here and now  that it had to have been ignored to 
have existed at all.
“You didn ’t exist and you d idn ’t want to eat but you 
ordered som ething, the special, perhaps. You didn ’t 
rem em ber. You w anted to appear civil and inconspicu­
ous, that is, not to have been forced to have made a 
decision. M aking a decision was impossible. All that 
existential m erde  about choice was not choice but a 
peeling away o f skins. Like an onion, you peeled away one
layer and then another and another and one day you 
realized what was left. And it w asn ’t until you sat your 
tray on the table that you realized that you had ordered 
Salisbury steak and French fries covered w ith a brown 
gravy. It all tasted the same, only the texture varied. 
Som eone came up to the table and sat down next to you 
and devoured you w ith his dark eyes.
" ‘I’ve seen you in the library,’ he said. ‘You actually 
read. An intellectual. I’d guess by the poor w ay you take 
care o f your body.’ He smelled like a lilac, a forest o f lilacs 
as vio let as a sum m er afternoon. He whispered. ‘But 
plump can be lots o f fun, right? ’"
“Sergeant, you realize, an adm ission o f hom osexual­
ity will provide the legal fram ework to have you d is­
charged under section eight o f the M ilitary Code. But for 
our purposes, I think it was obvious, to use one o f your 
favorite words, that you did, in fact, m ake a decision."
“No. It was inevitable. He called h im self Sig."
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“Sig left at sunset. You remember the orange splotches 
o f light on the greasy face o f the clock. He got up from the 
counter and left you sitting there. He saluted you with his 
pack o f cigarettes and hummed his little good bye. ‘I’ll be 
right back, right back.’ But you knew he w as not com ing 
back, you both knew. It was the end o f another wretched 
weekend and he was torturing you. leaving you to go in 
search o f a party, leaving you to sit by you rself in the diner 
w ith those moribund people, those people who were as 
white and stiff as starch, who said nothing, w ho chewed, 
who stared out through a filthy w indow  at a blank 
billboard. It was m indless. It was the silence o f a flood­
light glaring on a concrete wall. It reflected the final dregs 
o f the rosy sun onto the face o f the clock in the diner, a 
clock w ithout time, its hour and m inute hands both 
suspended in eternal resignation at the six as the second 
hand swept on endlessly. You spilled you r coffee and the 
guilt you endured was unbearable."
“Unbearable?"
“You made the m istake o f ordering som eth ing to
eat."
“‘You want your burger steak sm othered in onions?’ 
the boy asked. His face was a rash o f red pimples. He 
studiously picked his nose w ith one hand and threw a 
large oval o f frozen ground meat on the grill w ith the 
other. It made the sound o f a plastic plate clattering on 
the floor. He came over to hear your reply. He had the 
bright dumb stare o f a puppy looking out from behind the 
oily hair straggling down in front o f his eyes. He didn ’t 
want a reply, he wanted a confirm ation, w anted to sm irk 
again and again over the curious desire o f sm othering a 
piece o f dead meat w ith a pile o f  onions, a phrase, no 
doubt, no one in the C larkesville D iner had ever heard 
until they picked it up from som e jin g le  they heard over 
a M em phis radio station.
“‘Please, let it breathe a little.’
“ ‘W hat’s that you say?’ and his stare w as as blank as 
the faces o f the three enormous girls at the end o f the
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counter. Their teeth were round and rotten and often 
m issing and you could hear them sucking the ketchup 
from each individual French fiy  before they masticated 
the crisp pulps o f grease with savory smacks o f their lips. 
O f course, the boy dismissed you with all the puerile 
disdain he could muster and you endured the guilt the 
cretin masses spit back in your face when you toy with 
their ignorance."
‘T h e  guilt the cretin masses spit back in your face?”
“On the face o f the clock behind the counter you 
could see the reflection o f the door swinging into the 
fumes o f the diner and in walked a painted girl in a blue 
pants suit who came and sat down on the stool to your 
right. Her lips and eyelids and lashes were an outrageous 
farce o f red and black and green. She purred, she 
squirmed on the stool, she whimpered, she pouted; 
finally, she whispered into your ear.
“‘Hi. I'm Alex. I came to bring you to the party.' and 
she dragged you from the stool and out into the cold. We 
collided with someone you could not see and who begged 
his pardon in a wry Yankee accent. She burrowed her 
hand into your trousers worm ing a finger up into your 
rectum and skipped you down an empty street, laughing, 
giggling, poking you, pinching you. sticking her slobber­
ing tongue into your ear and whispering in a fake Mexican 
accent: ‘Did I ever tell you about semen and weem en?’ We 
skidded down a dirt slope and fell into the clutches of a 
singing, drunken oaf. He spilled his beer all over us. He 
pushed us through a door to a shack which opened into 
a large ram shackle bar.
“‘It’s Bobby T.' shouted PC from a crowded table. He 
and Dennis Massey and the others were the rowdies 
Sergeant W esley McManus associated with, who looked 
the other way when he promoted him self to sergeant. 
They were sitting there w ith their whores. The whores 
were everywhere. Their genitalia were sown into their 
faces. They all stood up and saluted you with their beer 
bottles. You couldn’t see Sig. You asked them to stop it, 
to stop torturing you, but they swarmed all over you and 
carried you to the table. They sang some filthy song and 
Alex milked your penis under the table. You reeked o f 
beer and shame. You looked into another room and there 
was a chorus line singing:
“‘Hurry up. hurry up
W e are the easy women.
Easy to love, easy to forget.
Get it up. get it up
There’s no time to lose.'
“‘I’m sorry, baby. I’m sorry, I really am .’ said Alex. 
She whined and talked baby talk. ‘PC told me you were 
the wrong person. But don’t worry, baby. I’m going to 
finish you off: there now. there now.’ and she left you with 
a sudden sharp sting:
“‘We love the curly hair boys
And the runaway boys.
Easy to love, easy to forget.
Get on the bandwagon and ride the wave
W e’ll settle your crave for an easy grave,
Easy loving’s the name o f the gam e.’
“You saw Sig. You saw him hanging up the phone 
and dancing with Alex. He was gloating at you.
“‘Stop it!’ you shouted.
“‘Easy, my friend, you mustn’t ruin the party.’
‘“W e’ll tickle you to death 
Till your heart’s black and blue.
Easy loving’s the game 
Easy wom en’s the name.
Easy to love, easy to forget.’
“‘Stop it! Stop it! Stop it!’ You were on your feet 
trembling, shouting down at these whirling fragments o f 
time skidding all over the floor.”
“What were you trying to stop, sergeant?”
‘T h ey  were gaping at you and Sig came over to your 
side. He said something to the owner o f the bar and he 
walked you to the door. You began to sob. You begged Sig 
to take you back to the base. W e walked outside. It was 
cold and the dark was merciless. It wouldn’t leave you 
alone. You heard a car scraping up the dirt on the road 
and its red and white lights came rushing down the slope 
at you and Sig. He opened the back door and we climbed 
in. ‘Fort Campbell,’ he barked, throwing some money on 
the front seat and backing out o f the door, slam m ing it." 
“Sergeant. I doubt seriously if any o f this took place.” 
“It did. It did. It....”
“Please explain to me the whirling fragments o f time. 
What were they?"
“Everything was dead. Even the time was dead: no 
one was allowed to be there. They could only be the 
wishes o f themselves. They had no active participles. 
They were absorbing one another’s wishes. Their ings 
were...”
“Sergeant, won’t you please try to control your 
sobbing.”
“You can’t. You...”
“Would you please say I?"
“Say I.”
“Just the word I.”
“The word I."
"Just the pronoun, sergeant. Use it in your own 
sentence."
“Eye will stop sobbing."
“Very good sergeant. Now. let us exam ine this man’s 
curious name, Sig. Don’t you find it perhaps rather telling 
that backwards it spells GIs? And..."
"No. no...”
“And that he and the easy women, because o f their 
sexual exhibitionism, are often seen as the personifica­
tion o f societal guilt? Couldn’t it be. sergeant, that your 
description o f that Sunday evening in Clarkesville, Ten ­
nessee, was more o f a dream and that its psychological 
theme was the unbearable guilt you keep referring to? A 
guilt associated with the death o f a large number o f GIs? 
More than likely an accidental occurrence in..."
"It happened, it happened, you where there, you 
were...”
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‘T h a t ’s enough for now, sergeant. I want you to think 
about the things I’ve  said. And. for our next session. I 
want you to bring the book you quoted from during our 
second session.”
6 T h
“You had discovered how much you loved things.”
“W hat things, sergeant?"
T h in g s  in them selves! There you were sitting in the 
library at Fort Cam pbell paging through the Sunday New  
Y o rk  T im es , feasting your eyes on the sheer abundance 
o f beautiful things: all the ornaments, the decorative 
curios, the embellishments, the antiques, the arabesques, 
the objects d'art. yes. they were the splendid beings o f a 
civilized psyche! Page after page unfolding one verisim ili­
tude after another, the verisim ilitude o f the ideal, its 
genius captured in time and space. There it was. there it 
was. you rem em ber picking up the entire bulky edition 
from your lap and g iving it a hug.
T h e y  kept interrupting you. You had to put them off. 
You had to tell them. no. not now. Not tonight. You told 
them you were leaving. You told them you would write. O f 
course, they wanted you to accompany them to the men’s 
room. They wanted you to stroll o ff into the sunset for a 
moment or two. And when you refused they smiled like 
coy children and suggested you might be feeling guilty. 
Guilty, ha! You hoarded no guilt. What did they think you 
were— culturally depraved? You were no Christian spiri­
tual m iser seeking expiation for the flesh that you were. 
Shame on them who abhor their flesh! Shame on guilt for 
even m entioning its name. You there, guilt, you totalitar­
ian prig from the past! You sociological anachronism! 
You naughty thing, you! Go fetch yourself, go feel guilty 
in an alcoholic corner w ith your self pity dribbling all over 
yourself! Guilt is for the dunce!"
"Sergeant, I fail to see where this is leading us."
"Precisely because you have never asked the ques­
tion , W ho are you? Th e exact question you asked yourself 
the night before you were reading the Times in the library. 
You had written the three short words on a memo pad in 
your office: W ho are you  ’ ' You tore away the memo sheet 
and folded it and slipped it into your breast pocket. All 
together, three short words, no question mark (why beg 
the obvious?), it probably took you no more than five 
seconds, that is. the writing itself. However, the tearing 
away o f the memo sheet, the folding, the unbuttoning, the 
peeling open o f your starched pocket flap, the insertion o f 
the less crisp, less stiffly folded memo between the 
starched lam inated cotton cloth o f the pocket, the 
rebuttoning, well, that, o f course took much longer. The 
craft, what you are condemned to do after the stroke o f 
genius, well, that always required much more time and 
effort."
“Sergeant, these sessions are not being held for the 
purpose o f you r se lf indulgence. Are you aware that you 
are acting out the very  behavior you have condemned in 
W esley M cM anus? Could you please explain this?"
"Most assuredly. The two o f you were both transi­
tional beings. That was precisely the answer to the 
question in your breast pocket: a transitional being! You
had discovered this while leafing through the pages o f the 
T im e s  S u n d a y  M a ga z in e . You allowed yourself to to ­
tally absorb the cachet o f its being. Your eyes, you 
remember, were fondling the authoritative eclat o f the 
advertisem ents, the im peccable dram a o f the headlines, 
the luxuriant arrangement o f graphic and copy, the 
typographical elegance. O f course, you did not read the 
incidental prose. Conversely, you sim ply glided your eye 
over its hypnotic obviousness, m om entarily nodding 
drowsily at each prosaic event, at each syntactical fo r­
mula. at each narcotic assurance that order had pre­
vailed until— page after page o f such languorous graphic 
persuasion—you became blissfully transitioned. Yes, it 
was civilization at its zenith. No lust, no elixir, no aphro­
disiac had held you more in thrall than that concise 
presentation o f what it meant to be a transitional being. 
It was w hat you were! It beheld the aura o f the possible! 
It was its own ideal! Yes, fondle thyself!"
“Sergeant. I’m afraid this session will have to be 
term inated prematurely if you continue in this mode o f  
regressive behavior. I think it’s time now to move away 
from focusing on the men to focusing on the units, 
specifically the 501st Artillery Battery and..."
“By all means and you assured them you would write 
to them the moment you stepped on V ietnam ese soil. 
They were homosexual pests. They were pleading with 
you for a fond farewell, com ing up to you while you were 
reading the Tim es, begging you for the chance to stick 
their penises between the lovely turn o f your thighs (so 
they were always saying). But their lust was not for you: 
no, like the boys in a circle jerk  they were after the 
applause o f their very own orgasms. Oh, very good, Jerry! 
Good hit, Tom! No, they did not..."
“Sergeant. I’m..."
“ ... they did not want to be fondled, caressed, kissed, 
massaged, listened to. cajoled— none o f that. No, they 
simply wanted to get off. Well, get off! And. please, let 
them stop pestering you. As a transitional being even 
homosexuality may have already fallen behind you. The 
club o f clubs in this homophobic society has become an 
endless quest for the beatific orgasm, whereas you lusted 
after the self, the very ing o f beingl"
“Sergeant, please open the book you brought with 
you and show me the phrase you quoted during the 
second session."
“ It will become quite obvious: place the book on its 
spine on your desk and let the pages fall open. It always 
falls open to the same pages. Read the bold type: the 
ineluctable modality o f the obvious, a phrase only Jam es 
Joyce..."
“But. sergeant, this is not what Jam es Joyce wrote."
“It most certainly is. It is unthinkable...”
“Sergeant, please read it for yourself. It says, the 
ineluctable modality o f the visual, not the obvious."
"But it was obvious what you saw."
“The point is that you are denying what is there. Th is 
entire session has been devoted to your denial o f what is 
most obvious. Your self-indulgent behavior..."
“Th e naked truth was that you saw it with your very 
own eyes. You did, you did. They had their genitalia sewn 
into their faces. You saw the photographs. You could see
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the difference between the natures o f a fixed and transi­
tional being. It w as obvious! There were things, horrible 
things, things not in themselves, but things arranged 
according to the aesthetics o f fascism, a fascistic fascina­
tion with the pornography o f death in which..."
“Calm down, sergeant. What is most obvious here is 
that you have substituted the guilt and sexual mayhem 
o f the pornography o f death, as you ’ve termed it, for the 
guilt and terror you  have suffered by your decision to..."
"You have substituted nothing. There is be ing or 
nothing. Be ing! Be your very own ing, a capital ING. a 
proper noun..."
“Sergeant. I’ve  rung for the hospital police. They will 
take you upstairs for shock therapy. The therapy will be 
necessary to unlock your inability to focus on your denial 
o f the obvious. Th is will not..."
"Major Rankin! Assistance alert!"
"Be Ing!"
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"W hat do you mean by the naked truth, sergeant?"
"You took o ff your clothes and left the hooch for a 
stroll in the brilliant sun. They had turned God into a 
seeing eye dog and his final solution was to be consumed 
by the machines in the sky as they swooped down 
through the sm oking excrement rising up from the 
human solution. You jum ped a deep dry ditch..."
“Sergeant, pray tell, who are they and how did they 
accomplish all those feats?"
"They were the writers o f the latrine. God is dog 
spelled backwards, one had written, and another had 
written, God is an all seeing eye dog. Every morning they 
burned our w astes. There were no septic tanks or plumb­
ing on the 101 st’s side o f the Bien Hoa Airbase in 
Vietnam, and. on that particular morning, after all else 
had failed, you took o ff all your..."
"After all else had failed?"
“That will be explained momentarily, unless, o f 
course, you prefer an immediate explanation, which, o f 
course..."
"Please continue w ith your story, sergeant."
"On that particular morning, after all else had failed, 
you took o ff all your clothes and went for a stroll in the 
dust. The sun was brilliant. They had pulled out the open 
steel drums from underneath the latrine and they were 
dousing them w ith kerosene and igniting them when the 
whole latrine w ent up in flames. The smoking trails o f 
excrement and graffiti rose up into the sky where the jets 
sucked them into their engines as they swooped down 
over the base to land every twenty seconds on the 
enormous runways. Into the boiling drums they threw 
their pictures o f the mutilated bodies and the ears and 
the penises they had cut o ff from the dead. You ran away 
and jum ped over a deep dry ditch and stood in line at the 
mess hall. Standing in line, you thought, was a presump­
tion o f innocence.
“But it was the presumption o f knowledge and they 
shooed you away and you ran down the hill to Wesley’s
Bar and No Grill to confess to Mai, the bartender, and all 
she could do was giggle at you. You wanted to tell her 
about the obviousness o f the numbers, about the ineluc­
table modality o f the obvious numbers you entered as the 
firing coordinates for the 501st and 509th Artillery Bat­
teries but all you could say was eye dog. You no longer 
saw  anything. Colloquially, time stood still. You saw an 
act o f perspicuity perceiving its transparency in a time­
less eternity. You saw the resonant ing o f  your being 
falling away. You saw the large black and white glossy 
photographs o f mutilated bodies whose lim bs and organs 
were rearranged according to the aesthetics o f  a fascistic 
cubism. A  fascism gorging on itself, bundling up the 
bloody human fragments from the citizens o f a porno­
graphic city and dumping them into a pile. A  man with 
violet eyes and a gorgeously brutal face had sewn various 
genitalia into the face o f a scarecrow he had assembled 
from the mutilated bodies. You were shouting at Mai to 
warn her but all you could say was eye dog, eye dog, eye 
dog.”
"Sergeant, are you saying e-y-e dog or are you using 
the first personal singular pronoun. I?"
"An I can not be a dog. Only the w o lf is free."
“One thing at a time, sergeant. Spell eye dog."
“E-y-e-d-o-g."
“The numbers you entered as the firing coordinates 
for the artillery batteries, from whom did you  get them?"
“From the officers in the field."
“Not from Wesley McManus or one o f his friends?"
"Absolutely not. That would have been absurd."
’T h e  man named Parker, he never mentioned..."
“He was an incompetent, an alcoholic, a latrine 
lawyer, in fact he wasn’t there. Dennis Massey and 
Sam my Jones got up from their table and told you to put 
on some clothes and you told them the naked truth 
eluded them. They laughed. W esley M cManus walked 
right past you and said. The Naked Truth rides again. He 
wanted..."
“You had exhibited yourself w ithout clothing be­
fore?"
"Yes, but only as a demonstration o f com plete hon­
esty. Wesley knew this. He wanted someone to watch the 
bar as he was making a quick run to the PX. You knew he 
was up to no good: you knew he had promoted himself: 
you knew he was a Marxist manque spouting social 
ju stice one moment and conspiring with the Vietnamese 
fascists the next to buy and sell anything on the black 
market: you knew PC and the man with vio let eyes and a 
gorgeously brutal face would one day take away his bar 
and turn it into a charnel cabaret: you knew  the reason 
the 501 st and 509th Artillery Batteries were bombarding 
each other was because the numbers from the field were 
obviously incorrect: you knew this, you knew  this, it was 
as obvious as the eye o f God who sees and knows all: and. 
yet, no one believed you. Nothing you could say or do..."
"Sergeant, I’m afraid we’ve run out o f time."
“You might as well have not existed. They could not 
bear to see the naked truth and they locked..."
"Sergeant, we will continue at our next regularly 
scheduled session."
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"... and they locked you in the storeroom where you 
remained..."
"Sergeant!"
"... you remained until the end o f your tour o f duly.”
"Sergeant. I am giving you a direct order: vacate this 
session room immediately!"
"Only the w o lf is free."
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“‘You are nothing,’ you shouted out from the dark store­
room. It was night. You could hear the ammunition 
dumps exploding from the other side o f the airbase. It was 
a clockwork sound from miles away. In the absolute dark 
it was your only sense o f time, a time utterly arbitrary, 
repetitive in the most monotonous way. a sound from 
some distant past which had been and forever shall be 
your only affirmation. You were nothing but the shadow 
o f this sound, this time, this self. Y ou  are nothing but the 
shadow o f a self,’ you shouted out again."
"Sergeant, with whom were you speaking?"
“You were speaking with yourself.”
“And who was answering?"
“W esley McManus."
‘T h e  two o f you were living in his bar, you two, and 
no one else?"
"Yes."
“And what did he answer?"
"*I am nothing but the shadow o f a self? My, my, what 
shall I be next?’”
"He was under the impression that you were speak­
ing with him because you had begun to refer to yourself 
in the second person singular?”
"Yes."
"Sergeant, why must you refer to yourself in this 
manner?”
’T o  say I. to say me, is an obviety. W hat...”
"An obviety?"
“An obviety is an instance o f the obviousness o f the 
obvious. To utter such, to say I, to say me, would be to 
refer to a se lf which already existed in itself and for itself. 
An I or a me takes this obvious assertion o f existence for 
granted because no one contradicts the assertion. How­
ever, if the assertion is made manifest by only looking into 
a m irror or by denying the assertions o f others who 
contradict the assertion o f your existence, then you exist 
as a you. When no one believes you you do not exist. You 
become a creature o f your own repudiation: you repudi­
ate the I or the me which is not, has not. will not be 
believed. You repudiate yourself daily in the act o f creat­
ing yourself anew. As a transitional being you incorporate 
the ing from the being o f the past and future into the be 
without an ing which then becomes the active participle 
o f your being, your existence. A  you can only be what you 
are told to be. However, to be is to participate in being : 
therefore, it is a constant struggle to transform the be into 
being. You must be an ing or cease to exist. To be an ing 
is an imperative. Be Ing! Be an ing full o f inging. An inging 
ing. An ing that ings. An ing inging and inging and inging 
and inging and inging and inging and inging and inging
and in g in g  and in g in g  and  in g in g  and 
inginginginginginginginginginging..."
"Sergeant, are you describing the act o f masturba­
tion?"
“Yes."
"Did you masturbate with Wesley McManus?"
"No. he said that it was disgusting."
"With anyone else?”
“In Vietnam with the man who had violet eyes and a 
gorgeously brutal face. He taught you to taste your 
father’s semen. To taste the repudiation o f his flesh in 
your flesh. The man with violet eyes and a gorgeously 
brutal face came by one morning before anyone had 
awoken find ordered you out o f the bar and into his 
European car. It was..."
"Sergeant, did this man order you to supply the 
incorrect firing coordinates to the 501st and 509th 
Artillery Batteries so that they would unknowingly en ­
gage in friendly fire and sustain a high number o f 
casualties?"
“No."
“W ho did?"
"You did."
"Who is this you?”
T h e  same you who offered up the lovely turn o f his 
inner thighs to the man with the violet eyes and the 
gorgeously brutal face. He had come by one morning long 
before anyone had awoken and ordered you into his 
European car. It was a precarious dawn and the sky still 
held a luminous moon. He pointed this out to you and 
told you this story: In the beginning all the canines sang 
before the moon. One day the bitches conspired to tame 
the dogs and drive out the wolves from their lovely valley. 
The dogs rose up and chased the wolves into the hills. But 
night after night they could still hear the wail o f the 
wolves. So all the dogs gathered in the valley and cried out 
to the wolves, A ll ye, all ye, in come free/  All ye, all ye, in 
come free. The wolves came running back and the dogs 
slew them. All but one. The lone w olf who lives in the 
mountains and who still sings the songs o f the past. He 
sings o f their great deeds and the cowardly deeds o f the 
dogs. He has been banished from history. Only the w olf 
is free."
“Were you seduced by this silly fairy tale, sergeant?"
“Yes."
"What did you do?”
"He used you as he saw fit. He repudiated you. He 
drove the bitches from the simpering buttocks o f your 
easy women. And when he had spent him self he tossed 
you on the floor.”
"And did you make any reply?"
“You said. W esley  McManus is a w olf in sheep’s 
clothing. He has promoted him self and forged his army 
records.’”
"And you so testified at his court-martial?”
“Yes.”
T h a n k  you. sergeant."
T h a n k  you?"
“Yes, you may return to your quarters. You will no 
longer be required to undergo shock therapy. In two
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w eek’s time we w ill meet a final time to settle the 
disposition o f your case.”
“But...”
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“Sergeant, why did you feel that you could not be yourself 
unless you took o ff your clothes?”
“But don’t you  understand: it was an obviety.” 
“W hat I understand, sergeant, is that you have 
coined a word to explain the curious existence you have 
coined for yourself.”
“W hat do you m ean?”
“Precisely, sergeant, what does you  mean?”
“You mean...”
“No. sergeant, what does the pronoun ‘you ’ mean, 
what does it signify?"
“It means you do not exist. It signifies, it asserts the 
denial o f the denial o f your existence."
“A  denial o f a denial is an affirmation in my book." 
“It’s not as obvious as you would think. You can not 
simply assert that you exist. You become lost in the 
cogita  thinking presumes a being who is capable o f 
thought prior to the act o f thinking, which is to say. 
existence precedes thought: but this can not be asserted 
until it has been thought. You must exist before...” 
“Sergeant, translate coqito ergo sum  
“You think...”
“No, sergeant, translate it literally."
“‘I think, therefore I am .’ you said."
“You said?”
“You must exist before you can think. Yet your ing, 
your active participle, must have become part o f your 
being before you can exist. You m ust...”
Sergeant, you have made this distinction quite clear. 
You have also made it quite clear that the you  which 
asserts you , the ing o f your being, the ing o f the se lf which 
you call the thinking y o u  is the act o f masturbation. It is 
an act which you associate with a great darkness which 
seems to encompass everyth ing from excrement to death. 
Sergeant, were you abused as a child?"
“No.”
“W hen you were a young adolescent did any man or 
woman forcibly make you the object o f their sexual 
advances?"
"No.”
"And no one ever referred to your buttocks as the 
easy w om en?”
"No.”
"Sergeant, it w ill be my recommendation that you be 
released from the hospital and sent back to your unit, or 
reassigned to a new unit, as soon as possible. My report 
w ill stipulate that your appearance before the summary 
court-martial of W esley McManus in the bu ff was the 
result o f the severe cognitive dissonance brought about 
by the error o f entering the incorrect firing coordinates for 
the 501st..."
“But it wasn’t. It was...”
“Sergeant, what was or is is no longer a matter o f 
discussion. As for the fact o f your existence, sergeant.
allow  me to demonstrate it. I will slap you across the face, 
sergeant, and you will sit there and not so much as raise 
a finger to me. If you raise a ruckus. I will have you court- 
martialed and thrown out of the army with a dishonor­
able discharge under section eight o f the Military Code. 
Now. raise your face, sergeant: right side first. There, take 
it like a man. sergeant. Now the left side. And back to the 
right side. The left side again. And again on the right side. 
The left side. And again on the right. Again on the left. 
Again...”
“You bitch, you bitch..."
"... on the right. Again on the left. I’m not the bitches. 
Bobby. Again on the right."
“You bitch, you bitch, you loved him."
"No you didn’t. Again on the left. Again on the right." 
“1 didn’t. I didn ’t do it. He brought it on himself." 
“You see. sergeant, you do exist after all."
"I. I, why am I saying I? It’s a lie. It’s the big lie." 
"You may go now."
"All ye, all ye in come free! All ye, all ye in come free."
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New Product
"Afffttd Right" ^0r t̂ lose women w ^ °  have taken care o f 
^  a V iet Nam vet for lo these many years... 
As these vets grow older and the danger 
o f them dying becom es very real, certain 
problems arise. Ladies, if  you thought 
that the largesse o f a grateful nation was 
inadequate for the pain and suffering 
that you and your family have had to 
endure, ju stw a it until you are the widow 
o f a vet. Genteel poverty w ill take on a 
new meaning.
Yes... you guessed it! W eptronics Am al­
gamated, in conjunction w ith Fluffy 
Freeze Dry, is here to help. For a modest 
fee, on the death o f your spouse (or if  he 
doesn’t move a lot on his couch) we will 
freeze-dry him or her and fit the de­
ceased vet with the latest in cybernetic 
robotics. When you have to take your 
partner to those dem eaning VA  benefit 
hearings, he or she w ill really say. “Pain? 
Pain? Let me tell you about pain!” or the 
ever popular, “ I rem em ber when... [fill in 
blank]." When you get home, ju st un­
plug Roscoe and wait for the checks to 
roll in. Batteries not included.
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The ShoRT Timer
Frederick J. McGavran. 2560 Perkins Lane, Cincinnati. 
OH 45208-2723
"I'm so short! I'm so short!" he panted, running through 
the thickets toward the district town. Just one more 
bend, one more field, when the bushes parted, and the 
bullets came rushing toward him. The Major woke up 
screaming.
For a minute everything else was silent. Then some­
one turned over and coughed, and a chair squeaked in 
the other room. Gasping. Lhe Major lay on his back. His 
legs were tangled in the sheets where he had tried to run.
"You OK, Sir?" Lieutenant Meyers called from the 
door. Without speaking, the Major opened and closed his 
mouth.
“Fuckin’ short timer.” grumbled Sergeant Harris 
from the next cot.
"Shut up." said Meyers, but he knew Harris was 
right. The Major was staring at the overhead bunk, and 
the other men were quiet. Meyers returned to the radio 
and his reports.
From the reports. Meyers knew that the Major had 
been an advisor in the central highlands, where he had 
led raids against the trails in Laos, and won the Distin­
guished Service Cross. Rotated to the States, he became 
an instructor at the Army's school for counterinsurgency 
operations. He had given lectures and shown slides to 
senior officers about guerrilla warfare. When he came to 
the Delta, he advised Dai Uy Trong, the ARVN com­
mander. to take the initiative against Lhe enemy outside 
the district town. Trong advised him to stay inside the 
compound. It was better to hold the town and the 
compound because the enemy wasn’t interested, than to 
lose both by going into the fields.
The Major had prodded: the Major had insisted. He 
offered Trong pallets full of c-rations and cases full of 
Salems. So Trong drafted the teenage boys in the town, 
and the Major issued them carbines and fatigues. By 
night they lay in ambush in the thickets outside the town: 
by day. the Major led them on long marches and counter­
marches through the fields along the river. Trong waited 
in his compound, smoking Salem cigarettes.
Meyers had reported on the Major's progress to 
province headquarters: he had raised a new levy, he had 
trained new men. As a show of force, the Major divided 
them into a sweeping force and a blocking force. To 
everyone's surprise, his plan worked. The enemy ran into 
the blocking force, and savagely attacked them. The 
Major's boys were holding their own until he sent his 
sweeping force across the dikes to hit the enemy in the 
flank. Then he found that the enemy, too. had divided his 
forces, and had placed his stronger force to block the 
flank attack.
All afternoon the Major lay in Lhe mud beside his 
radio, calling for an air strike, calling to Trong. while his 
boys were shot down around him. By the time the planes
arrived, everyone but the Major had died or run away. 
Standing up. he watched them bomb the empty fields.
Meyers had reported their own men killed as enemy. 
It was the biggest victory in the district in years, and 
earned the Major the Vietnamese Cross for Gallantry 
from a smiling Dai Uy Trong. After lhe ceremony, the 
Major never went outside the compound again.
Now. Meyers thought, it was almost over. Tomorrow 
the Major's relief would arrive. With less than two months 
to go. Meyers was a short timer himself. He only hoped the 
Major’s relief would leave things as they were.
Meyers was worried because the Major's relief was 
just a captain. Maybe, at Province Headquarters, some­
body was on to them. Maybe they didn't believe all his 
reports. Nobody had been down to check since the 
Major’s battle.
Putting his reports back in the file, he turned off the 
radio. Meyers wanted to be fresh for the next day. 
Besides, it was after ten, and everyone at Province 
Headquarters went to the officers' club at five. There 
wouldn't be any messages until morning. When the 
Lieutenant went into the bunk room, he saw the Major 
was still lying with his sheets around his feet, staring at 
the overhead bunk.
The Major couldn't sleep anymore. He was afraid to 
close his eyes, he was afraid of the crackling of the radio. 
He was even afraid of the smell of Salem cigarettes. The 
whiskey didn't help now. If he drank enough, he passed 
out for a few hours, but he always awoke more afraid than 
before. With a terrible effort, he pulled up his knees and 
threw his legs over the edge of his bunk. Across the room, 
Meyers dropped a boot. Reaching for the overhead bunk, 
the Major drew himself to his feet. Maybe, after all, 
another drink would do it. He lurched past Meyers into 
the other room.
“Good night. Major," said the Lieutenant.
The Major didn’t answer. Meyers wasn't the one who 
couldn’t sleep; he wasn't the one being relieved by an 
officer in a lower grade. Suddenly nauseated, he fell into 
the chair by the radio.
As he looked at the silent radio, fear replaced the 
nausea. I need a drink, he thought. He stood up and went 
to the refrigerator. Taking a beer, he grabbed the bourbon 
from the cupboard. This time he sat down eagerly.
I'll show the bastards, he thought, watching the 
radio dials rise and fall across die band display. Try and 
screw me and I'll show them. He stayed beside the radio, 
daring it to call him. until he fell asleep.
The throbbing in his head exploded like a thousand 
hammers on the tin roof. Lieutenant Meyers ran past him 
into the yard. Dazzled by Lhe light, the Major blinked at 
the door.
"Hey, Major!” Sergeant Harris stuck his head inside. 
"You got a visitor. In his own fuckin' helicopter!"
Staggering to his feet, the Major stared at the heli­
copter. A visitor. His relief! He roared his joy into the roar 
of the engine. In the hooches along the wall, and in the Dai 
Uy's house, other half dressed men watched Lhe helicop­
ter. and children covered their ears.
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A tall man in new fatigues jumped out of the helicop­
ter. Holding onto his beret, he reached for his duffel bag. 
Sergeant Harris bent double and ran under the rotors for 
the bag. As they dragged it toward the Major, the helicop­
ter rose, swirling clouds of dust across the compound.
The Major almost collapsed. They hadn't waited for 
him. The helicopter disappeared over the trees outside 
the compound. When he looked down. Harris and the 
Captain were standing by the steps.
"Captain Leutner reporting for duty. Sir." The Cap­
tain saluted him.
“Thank God you’re here." said the Major. He held out 
his hand, and the Captain ran up the steps. Across the 
compound, the other men were going back into their 
hooches, and the children were returning to their games 
in the dust.
"What a setup!" Leutner exclaimed, admiring the 
refrigerator and the radio.
"Come in. Have a drink," said the Major. “We weren't 
expecting you so early."
“We tried to call you on the radio, but..."
"Lieutenant Meyers pushed up the steps ahead of 
the Sergeant and stood expectantly in the doorway.
"Oh, this is my administration officer, Meyers," said 
the Major, turning away to the refrigerator. As Meyers 
stepped forward to shake hands. Harris stamped through 
with the duffel bag, pushing Meyers against the radio. 
The refrigerator opened and the radio clicked on almost 
together.
"Glad to meet you. Sir." Meyers shook Leutner's 
hand. The Major set two beers on the table.
"Get Han in here to cook some eggs, and straighten 
up your reports," he ordered.
“Looks like you just got back from an operation," 
grinned Leutner. "We tried to reach you all night and this 
morning."
“We've been busy." agreed the Major, waving at the 
table. “Let's get some food before we talk. “Where's Han?”
LeuLner wasn't used to drinking beer with his eggs, 
so he nursed one can through the meal. The Major talked 
excitedly about the compound and Dai Uy Trong, and 
called for more food and more beer. He told Leutner about 
operations and training. To their delight, they discovered 
the Captain had attended the counterinsurgency school 
where the Major had taught. Han brought the Major 
another beer.
“Everybody in province headquarters says this is the 
best damn outfit around."
'They do?" said the Major. Maybe he had underrated 
Meters' reports.
"They still talk about you back in counterinsurgency 
school," the Captain continued. "Anybody who can work 
with you has it made in this Army. Tire only reason I got 
the job is because I’m about to make major myself."
“Congratulations." The Major couldn’t believe it. 
"Now about relieving."
He called Meyers, and the three officers spent the 
morning going over Meyer's reports. The Captain was 
particularly interested in the Major’s tactics for sweep 
operations, which had become classics in their field. He
was sympathetic about the all-night ambushes, such as 
Meyers reported they had conducted the night before.
“You can sit and wait for months without getting 
anything, and then something comes along and makes it 
all worthwhile." explained the Major.
Leutner agreed.
“There's j ust one think I'd like to do before you leave," 
said Leutner.
“Anything I can do to help,” the Major grinned.
"I’d like to go on an operation with you."
The Major gripped the beer can for support.
“We... we don’t have anything planned."
“Most of the troops are out on small unit maneu­
vers," broke in Meyers, shuffling his papers for statistics.
“Small unit tactics have replaced the sweeps," agreed 
the Major. "I'd just get in the way. This has got to be your 
show."
"I want to be able to say I’ve been on an op with you. 
Sir," the Captain insisted. “You don't know what this 
means for my career.”
The Major gripped the beer can tighter.
"I’d like to help, but I can't mess up our other plans." 
Maybe he won't relieve me, he thought wildly. The Major 
remembered the dream of running and death.
Meyers was equally concerned. Shaking his head, he 
paged through his reports.
"We're spread out all over the district. We’d never get 
anything put together in time.”
“It can be something small, just a patrol," argued 
Leutner. “I need this in my record.”
The Major shuddered. The crazy bastard actually 
wanted to go on an op with him. Until his helicopter 
arrived, he had to keep Leutner happy.
Te ll you what,” suggested the Major. “If we get this 
relieving done on time, I'll help you plan your first op. We 
can make it look like we did it together." He looked at 
Meyers, who nodded enthusiastically.
"Yes, Sir!" Leutner agreed. "Where'll we get the 
troops. Lieutenant?”
Meyers returned to his reports.
"We're kind of short," he muttered. The Major nearly 
gagged. The bastard wanted troops.
While Meyers shuffled, Leutner pulled out a pack of 
cigarettes.
"Have one?” he asked the Major. They were Salems.
That's it!" cried the Major. Trong told Harris he 
needed more cigarettes. We'll have them put a few cases 
on my helicopter!”
"I don’t get it,” said Leutner.
"Trong helps us with the PX." the Major explained. 
"We've got to see him anyway before I go. We'll work it 
out."
Then he called Han for lunch.
Dai Uy Trong received them in the teahouse at the 
gate to the compound. After shaking hands, they sat 
down on stools around a table. Leutner was impressed by 
the selection of liquor, engine parts and ammunition 
piled along the wall.
“Yes, yes," smiled Trong. "All very good."
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A boy wearing plastic Japanese sandals served them 
beer in tall brown bottles.
'This is Trong's place," said the Major.
Leutner grinned his approval, and offered a cigarette 
to Trong and the Major. He was surprised to see Trong 
palm two before placing one between his yellow teeth.
"We got beaucoup Salems," began the Major. 
“Marlboros, Winstons, all kinds."
Sucking the smoke in greedily, Trong smiled and 
nodded.
"Beaucoup," the Major repeated, watching the inter­
est stir in Trong’s eyes.
They smoked and drank more beer.
“Dai Uy Leutner, he number one trooper," the Major 
said, as Leutner offered another cigarette to Trong.
"Dai Uy. Dai Uy,” echoed Trong. accepting the ciga­
rette.
The Major felt confident.
“Maybe he go on op, kick shit out of VC.”
Trong stopped breathing. Without the smile, his face 
looked like a cadaver.
“Maybe him get shit kicked." Trong looked at the 
Major. Slowly the smile returned, peeling his lips back 
from the stained teeth. "Number one trooper."
They drank and smoked without talking. You can 
never tell with a gook, thought the Major. Again Leutner 
passed the cigarette.
“You go soon," said Trong, leaning back in the 
smoke. “No more big op."
"Don’t worry about that,” Leutner reassured him. 
"We'll keep on just like before."
Trong turned to him.
"Just like before." The ash crept up his cigarette.
“Dai Uy Leutner, he want to go on op," the Major 
began again. "Maybe you show him how."
"No got troops.”
The Major watched him smoke. You can’t rush a 
gook, he thought. The little bastard’s got to find it by 
himself.
“Very soon big chopper come,” the Major said. ”1 get 
to States."
Through he smoke, Trong nodded.
“Big chopper," repeated the Major. “Maybe bring 
beaucoup stuff. Beaucoup."
“What about the patrol schedule?” interrupted 
Leutner.
“No got beaucoup troops," said Trong. The boy 
brought more beer.
“Big chopper," repeated the Major. "Beaucoup stuff.”
Trong took another cigarette from Leutner.
“Maybe got some troops. No got beaucoup."
"One for one," the Major offered. "Big chopper. How 
many you got?”
Trong’s eyes flickered to the shelves along the wall.
“Eight. Maybe ten. You bring more.” His eyes fixed on 
the Major again.
“1 bring more."
The deal was closed: two cases of cigarettes for every 
soldier. The Major had done worse. When the Americans 
finally stood up, Leutner left his Salems on the table.
In the evening the Major packed his trunk and 
finished his last fifth. Sitting on the steps, he looked 
across the compound at the shadows in Trong's windows. 
The whiskey had dulled his excitement, and he started to 
think about all the nights he’d spent inside that com­
pound. Just one more, he thought, and it will be all over.
"What’s this shit about an op?” Harris kicked open 
the door, nearly jumping on the Major. "What the fuck is 
going on?”
The Major looked up at the Sergeant.
"How should I know? I’ve been relieved."
"Son of a bitch!" Harris smashed his list into the side 
of the door. "He says we're goin' on an op tomorrow, and 
you planned it.”
Harris started toward the Major. In the hooches 
along the wall, lights were starting to flicker. Again the 
door behind them opened.
“Major?” Lieutenant Meyers peered at the two fig­
ures on die steps. "Can I talk to you a minute?"
“Shit," grunted Harris, stalking off across the com­
pound. "Fuckin' officers.”
Meyers took a few steps, and nearly kicked over the 
Major's glass. The Major watched Harris’ figure blending 
with the twilight.
"Sir." began Meyers," about the talk you were going 
to have with Captain Leutner..."
Leaning back, the Major stared at the deepening sky.
“You said you’d talk to him, but just now he said 1 
had to go on this op tomorrow to handle communications. 
I told him I was the administration officer, but he said, 
from now on..." Meyers’ voice broke.
“I told him about Trong running the PX for us.” The 
Major didn't look at Meyers. 'The rest of it he got from 
your reports."
"Christ!" Meyers gasped. “I thought we..."
"It's over. I've been relieved. When you get Uiis short 
yourself, you’ll understand."
Meyers' mind raced wildly. He couldn't give Lhe 
Major away, because his reports implicated them both. 
He couldn’t tell Leutner he was afraid. And he couldn't go 
out on an op and get killed, when he was so short himself.
“Christ. What am I going to do?"
“You could go with Harris."
Meyers looked across the empty compound.
“Where's Harris gone?"
“To see Dai Uy Trong.” said the Major. Standing up. 
he climbed the steps back into the hooch.
Leutner had wanted to start the operation at four in 
the morning. He couldn't understand why the troops 
weren't ready. Twice he sent Harris to Dai Uy Trong. and 
twice Harris returned with the same shrug. Exasperated, 
the Captain sent Lieutenant Meyers to find out what had 
happened. Half an hour later. Meyers reported that Trong 
was holding back his troops as an honor guard for the 
Major.
The Major was ready to go even earlier than the 
Captain. For the first time in months, he’d awakened 
sober. All the waiting, all the fear was almost over. Harris 
dragged his trunk outside, and left it at the foot of the 
steps.
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The Major ordered coffee with his eggs. Leutner 
found a cup and sat down beside him.
‘They'll be here any minute now." the Captain said. 
“1 told them to huriy it up."
The Major swallowed and nodded.
"You know. Major, there’s one tiling I forgot to ask 
you." said LeuLner. "What do you do if one of the VNs gets 
hit?"
"Medevac him," said the Major.
“And if he’s dead."
"Medevac him. Medevac everybody. It’s bad for mo­
rale if you bring them back here.” The Major jumped up; 
the helicopter was rattling over the compound.
He ran down the steps past Harris and the trunk. 
Over by Trong's house, Meyers had ten or twelve boys in 
new uniforms. Rotors slicing the dust, the helicopter 
roared into the compound.
The side gunner started pushing out cases of ciga­
rettes. With every case, the Major's heart beat faster. Ten, 
twelve, sixteen. eighLeen. and the helicopter was empty.
Turning to Leutner. the Major yelled good luck over 
the engine. The relieving ceremony was complete. Bent 
double, he ran under the rotors for the chopper. Harris 
followed with the trunk. After he had shoved it in beside 
him. the Sergeant gave the Major the finger.
Shuddering, the helicopter rose slowly. As it banked 
forward to clear the wall, the Major looked back at Meyers 
and his troops. There were only nine now. and the 
cigarettes were gone. The Major wondered what had 
happened to Trong. but already they were climbing over 
Lhe wall, and Lhe fields were spreading out beneath them.
Captain Leutner followed the Major's op plan out of 
the district town into the fields along the river. One of the 
new recruits trotted behind him. lugging a field radio on 
his back. Dragging their rifles along the ground, the 
others straggled after them. Meyers and Harris, who had 
the other radio, brought up the rear.
Trudging across the dikes, they cursed die afternoon 
sun. Once they saw a man driving a bullock through the 
fields, but he disappeared into Lhe trees before they could 
call him. LeuLner ordered a halt in some trees by the river, 
and they squatted in the shade, smoking Salem ciga­
rettes. According to the Major's plan, another patrol 
should be on their flank. Meyers said maybe they were 
keeping under cover.
Leutner grunted and studied the map.
"There's supposed to be a blocking force up here." 
On the map. he pointed lo a grove across a canal several 
fields away. "We push in along the river, and the other 
troops come in across the fields." With his hands, he 
made Lhe triangle of river and canal and fields that would 
contract to drive the enemy into the ambush.
Meyers nodded.
"1 don't like being out of contact with our flank," 
Leutner said.
'That never bothered the Major," Harris smirked.
Folding the map. tire Captain decided to have a talk 
with the Sergeant when they got back.
"Get moving," Leutner ordered, starting forward 
through the trees. The others waited to see who would be 
Lhe first to finish his cigarette. Finally Harris pulled the 
Captain’s radioman to his feet. One by one. at longer and 
longer intervals, the soldiers moved off after Leutner. 
Harris and Meyers were last.
Skirting the fields, they crept through the trees along 
the river. Every few minutes, Leutner peered out of the 
brush for a glimpse of their flank cover. The only move­
ment was his own men straggling after him.
At the edge of the last field before the canal. Leutner 
crouched down with his map, and waited for the radioman 
to come up. He looked across the field, and could just 
make out where the canal set back the next tree line. 
Sweating and shaking as if exhausted, the radioman 
crept up and squatted beside him. Leutner wondered ifhe 
were sick.
The Captain took the handset to tell Meyers to bring 
up the troops, but he couldn't raise him. He turned to the 
alternate frequency. There was chatter on that line, a 
voice like Meyers' calling for a medevac helicopter. Leutner 
turned back to the patrol frequency. Finally the 
Lieutenant's voice crackled out of the receiver.
Angrily Leutner ordered him to bring up the troops. 
Then he pushed aside the branches or another look for 
their flank. Nothing stirred in the field, not a breath of air, 
nothing to explain the tiny movement in the thicket 
across Lhe canal.
He started to wonder what had moved the leaves, 
and had started to crouch back down, when he heard the 
helicopter. Now what Lhe hell? He was looking up, when 
the leaves around him shivered, and tire bullets whipped 
him over backwards to the ground.
Head thrown back, he saw the upside-down radioman 
staring at him in horror, fingers still in his ears. What’s 
the matter, wondered Leutner? The radioman crawled 
away through Lhe bush.
Leutner's chest rose and feel rapidly, but a cold hand 
closed his throat. He wondered how his chest could 
breath without using his nose and mouth. The air seared 
his lungs in shuddering gasps that blended with the roar 
of the helicopter. Maybe Meyers would know. Maybe 
Harris would tell.
They were standing over him now. but they had no 
answer for Lhe questioning eyes that stared up at them.
'The fucker’s finished," said Harris. He threw a 
smoke grenade into the field to signal lire helicopter. Then 
he lit a cigarette, and waited for it to land.
Sweeping aside the smoke, the helicopter rushed 
toward them. Its struts barely touched Lhe ground before 
a crewman jumped out with a stretcher. Harris helped 
him lift the Captain into it and carry him to tire chopper. 
As they strapped him to the side, the helicopter was 
already starting to rise. The crewman leapt aboard. 
Harris stuck his cigarette into Leutner's mouth. The 
Captain’s head fell back when the helicopter climbed, 
and the cigarette blew out over the fields.
Running back to Meyers, Harris didn’Lseeit fall. The 
Lieutenant was anxious to start on his report. If they 
hurried, Harris said, they might catch one of the VNs to 
carry the radio for him.
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The M ajor bought his last carton o f tax free ciga­
rettes in Tan Son Nhut airport, and chain smoked waiting 
for the plane. I can ’t believe it. I’m so short, he thought. 
Finally the gate swung open, and they called the officers 
to go aboard.
The silver hulled je t  flashed in the sunlight. Just a 
few  m ore steps through the hot afternoon, and the Major 
was running up the stairs. Even inside he was sweating. 
The a ir conditioning chilled him, and the whine o f the 
engines ran through his stomach like electricity. It seemed 
to take forever to get everyone aboard. The M ajor could 
hardly breath until they were racing down the runway, 
and the nose lifted, and the ram shackle city fell away 
beneath them.
The M ajor w as elated and exhausted. It was over; he 
was free; he could sleep; he could live. Leaning back, he 
sm iled out the w indow. They w ere banking over the shell 
splattered earth around the city. Slowly the great brown 
river curled by his w indow. Then far, far away, like a 
m innow in a deep clear stream , he saw a tiny helicopter 
slid ing in from  the Delta.
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New Product
Invite all your V ietnam -era friends! Have 15 
tons o f wet sand delivered to your back­
yard. purchase some old-fashioned E-tools. 
'Armtd Right" and you are ready for an evening o f fu n . fun, 
fun. Im agine the conversation, think o f the 
sore m uscles, visualize your neighbors’ 
outrage as profanity fills the air! But hurry! 
Your husband has. unbeknownst to you. 
purchased the W eptronics party kit for the 
gam e called INCOMING! Imagine your party- 
guests ’ surprise as 105 and 155 HE shells 
fill the a ir and explode in a crescendo o f 
cracks  and boom sI See them fight for the 
shallow  fighting holes, and watch as the 
laggards w ho did not fill enough bags are 
torn to pieces! Can it get any better than 
this? W e at W eptronics like to call it Memory 
Building. Hurry, these kits are going fast!
Helpful Hints for the Hostess
Never say as an ice-breaker;
1. Y ou ’re getting some disability for that, 
aren ’t you?
2. I d idn ’t know you could do that with a 
cane!
3. W hat was your first w ife like?
4. W hat is it like at the VFW? W hat do you 
guys do?
5. You d idn ’t do all those horrible things, 
did you.... I mean rea llip
6. Rash? I thought it was a broach!
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Ronald J. Wichers. PO  B ox 153, Destin, FL  32540-0153.
It m ade a sharp cracking noise. M y God.... I’ll never be 
able to forget it. I guess. It was a sharp cra -a -a ck w iih  a 
sort o f m uffling thud back up behind it. sort of... God. Her 
right leg. I can still hear it. It d idn ’t go like the others. Had 
to really work w ith it. God! And her face. There w asn ’t any 
expression to it. but there w as this kind o f explosiveness 
though. W anta blow  m y brains out every time I think o f 
it.
It was so weird, anyway, landing over there all o f a 
sudden. Had seen guys on TV  slugging through jungle 
and swamp and this really tall grass called elephant 
grass. W atched it on TV  for years, and then, b oom  there 
I w as in there too, all dressed up in green w ith this stupid 
helm et down around my ears, and a black rifle in my 
hands like I knew  what 1 w as doing, and that red mud 
staining these big floppy jungle fatigues to a pukie kind 
o f rust color. Just boorrl All o f a  sudden there I was 
slogging around in the TV  set like I knew w hat I w as doing. 
Weird, really weird.
But, I don ’t know, all o f that’s fine; I ju s t can ’t never 
seem to get it out o f my mind these other things, like this 
wom an lying there in my mind forever w ith  that face like 
stone, no sign o f pain, no crying or yelling, nothing. Just 
staring at us like we weren 't really there too. Th at’s 
probably what did it in the first place, com e to think o f it. 
But, I don ’t know, m y God! It ju s t happened, and there’s 
no pretending that it didn’t. I don ’t really know what 
happened, tell you the truth.
W e had been working this AO. this area o f operation 
for a whole month, seemed like a m illion years. A  day was 
like a w eek over there. Lots a booby traps and stuff. Guys 
were getting it all the time. Being careful d idn ’t even  mean 
nothing. Every day, ju s t about, som ebody got a leg blown 
off. or his guts ripped open, or ju st plain got his lunch 
entirely; and every time it happened we all got really 
scared, and then w e’d get kind o f sad... no not sad... 
morose, ugly black killer mood, arid then by the next 
m orning w e’d be like stone inside, m aking all kinds o f 
prom ises to ourselves about getting even; bringing it 
hom e to the Little Man, we used to say.
Th is one time we were tracking these gooks, four or 
five o f them. Tracked them all dam ned morning, hot on 
their trail right into a village, this crum m y little village on 
the edge o f a rubber plantation. W e knew  they w ere in 
there. W e made up our mind things w ould get even. We 
slapped a few people around, burned a  couple hooches, 
but there was no sign o f these guys, and nobody was 
talking. Then, God it was weird, w e saw  this old lady, all 
o f us at the same time, ju st about. She w as squatting in 
the dirt under a big old tree, you know how  they do. It was 
getting on to lunch time, and the sun was so hot, you 
know how it gets over there, like it can suck the very life 
out o f you. The flies were going nuts too. M aybe that’s 
what did it, the flies. You know how  they can a lm ost get
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into your brain w ith  that noise; and we were starving and 
the heat was bo iling our brains. Maybe that’s what did it. 
You know  how it gets over there like it’s gonna suck the 
blood right out o f  you.
Anyway... God... like I say. we all saw this really old 
wom an squatting like it w as Sunday m orning in the park 
or something, and scratching in the dust w ith a twig. That 
m iserable red dust, it was all over everyth ing including 
us. sticking to the sweat on our faces and arms and 
necks, itchy and slimy. W ell we all knew, and this is 
w hat’s really weird, we all knew  at the sam e instant, all 
o f us together that she knew  exactly where those little VC 
bastards got to. God. it w as like our m inds all melted 
together into one. W e knew  she knew; and we knew she 
knew  that we knew. It happened ju st like that, just, boom, 
like snapping you r fingers. All we needed was the details.
So we gathered around and started to question her. 
She totally ignored us. That’s w hat did it probably. 
Ignoring us like that, and us in this mood, and the heat, 
and stuff, and she ju st squatting there in the dirt, 
scratching w ith that m iserable stick, and ju st stoned 
ignoring us all like w e didn ’t matter, like we were a bunch 
o f jerks, or not even that; made us feel like we didn ’t even 
exist at all like w e really was nothing but a TV show or 
something. 11 got to where we weren ’t even thinking about 
them gooks we had been tracking, we ju st wanted to 
crack her m ind open for treating us like that... I guess. 
M aybe that’s w hat did it.
Then there w as this thing happening between us all. 
this rage like, bu ild ing up slowly; slowly like somebody 
blow ing up a balloon or something. W e hid it from her, but 
let it build and build and build as we questioned her over 
and over again, g iv ing her a couple kicks now and then in 
the legs and the back. One o f them was a real blow. She 
lost her balance and, before she went down, a couple o f 
us (can’t rem em ber who) grabbed her by the arm pits, and 
dragged her over to this big tree stump, and draped her 
over it face up. W ish it had been the other way around. 
C an ’t never stop  seeing her face; her nose working 
desperately to breathe so she could keep her mouth 
closed to look calm . And her eyes looked like she knew 
everyth ing in the world.
Nobody said w hat to do or how  to do it. we all ju s t did 
it together. W eird.
W e questioned her some more, really yelling now. 
There was like this power in our brains like when you 
drink too m u ch , only nobody was drinking, it was this 
tw isting sort o f sensation, w ith a kind o f groaning. Our 
boots were m aking a lot o f dust.
Broke her right arm. Absolutely certain she would 
tell us where they went; but all she did was gasp really 
loud the w ay som ebody does when you throw them into 
a freezing cold pond or something. She ju st stared up at 
the sky. Everybody was quiet for ju st a second. But we 
started yelling louder. Broke her other arm for her. and 
both her legs too. God I’ll never forget trying to break her 
right leg. It w as sturdier than the other one, I guess.
My God.... I honestly don ’t know how that kinda stu ff 
could happen. I come from a really good family.
Ron W ichers writes: I lost a  lim b figh tin g  in Vietnam in 
1970 w ith an infantry unit. I  studied H istory at the 
University o f  Nevada at Las Vegas, and B iblica l and 
System atic Theology at the G raduate Theological Union in 
Berkeley. California. Four o f  the M y rm id o n s  series (o f  
which there are 13 storiesl have appeared in a Florida  
Panhandle anthology titled T h e  E m e ra ld  C oa s t R ev iew , 
published annually by the W est F lorida Literary Federa­
tion. WUWF, the National Pub lic  Radio affiliate, has aired  
dram atic readings o f  seven o f  my stories and has accepted  
several others fo r  fu tu re  broadcast.
EPTRONICS
New Product
W eptronics announces the first o f its line o f
Christm as toys. The FUNGRADE is an 
"Afmad Riaht" exact rep lica o f the M-26 hand grenade—  
exact in every detail, save two. For most o f 
our FUNGRADES, when you toss them in 
the m idst o f you r gathering o f vets, you will 
be treated to ou r new M EGASOUND tech­
nology. You w ill hear the striker go home, 
the spoon fly into the air, and the deter­
m ined buzz o f the 7-second fuse, and then 
our patented Android  Voice w ill boom out 
the message o f  your choice: ‘T a k e  that, 
assholes!” or “Fooled you !” or that all-time 
favorite. “Are those baggies you are w ear­
ing. Fred?” There is more, though— so 
much more... Those funsters at W eptronics 
ju st couldn’t leave well enough alone. One 
out o f every 100 FUNGRADES is “hot.” 
Even you overpaid EOD types know what 
that means. Yes... Yes... one out o f 100 has 
that 3/4 oz. o f com p ‘B’ and 26,000 pieces 
o f shrapnel. Im agine the fun when you 
really do clean out a room. Officers... re­
m em ber th ose  pesky P ro ject 100,000 
troops? Always sullen, always questioning 
your authority, always needing to be re­
trained? At their next reunion, roll one o f 
these puppies into the room. W atch the 
1.000-yard-stares focus. A fter all. didn’t 
they always threaten you w ith the same 
thing? Turn about is fair play. Troopies... 
tired o f going to unit reunions and having 
the officers and noncom s treating you like 
their shit don ’t stink? Find out if it really 
does. Drop a FUNGRADE into the punch 
bowl and w atch  those sm ug faces tighten 
up w ith the realization o f im pending doom. 
Better yet, throw yourself on the FUNGRADE 
and get the m edal you always deserved. 
Hurry! Supplies are lim ited and the de­
mand is sure to be great. Buy a hundred 
and be sure!
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Pate Warner, 1955 Tatum Lane, Lebanon, KY 40033
If you've got a little of the pathologist in you, if you're 
interested in causes after the fact, then Major Drake was 
responsible for what happened to Yarbro that hot morn­
ing. It was his idea to send us out with a scout dog to 
search for caches of weapons. He probably thought it was 
a sound plan. At the time.
Or maybe the dog handler was to blame and, if so. he 
paid dearly for his inattention. He stood idly by, yacking 
about the girls in Sydney, while the big shepherd began 
digging. Somebody told him to stop the dog. His last 
words were, "Don't worry about it."
At any rate, the dog kept digging and set off a mine, 
blowing himself and his handler into never-never land. 
Unfortunately our medic Yarbro was close enough to get 
a big dose of shrapnel, too.
Yarbro liked to tell about the high school classmate 
who'd offered him a handful of pills before their physical. 
The pills would have raised Yarbro’s blood pressure out 
of sight for a day or two. Yarbro declined.
He would be living with decision for a long long time.
We were lucky. The dustoff came before Yarbro had 
lost much blood. It landed long enough for us to load him 
and the doorgunner to throw out two bodybags, one for 
the dog handler and one for the dog. No hurry with them; 
they weren't going anywhere.
When we got back to the firebase, nobody mentioned 
Yarbro. We hadn't had a man killed or wounded in over 
two months. Sergeant Peters always said we were fugi­
tives from the law of averages.
Walker didn’t even bother cleaning his weapon or 
radio. He knew he could get by with it. He was leaving the 
next afternoon for Cam Ranh Bay and on to Bangkok for 
R&R. He sat a little distance from the rest of us, drinking 
from a bottle of Scotch and reading a book.
Walker and Sam Barker and I had come to battalion 
together. I suppose we all changed, but Walker's change 
had been unpleasant to watch,
There’d been a time when he was reliable, good- 
hearted, and funny. He already had a degree in English, 
and he was bitter because the draft had interrupted his 
plans for graduate school. He was deeply against the war.
But the more time he spent in the bush, the less he 
talked about the draft or the Army. He was still reliable, 
still loyal to the platoon, but his circle of bitter anger 
widened, taking in anyone not in the infantry and all 
civilians, especially women. Being dumped by his college 
sweetheart hadn't helped.
Lt. Morrow and Sergeant Peters were watching 
Walker. Like me, they were waiting.
Oddball passed by. saw Walker, and said. “Hey, LT, 
we ought to get a picture of the Professor. We could call 
it 'What Sort of Man Reads Hemingway?"’
We knew what he meant. A few weeks before Walker 
had propped the corpse of an NVA against a tree, placed 
the famous skin magazine in the lifeless hands, and said.
“Now we finally know the answer to that all-important 
question: What Sort Of Man Reads Playboy?"
Walker didn't even smile. He rose and said. “Ameri­
can writers are all a bunch of lying, low-grade assholes. 
I hate them, one and all."
“All of them?" the LT said.
“Every last one." A rather extreme statement, con­
sidering Walker's former love of American literature.
"And here's the worst one." He waved his copy of A 
Farewell to Arms at us. “General Ernie. What a con-man. 
what a lying, syphilitic old fool. Know how he got that 
great war wound he was always bragging about?"
“No," the LT said, “but I bet we're about to."
“A goddamned trench mortar. The son of a bitch was 
never in contact. He was a fucken ambulance driver." He 
waved the book at us again. “Sweet little Catherine 
Barkley, that ministering angel. Nurses are all whores, 
selling it for fifty bucks a crack at the Officer's Club every 
night. 1 hate them all. Doctors, too."
He unbuttoned his fatigue pants and dropped them. 
Like the rest of us, he didn't wear drawers. He opened the 
book and rubbed it against his ass.
“Sergeant Peters," the LT said, “you’re a witness. 
We’re seeing the ultimate sacrilege."
But Walker wasn’t done. He threw down the book 
and pulled up his pants. When he picked the book up and 
started off, we saw where he was headed. The latrine was 
fifty yards downhill, and someone had taken out the 
barrels, added diesel, and set them on fire. Walker went 
straight to a barrel and threw in the book.
A couple of artillery troops were passing by and 
heard Walker’s tirade. One of them said, “What’s wrong 
with that guy?"
“Meanness," Peters said. 'Too much booze. Too 
much bush."
Walker didn't say a word the rest of the afternoon. He 
skipped supper and when it was dark, went off to his 
bunker and lay down. Nobody said anything to him. Our 
own thoughts were sad enough.
He woke Sam and me the next morning. "Get up." he said. 
His voice was quiet and cold. "Put on some clean fatigues. 
Shave."
"What is it?" Sam said.
“We're going to the hospital to see Yarbro. Pay our 
respects." He made it sound like Yarbro was already 
dead.
The LT and Peters saw us getting ready. “And where 
do you guys think you’re going?" Peters said.
Sam and 1 looked at Walker. We thought he’d already 
obtained permission.
'To the hospital." Walker said.
“Next time, ask first.” the LT said. “Tell Yarbro we'll 
be by to see him some time tomorrow." He pointed at Sam 
and me. “You two be damn sure you're back here by 
noon."
“We’re wasting time," Walker said and left for the
pad.
"See to it that he behaves," the LT said. "He's in a bad 
mood."
“He stays in a bad mood," Sam said.
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The LT thought a moment and nodded. “Yeah." he 
said, "there's a lot of that going around."
Walker was silent all the way to the hospital. But when he 
saw the barracks where the medical personnel lived, he 
said. "It's a rough life, ain’t it?” and spat “REMFs."
We knew what he meant. Rear Echelon Mother 
Fuckers. They stayed diy and cool, slept on beds. Hot 
food, showers, the PX and clubs nearby. Survival was 
something they never had to worry about. They were in 
the same Army as us, the same country, but that was all 
we had in common.
We found the admissions building and turned in our 
weapons and ammunition. A Red Cross volunteer— 
donut dollies, we called them—was talking to the PFC at 
the desk. Sam and I probably gawked at her; she was the 
first round-eyed girl we’d seen in weeks.
“Hi." she said brightly, "where're you guys from?"
Walker looked at her as if she were a creature from 
another planet. “From the bush." he said.
Sam eased him out of the way and asked where we'd 
find Yarbro.
“Anemic brained slut." Walker said when we were 
outside.
We had been in the hospital wards before, but 1 was still 
unprepared for that look down the long room. Bed after 
bed, body after body.
A medic was using an iodine pad to scrub the foot of 
a soldier in the first bed. I saw his rank and said. 
"Sergeant, where's SP/4 Bill Yarbro?" He was about to 
start an IV and didn't look up. "Check the board by the 
door."
The sheet of plywood was covered with clear plastic. 
One black square for every bed with names written in red 
grease pencil.
"He's in the last bed on the left." 1 said.
But Sam and Walker were watching the medic. The 
patient was about our age. His legs looked okay, but both 
his upper limbs ended above the elbow and were wrapped 
in bandages.
“A  farewell to arms,” Walker said quietly.
“Shut up." Sam told him. “Let's go see Yarbro."
1 wasn't watching Sam or Walker, but / looked 
straight ahead as we went down the aisle.
Yarbro was lying with his eyes closed, half-covered 
by a sheet. IVs going in both arms, a catheter draining 
urine. But what concerned me more was the big patch 
over his left eye and the tube running into an incision in 
his abdomen.
Though we didn't speak, he opened his eyes and 
looked at us. After a moment his face broke into a big grin. 
“Well, look who's here."
Naturally we asked how he was doing.
"Getting lighter all the time."
“What?" Sam said.
'They took out my eye and amputated my foot. Six or 
eight feet of small intestine." But he kept grinning. "If they 
don't send me to Japan before long, there'll be nothing 
left."
"Nothing left," Walker said and looked away.
“See this," Yarbro said and pointed to the bag of 
dark, runny stool. 'They've got my asshole sewed shut. A 
colostomy. I’ll get rid of this shit bag in a few weeks."
He asked about the rest of the platoon. “Make sure 
you-all take your malaria pills." he said. "Use your iodine 
tablets."
“Same old Yarbro," Sam said and took his hand. 
"Still a mother hen."
“Yep." Yarbro said, “same old me. I hope they give 
you a good medic.”
“You’ll be hard to replace," I said.
“Everybody's replaceable." he said. “And everything. 
They'll give me a new foot and a glass eye.” His smile 
became wider. ‘Tve got a plan for that eye. 1 go in a bar, 
see. and when my glass is empty, I put the eye in the glass 
and—”
I glanced at Walker while Yarbro was describing his 
scheme. The muscles in his jaw were twitching.
I looked past him. A tall, red-haired nurse, a lieuten­
ant, was at the next bed. She was changing the dressing 
on a big wound on a guy’s leg. but every so often she'd look 
up and watch us, especially Walker.
"Are you hurting anywhere?" Sam asked.
"All over. But that's about to end shortly. Here comes 
my doctor."
The doctor was a young looking captain named 
Coffman. He had a syringe in his hand. "Having some 
company?" he said.
These are my buddies," Yarbro said proudly. “Re­
con. The Bountyhunters."
Doctor Coffman was not particularly impressed.
“Good," he said and looked us over. "Real good." He 
wiped off a litde outlet on the IV tubing with an alcohol 
pad and injected the medicine.
“What's that you're giving him?" Walker said.
"MS."
"Morphine," Yarbro said. "These are the guys that 
bandaged me up," he told Coffman. They did a good job, 
didn’t they?"
Coffman looked at us again. "Yes," he said, “quite 
good." The morphine took effect quickly. Yarbro yawned. 
“See you tomorrow," he said and drifted off with Sam still 
holding his hand.
Tomorrow, buckaroo," Sam said.
“How's he doing?” Walker asked.
"Pretty well. His vital signs are stable. No infection. 
Urine output looks okay.”
He was about to say something else, but Walker cut 
him off.
"Why'd you take off his foot?" A moment later he 
added, “Sir."
Perhaps Coffman was anticipating that question. 
"You think we’re knife happy?"
“1 bandaged that foot myself," Walker said. “It didn’t 
look that bad."
"Sometimes tilings are worse than they look. Bits of 
shrapnel and boot leather were embedded in the bone. 
The tibial artery was almost severed."
That seemed to satisfy Walker. “We'll call that Cap­
tain Coffman's Law," he said. "Things are worse than they 
seem.”
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“Sometimes."
Walker’s eyes took on that awful glint again. “Sir," he
said, "is Nurse Barkley on duty today?"
Coffman was looking at Yarbro’s chart. "Who?”
"Catherine Barkley. Surely you know her. She's a 
regular angel of mercy.”
Coffman smiled, but it was just a reflex. "We've got 
a lot of new people. Is she the one from Cleveland?"
The red-haired nurse laughed quietly and walked 
away.
“You can see your friend tomorrow." Coffman said. 
“He'll be here two more days."
“He’s going to be all right, isn't he?” Sam said.
Coffman nodded. “Sure."
"Dumbass," Walker said to Sam. “He’ll never be the 
same." Without another word, he left.
'Thanks, sir," Sam said, but Coffman was already 
moving to the next bed. I don't think he even heard.
Walker was waiting for us at the door. ‘Thanks, sir,” 
he mocked at Sam. 'Thanks for what? You think he gives 
a shit about Yarbro?"
“1 think he might,” I said. Walker glared at me and 
went outside.
The red-haired nurse was outside, too, drinking a 
Coke. Taking her break, I guess.
As soon as Walker saw her, he said, “Excuse me, 
aren't you Catherine Barkley?”
"Of course I am," she said. "You look dashing, as 
usual. Lieutenant Henry."
Sam and I laughed.
Walker could scarcely take that. Here was some­
one—an officer and a woman, at that—who was on to his 
bullshit. He couldn't come up with a worthwhile reply and 
couldn't risk getting really nasty. He knew, as we did. that 
this was one woman who wouldn't hesitate to lock his 
heels.
“Let's go," he said finally. "I hate charnel houses."
He walked away, and I said, “How'd you know about 
all that? It's been his private joke for two days.”
“1 had a minor in English in another life."
Sam said, “1 apologize for our partner's bad man­
ners."
“Don't. He's really hurting. You ought to get him out 
of here."
“We plan to. ma'am."
“You guys," she said and shook her head. She looked 
away, then back at us. "Griefs not a commodity and you 
don't have a corner on the market."
We found Walker outside admissions, tying on his 
bandoleers. We checked out our weapons and joined him.
“I'm getting to like it here,” he said. “I may stick 
around and fuck with some people, namely one smartass 
redheaded twat.”
“She fixed you,” I said.
Walker made a move to go back into admissions, but 
Sam put a hand on his shoulder and turned him around. 
“No. Professor," he said. “You're going with us." Holding 
a big fist in front of Walker's nose, he added, "Right now."
We stopped by the PX on the way to the pad, and Walker 
bought another bottle of Scotch. He didn't offer us any,
but it was just as well. In a few hours we'd be back in the 
bush, just about the time he left for Cam Ranh Bay.
I thought of Yarbro lying there, still cheerful, still 
brave, and the way Walker’s face had looked. I wondered 
how many times that scene would replay itself for Walker 
as he prowled around Bangkok, whoring and drinking 
and, probably, causing trouble.
Maybe in time he'd be better. Maybe in another life 
we all would.
Walker opened his bottle and drank again. “You 
guys think I was just lying around drunk last night.” he 
said, “but 1 wasn't. In my mind I went somewhere. ! saw 
our future.”
“Visions of the future," Sam said, "courtesy of your 
cousin Johnny."
Walker ignored him. “Gentlemen." he said. "1 have 
seen the future, and it sucks."
He drank again and shivered. “Something bad is 
going to happen to us."
“Maybe it already has," I said.
Pate Warner is married, with one daughter. His fiction has 
appeared iri Re: Arts &. Letters, Jnnisfree, Flipside, 
FOC Review, Clifton Magazine, Radio Void and Sound­
ings East. He served in RVN 1970-71 with the Americal 
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Down by the river the trees turn soonest in the fall, so I 
parallel the river on my way to work. Fall is my favorite 
time, when the leaves m ight be a different color everyday, 
and 1 wouldn ’t want to m iss any o f it. I’ve spent too much 
o f my life in places where leaves don ’t change color.
Because I know how  fast time goes, I concentrate on 
the trees. Colors mean a lot to me. Today their colors will 
be like no other day, not like yesterday and not like 
tomorrow. Autumn, 1 can taste it on my tongue. I can feel 
the simultaneous rush o f melancholy and exuberance. 
The end and the beginning. I think o f cheerleaders in 
white sweaters and short blue skirts, jum ping high, 
showing blue panties. Frost has not come yet, but the 
mornings are cool.
A long the path beneath the trees, an Oriental man is 
running.
Orientals have no pectorals. Their chests are almost 
concave. Steadying my arm along the back o f the seat. I 
cradle my rifle and snug it against my shoulder. The steel 
is cold and my hands don’t sweat. The jogger’s chest 
explodes, pink fragments flying, a little blood, and then 
comes that crumpling, graceful fall. Most o f their muscles 
are in their legs; it makes them so good at broken-field 
running, at jungle slithering.
I step on the brake at a stoplight. The Oriental man 
runs on. It isn’t that I hate them. Gooks are good at 
technical things, but nodding and sm iling are not com­
munication.
Tam  Do sits on the bench next to m ine and tries to 
talk. “Ah, how  you today. Charlie?” l ie  gives me that 
giggle they all have, like everything is funny. I’m not 
talking to gooks today. He turns away politely and I feel 
bad.
C liff Sears, m anagem ent asshole, comes by, wearing 
his necktie that m akes him  important. "You need to have 
your progress report on my desk by 9:30,” he says.
Shit! Progress reports. How can you make progress 
when they take up all your time making progress reports? 
They learn how to put things this way in management 
sem inars. Not that he needs a progress report, but that 
I need to get it done.
C liff was a lieutenant in V iet Nam. Fuckin’ shame he 
survived. Somebody fell down on the job. We did get rid 
o f some lieutenants who would have turned into the 
wrong people.
That’s the trouble, I think, as I look at Tam  Do. I 
killed gooks who never had anything but political differ­
ences with me— the gu lf between us was not ha lf so wide 
as what’s between me and C liff Sears. I’ve been saddled 
w ith the useless C liff Sears on dog and pony shows in San 
Antonio, trying to sell the System 300 to Southwestern 
Bell, and seen him get freaked out by a Texas thunder­
storm. No doubt he was in administration, survived some 
w ild-ass mortar attack. A  Texas thunderstorm freaks 
him out.
Tam  Do is a handsome, deserving young man and 
doesn’t really remind me o f gooks. He isn ’t even V ietnam ­
ese. but part Chinese, and he isn ’t even skinny. His 
people migrated to V ietnam  some time ago. His parents 
fled South Vietnam, not North Vietnam, like some o f 
those who came to the States with their hands empty and 
their mouths filled with lies.
"Tam Do?”
He looks up.
“How’d you like to earn a few bucks?"
He grins. "How I do that. Charlie?"
"I’d pay you to wear black pajamas and shower 
shoes. You come slipping around here at night when 
w e’re busting our asses on this System 300.”
Tam  Do is giggling.
“Just let old C liff catch a glimpse o f you running past 
his window— so he can’t be sure if he’s really seeing 
anything— maybe call out a few Vietnam ese words from 
way in the back o f the warehouse. Then ju st throw— let’s 
see. I’ll get you a knapsack at the surplus store"—Tam  Do 
is shaking his head— "and you ju st throw it. I’ll get you a 
smoke bomb. Then you run like hell. I’ll guarantee old 
ClifTll freak out. W e’ll get that cocksucker o ff our asses for 
good."
Tam  Do cracks up. “See, that your problem, Charlie. 
You still in Saigon." Tam  Do knows I don ’t mind him 
calling me Charlie. It’s a Charlie Daniels’ song.
C liff Sears and his em pirical answers and his 
goddamn progress reports. C liff doesn ’t even know how 
to put a circuit board together. He only wants empirical 
answers because he doesn ’t know what questions to ask.
The colonel always wanted body counts, tunnel 
complexes, weapons and rice caches, som ething to prove 
we did our fu ck in g  job .
Payback. C liff deserves some payback.
August 16. September 11. I make up projected 
completion dates for C liff and picture blood pumping 
from his throat.
“W hat happened to you in W orld W ar I?" I used to ask 
my oldest uncle, who never told me. All I rem em ber is the 
smell o f Flying Dutchman and his far-away eyes. Staying 
drunk for ten years wiped out most o f his memories, I 
guess. He told my mother o f being pinned down in a wheat 
field in France, watching the wheat being mowed down by 
machine gun fire.
Mother had older brothers; Dad. younger ones. My 
family’s service to country spanned two world wars.
But vividly I recall my youngest uncle’s memorial 
service. His picture showed sad eyes and dark skin. 
There’s Indian blood runs in us. They take your country 
away, then they send you away to die for it. Johnnie was 
dead on a beach at some place called Normandy. A  beach, 
and I was raised land-locked. I was excited, outdoors with 
all my relatives like a picnic, and I fell o ff my chair when 
rifles were fired. The grass in the cem etery was yellow. It 
must have been autumn then, and my baby sister’s shoes 
were red.
Before I got tin soldiers, I played w ith blocks, and it 
was war I played. Red blocks were artillery. Red blocks 
were infantry, too, but with green blocks on their backs 
for packs. Yellow blocks were cavalry. John W ayne
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always rode a chestnut horse, but yellow  was as close as 
blocks could get.
Desert Shield and Desert Storm wiped out America’s 
shame. Am erica does not like losers. Yellow  ribbons, 
rom antic as the cavalry ’s bugle call. Panty Shield, we 
called it at the group meetings.
Tam  Do works quietly at his bench, and his round 
face betrays nothing inside his mind. He’s right. As I lay 
out my schematic, the part o f my mind that never came 
back takes over. It’s Tam  Do’s face I see flash past as I find 
m yself driving a jeep  down a rutted track through the 
ravaged Vietnam ese countryside. Refugees trudge per­
petually to a haven that does not exist. A  small boy o f 
seven or eight carries a huge baby on his hip. 1 avoid their 
eyes because the kid will try to con me out o f anything he 
thinks I have.
But som ething about that baby is wrong, and I stop. 
“Lai daft" I command him. and the Vietnamese boy 
scuttles w illingly to the jeep . “W here’d you get that kid?”
“You buy my brother?” Eager to make a sale, the kid 
hauls the light-eyed baby up on his hip and resettles him. 
I speed away, glad to obliterate the disgusting children in 
my dust.
Oriental women have never appealed to me. Straight 
up and down, they are. and those high-pitched, sing­
song voices whining, driving you crazy.
Prostitutes follow us around. Cyclo girls, the V iet­
nam ese call them, because they ride bicycles. Men crawl 
into shelter halves w ith these whores, their lower bodies 
exposed to the rain and the commentary. The whores 
chew betel leaves and have black teeth. And some o f them 
are the mothers o f the sons o f men like these.
I like whores sometimes. It's because they do it for 
money. But when you ’re done, you get that cold feeling 
and can ’t w ait to get away. But they never tell me how 
hard it was to pay the rent w hile I was in Vietnam.
My foot still aches when the weather changes. I shift 
it on the rung o f the stool and think about killing Tam Do, 
who glances up and gives me a fleeting Oriental smile. I 
look away again and see the hospital ward, that spic 
doctor looking at my ha lf a foot w ith that sneer on his face. 
And that bitch, that head nurse with one brown eye and 
one blue one, telling me my foot stinks. The other nurse, 
the pretty one, came and wrapped my foot up again, away 
from their eyes.
She cam e in every day and rubbed one guy’s back, 
that guy w ith arthritis. She would sit on his bed for an 
hour at a time, rubbing his back w ith long, slow  strokes, 
leaning forward and settling back. It was nice to watch, 
and nice because everybody shut the hell up for a while.
W hen I come out o f C liff s office after wasting my time 
on his shit reports (“Now are these empirical answers?” 
the fuck said), Tam  Do is looking at me expectantly. It is 
lunch time. Tam  Do is about the sam e age as my 
daughters, and I have not seen them in ten years. My ex­
bitch calls herself a casualty o f the Vietnam  war. I bring 
Tam  Do a sandwich back from the sub store, and he 
flashes that ingratiating Oriental smile.
“I got this at the Vietnam ese restaurant, Tam. Punji 
stake in rice paddy.”
Tam  Do laughs and laughs, the w ay they do. “You got 
big problem, Charlie," he says. "Still in Saigon.”
“Not Saigon, Tam. Da Nang. An Hoa."
I turn back to schematics, but I see m yself walking 
behind a Vietnam ese prisoner. There is a thick stick 
thrust through the cord that binds his wrists. W e marched 
him alm ost all the way back to base cam p before Tripper 
pushed him to his knees and jerked back his head and 
cut his throat. I kept walking, not to see him  take an ear, 
but I was thinking, goddamnit, w hy’d he have to go and 
do that for? The guy was going to die. anyway. W hy put 
us all in jeopardy? It was another goddam n report to 
make.
There, that’s a satisfaction. That w as at least one 
report that never got made. W e got too busy at the right 
time. That village we swept through, those innocent 
people, but on the other side we got pinned down by fire 
from the tree line. What w ere we supposed to do, die? We 
called in for an air strike and told them the village was 
deserted. They knew it w asn ’t deserted. They knew it 
wasn ’t deserted, but how else can you  w ipe out a nest of 
gooks in a tree line?
W e had to go back through that village. Most o f them 
were dead in perfect shape. Napalm  ju st sucks the oxygen 
right out o f the air, and out o f the holes in the ground the 
gooners slid into. They looked asleep. W asted bodies, 
ones w ith rice pouring from their stom achs, grunts 
laughing all around me, was that worse than sleeping 
babies?
Shit. Just when I get started setting up problem s and 
knocking them down, the vice-president in charge of 
whipping the company into shape calls another meeting. 
They w on ’t let you get anything done.
Num ber four-hundred-eighty-nine times for me this 
canned speech. Straight from M anagem ent Principles. 
Tim es are hard, tighten our belts, bite the bullet. Tough 
decisions, max effort, and sacrifice. Sam e shit in the 
Marines.
Now is when I can turn it against them. Deliberately 
I turn the prick at the front o f the room into a first 
lieutenant. He is lying on his bunk under his mosquito 
netting at base camp, w iggling his white toes. The lieuten­
ant is looking forward to reading his dog-eared copy of 
T h e  H o b b it  Suddenly he hears the spoon fly, a thud, a 
hiss, and then he has two or three seconds to rem em ber 
there are no VC in the area.
There were rumors that Jim  Volk had a birthday this 
week. I look toward the door, where there will probably be 
a birthday cake coming in, and w e’re all supposed to sing, 
like a bunch o f kindergartners, to this asshole w ho owns 
ha lf the company.
Suddenly. I hear that word. Layoffs. It’s a trap. I look 
around; it’s a strange group, engineers and technical 
staff, and we are the sacrifice.
W ait a minute. Six m onths ago I got a certificate of 
appreciation for my design, but instead o f a bonus I got 
an option to buy stock in the company. An option that 
w on ’t be good for a year. Jim  Volk knew  he was selling out 
then.
Across the room. Bob Rogers gives me a wink, but 
he’s been through this even more times than I have.
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W e’re still stunned, and some cunt in a business suit 
has taken the podium to outline their plan for downsizing. 
There will be a three-day transitional sem inar to train us 
in job-hunting skills, she says. She’s twenty-five if she’s 
that much, and she’s telling us middle-aged men she’s 
going to train us in job-hunting skills.
I should have killed the colonel. That would have 
been worth it all. i f  only I’d shot the colonel.
The captain explained apologetically that this colo­
nel liked to keep his people on the ground longer. When 
the area had been swept, nothing but booby traps and 
snipers le ft. the co lonel. instead o f extracting the platoon. 
liked to leave them spread out in the field until a few more 
were killed. I watched the colonel in his hovering Huey, as 
he surveyed the scene before lifting off. All at once I could 
see what he was seeing, chess pieces on a board and 
which o f them to sacrifice. I could have picked him off 
easily with my M-16. I never wanted to kill any gook as 
bad.
Jim  Volk was the overseer o f the operation. For two 
years we have worked on the System 300, overtime, 
weekends, trips to San Antonio, and almost have it sold. 
And then the real operation was selling the company the 
whole time.
W hat was the real operation that last thirty-five days 
we spent in the field? We were flown in on one big 
transport helicopter, platoons o f us, big mortars and little 
mortars, one hundred pounds on every back because 
each o f us had to carry extra rounds. The crew ch ief kept 
cramming us in. shoving us toward the back o f the 
chopper. The right engine was shot out before we could 
land, and the transport rolled on its side, transmission 
fluid stream ing across the windows. The pilot had to turn 
back to An Hoa.
W e know we’re going back. The colonel couldn’t see 
the load was too b ig and fly us in in small groups. He 
doesn’t care the gooks can see a transport that big coming 
in to the boonies and now they’re ready for us. W e’re just 
loaded onto another transport and flown in to the hot 
spot, so jam m ed in there that when the pilot lands, we all 
fall like dominoes, helpless squirm ing men with hun­
dred-pound packs, hearing the ping o f the gooks’ bullets 
hitting the metal sides.
And Charlie went underground once we got set up. 
He’s a guerrilla fighter, and we’ve got the artillery, so we 
only took small casualties.
Thirty-five days we kicked their asses. But we felt 
pretty good; w e’d worked hard, took out a lot o f gooners, 
and then we got w ord from the colonel that the operation 
was over. Choppers were com ing in to extract us, and 
there we stood in an open field, waiting for that beautiful 
sound. Three at a time they’d come, and every chopper 
could hold fourteen men. Except one time, they had 
trouble on the ground at An Hoa and only two choppers 
came. The last extraction would be one squad.
Gooks can count.
That’s when I know we’re all dead. Over the m oun­
tain one o f those towering black monsoon clouds is 
com ing fast, and I can ’t see a chopper. The gooners know 
fourteen o f us will be left, and for the last thirty-five days 
o f killing hundreds o f them, they are going to take revenge
on the last fourteen. There will be no more air strikes from 
Da Nang through the storm. Gooks can slip through the 
artillery fire. They don’t care i f  we kill a hundred to one. 
they will slip through. There will be fourteen o f  us left, but 
all fourteen will be dead when the chopper can make it 
back. The storm is com ing faster than the chopper.
I watch the cloud move, fast, as fast as a W est Texas 
tornado, then look toward An Hoa.
Yes! There is a green dot. He touches down, and as 
the last o f us is hauled aboard, the pinging starts, like 
hail, like that West Texas hail that com es before the 
deluge. The gooners had us lined up the w hole time, and 
they could still bring us down.
But we make it safely back to An Hoa. “Our asses 
were dead," I tell the supply sergeant. “I f he hadn ’t made 
it ju st ahead o f that storm, we’d all be dead motherfuckers.”
“Aw. shit, no. man.” he said, “we w ouldn ’t have left 
you out there. Colonel would have sent another chopper."
This guy is from Detroit. He’s never seen a West 
Texas spring storm, but he’s been in V ietnam  long 
enough, he should have known nothing could have made 
it through that storm. It would have lasted all night, and 
when it was over, they’d have come back for fourteen dead 
bodies, souvenirs already taken.
W hat was the real operation, then?
Twenty-five o f us in the conference room. The com ­
pany has been sold to the French, and the first order for 
layoffs has come down.
“I urge you to take advantage o f this valuable sem i­
nar. You ’ll need transitional support and guidance in 
your new job  hunt.” This unbelievable bitch is still 
squawking about networking and contacts and the vital 
importance o f keeping our spirits up.
Outside the conference room, em ployees are as­
signed to escort us to our desks to clean them out, to 
make sure we don’t steal any designs or sabotage the 
company. C liff Sears, that useless bastard, is my escort. 
Before the afternoon is out. we’re out. I should have shot 
that colonel. W hat a beautiful memory I’d have now.
I can’t think now. can’t make plans. Th e VFW  bar is 
the only place to go. There are veterans o f the Korean 
conflict and o f the big war, the real war. Their War. the 
one the Vietnam vets don’t understand. That old fart, 
Newman, is still talking about parades.
“Every Veterans’ Day we’d have a parade. You Viet 
vets and your whining. Everybody’s sick o f it.”
Parades!
I agree w ith him: Taking a beach at Anzio, liberating 
Paris, sinking a battleship, capturing a hill, annihilating 
a city, those are accomplishments. I would like to have 
things like that to remember. Torching a village because 
V iet Cong have cached ammunition there does not make 
me proud. What the fuck was I supposed to have done? 
I stayed alive, didn’t I?
I am alive. I drive down the street where the hookers 
walk, and they signal because my car is old and my hair 
is thin. At a crosswalk, some stumblebum  meanders 
across my path. He’s the right age. He could be one o f the 
guys I saved by taking them to a safe spot to sm oke a little 
dope before going back to base camp and lying to the 
captain about a body count. W hat for? So he could freeze
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his ass in a cardboard box down by the river? Viciously 
I want to run him down because he is stumbling along 
alive, because the colonel and Jim  Volk are not dead, and 
the wrong ones always survive.
At the high school, boys with pimples in ludicrous 
camouflage uniforms march in the dust o f the athletic 
field. They have little ponytails held by rubber bands 
because they’re still playing war and can’t be ordered yet 
to cut their hair. Som e o f them will squat confused in the 
sun someday, their faces comically painted green or 
brown, in places w ith Latin and biblical names. In paces 
that weren ’t even places before. Anywhere in the world a 
show o f power m ust be made, these are the next ones to 
die. Some o f them w ill die before their pathetic little dicks 
ever touch anyth ing softer than the palms o f their hands.
If I had only killed the colonel, I’d have won the war.
V^TEPIRONICS
New Product
You know how it is. silting around the VFW 
bar. sucking up Black Label, telling stories 
"A rm td  R igh t" about “your” war.... Up comes the memory 
o f that General who made you capture that 
meaningless piece o f real estate, the time 
that Bobby Ray took one between the run­
ning lights, the moment when your whole 
life changed... or that policymaker in the 
rear whose policies made you take it in the 
rear. W hat ever happened to them? “If I 
could ju st get my hands on [fill in the blank],
I would make sure they paid.... Paid, just 
like I paid: paid good."
Now it is possible, through the magic o f 
com puter technology and the help o f some 
am oral hackers! MAP OF THE POLICY 
STAR S— a new  product by W eptronics 
A m algam ated ’s W itherthou D ivision— is 
now available! For the first time you can get 
a m ap o f the current residence o f your 
favorite policymaker, along with a short 
biography. You can take a Sunday drive 
and see where he lives (that is, if they will let 
your broken-down Chevy in the neighbor­
hood). See how successful his life has been 
since you saw him last. See his kids go o ff 
to private school or see them return from a 
weekend in Paris, all the while remember­
ing the broken-down public schools your 
children attended and how they had to take 
their shoes o ff to count to ten. Ah. sweet 
destiny! Sweet land o f opportunity!
LEAViNQ L iM bo 's
Richard TanskL 475 El Camino R ea l Suite #401, M illbrae. 
CA 94030
In 1967, I loafed at Limbo’s Tavern in Pittsburgh, a jo in t 
about the size o f four wrestling rings where ironheads, as 
ironworkers were not unsym bolically called, leaned 
against a bar o f scabby formica four feet high.
At the five o ’clock whistle, Snakes Sen ick i. Joe An toli 
and I. Stan Adambroski, would doff our hardhats and 
grab an 88 Frankstown bus to the East End, lurching 
through the rush hour traffic to Lim bo’s. Th e bar owner. 
Lemmual Bolinski, would serve us beer and whiskey 
(boilermakers) and tell us which stock and race numbers 
had hit.
Ancient hillbilly music mourned in the place, music 
made for drunkards, made in a still.
On payday somebody would buy the house, which 
did not include Applejack, an old cripple who w as the only 
colored who went into the place. Applejack quaffed liquor 
left behind by paying customers and occasionally earned 
a muscatel by running errands for Limbo.
Snakes, Joe and I would stand beside spittoons at 
the bar. howling and swearing, teething pirogis, gasping 
after straight slugs, and wasting time. W e’d complain 
about the coloreds pushing whites out o f union appren­
ticeships. praise absent friends, and agree ironheads 
must work as teams to stay alive. W e’d knock our team, 
the Pirates. W e’d plan excursions to the ponies at W heel­
ing Downs. W e’d play pool on the tiny tattered table. W e’d 
talk politics at the level o f the ward chairman, whom  we 
all personally knew. W e’d separate hum anity into good 
guys, foul balls, whores, and women. The sum m er days 
came like cornstalks, in long identical rows. Life was not 
a learning experience. I knew there were other kinds o f 
living out o f the sky and out o f Lim bo’s, but I wasn't 
interested. 1 riveted beams forty floors above the concrete 
and nightly drank m yself stupid.
Life’s changes have made me no more satisfied than 
I w as then.
My girlfriend in 1967, Lynne, had left me. I said that 
was the reason I drank so much. She said she left me 
because I drank so much. There was more to it.
I wanted to be blue as the singers o f hillb illy songs, 
so I closed down the jo in t every night in May, the month 
o f Lynne’s departure to East Moline. Illinois. A t 2:30 or 
2:45, Limbo would lock it up and 1 would trudge home.
On one o f those nights, on quiet Negley Avenue, I 
found Applejack curled under a buckeye tree, his black 
face almost a shadow, languishing.
”Hey, Applejack, get your drunken ass up and go 
hom e.”
“Shit, man," he whimpered. “ I done lost my other 
leg.’’ His one good leg had buckled: he couldn ’t walk.
I shouted down a meandering, nighttim e cab. The 
driver reluctantly agreed to take us to the Garfield 
Projects, the public housing complex where Applejack 
and hundreds o f other coloreds and two dozen whites 
lived. Applejack remembered his address. He was so
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skinny I carried him  in m y arms through the hall and up 
the cem ent steps to his apartment. A  group o f colored 
guys were on the steps, hanging out late. They glared.
A  young wom an answered my knock, opening the 
door a crack. She seemed confused. Her face was swollen 
w ith sleep. I told her Applejack couldn't walk. W hen she 
saw him, she opened the door. “Oh. my God!" she 
exclaimed. I carried the old man inside, and dropped him 
on a yellow  couch w ith cushions burnished by age.
“I lost my other goddam ned leg," said Applejack.
“Oh, my God."
1 prayed the cab was still waiting. “Gotta go." I said.
In the m orning the incident didn ’t seem real. I 
m entioned it to Snakes when Applejack didn ’t appear at 
Lim bo’s the fo llow ing night. “Do you miss him. Stan?" he 
asked.
Applejack returned to Limbo’s three nights later, on 
crutches. He didn ’t have the price o f a glass o f w ine and 
failed at cadging one. then slumped brooding at the bar, 
his crutches propped beside him. Impulsively I bought 
him a double muscy. “My buddy," he said.
Advanced alcoholism  makes easy drunks, as I found 
in later life. So it was for Applejack. Three or four wines, 
a few bottles o f beer, precious little reduced him to groggy 
somnolence. Once asleep, he could be awakened only by 
another drink. Applejack slept w ith his forearms under 
his head on the bar. His hat, the color and configuration 
o f a dog turd, had fallen on the floor.
At best. L im bo’s was no In Spot, and on this sum m er 
night there were only three o f us: Applejack snoring, 
Limbo gazing at the tube, and me.
A  colored wom an entered the bar. She peered for a 
m om ent through my cigarette smoke stirring grayly. then 
took a stool beside Applejack. She seemed taller, blacker 
and prettier than when I’d last seen her. Her body was 
thin, even lithe. She crossed her legs twice, once at the 
thighs and again at the ankles. She wore plaid slacks and 
a v-neck sweater. Three large bracelets rode her arm. She 
did not seem to notice me as I resum ed my seat, having 
hit the john .
Applejack slept on. grum bling vacantly as she tried 
to rouse him. From Lim bo she ordered the potion, m us­
catel, and placed it before the old man. For herself she 
had a gin and Squirt, and she sipped it silently while 
Applejack began to stir.
W ithout speaking. I waved across the bar at her. 
w ondering i f  I would be recognized. She nodded.
Applejack m ade a chinrest o f his hand and once 
again closed his eyes to the world. “Drink your wine, 
m an," she insisted. “W e gonna go home."
It w as a funny sight.
She heard me laugh, but such was her nature that 
she clucked m irthfully and warned me, “You keep laugh­
ing at me, honey, and I’ll make you carry him home 
again."
“You w ant me to do that?" I asked, astonishing 
myself, astonish ing Limbo, who delivered a paternally 
censoring frown.
Even more astonish ing to me than my words was the 
keen pulse, the bubble o f air I felt in my groin. Believe it 
or not, never before had I been sexually interested in a 
black wom an —  aroused, yes. but in the same way I was
aroused by the grainy girls in the airbrushed nudist 
magazines which passed for pornography in those days. 
W ith them sex was sim ply im practical. Now a woman, 
dark as mahogany, w ith flared nostrils and large lips, 
drew  from me the first bonafide passion I had felt since 
Lynne had bolted for East Moline.
Even as I questioned myself— w as I. as w e said, 
prejudiced?— I rose from my stool and crossed the room 
to take a stool beside her. She averted her eyes from me.
“No kidding." I said. “You ’ll never get him home. 
Besides, I’m Applejack ’s sidekick. I’m his buddy. Ask 
him."
She shrugged, not denying permission. “You don’t 
gotta help." was all she said.
I draped his arm  around my shoulder and carried 
him out o f the bar, holding him at the waist. She carried 
the crutches. Lim bo ignored us.
We hailed a cab and it was a fast ride. I learned her 
name, Gymetta. Applejack ’s daughter. When we arrived 
at the projects. I carried Applejack, as before, in my arms, 
dumped him on the yellow  couch.
On Gym etta’s instructions, the cab waited outside. 
Th is confused me. Should I take her in my arm s? Should 
I ask if  I could see her again? Should I tell her to write 
down her phone num ber? W hat do colored people do?
Insidiously cam e the fear o f being refused by a 
colored. I had never thought o f m yself as a bigot. I no more 
disliked Negroes. I thought, than I disliked, say. cats. The 
silliness o f that idea struck me in my prejudiced heart, 
and with it a thin slice o f shame.
“Hey. Gym etta," I ventured, “how about m aking me 
a cup o f coffee?"
She smiled. ‘T h a t m eter’s running, and you got to 
run. too. Go on. get your cab." Quickly, however, she 
added, “You can call me up ifyou  rem em ber m y number."
Throughout the drive to my apartment, I repeated 
the number to myself. As soon as I got in I w rote it down.
In the m orning I discovered I wanted to see Gymetta 
as much as I had the previous night. All day at work, as 
I riveted beams, I thought o f her, having difficulty rem em ­
bering the exact lines o f her face. I fingered in my pocket 
the scrap o f paper bearing the phone number. By quitting 
time 1 was so nervous I decided not to call her im m edi­
ately, as I had planned, but to wait until I had gone to my 
apartment and showered. A  beer or two would help, a 
Seagram ’s 7. Snakes a n d . loe asked why I w asn ’t going to 
Limbo’s w ith them. I didn ’t tell them what was going on.
An hour later I dialed the number.
“Hi," I said. “Th is is Stan."
“I’m cooking now, Stan. Can you call me back a little 
later?"
“Sure," I replied, crestfallen.
I sat stew ing by my telephone, fin ishing three cans 
o f beer before 1 again spun the dial.
‘“Hi, it’s Stan again."
“Hi, Stan." Her vo ice was calmer. I could tell she was 
sitting. “W ould you like to come for dinner tom orrow?"
When we finished eating, we made for the living 
room, sat on the yellow  couch, leaving the sink a cornu­
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copia o f  unwashed dishes. Applejack, under some M .D .’s 
sedative, not h is own. snored audibly from his bedroom . 
The door was ajar. One o f his crutches, his long initial A. 
was propped against the wall; the other had fallen.
During d inner I had done most o f the talking. I had 
rushed to fill a vacuum , for I had foreseen lulls in which 
w e could have spoken o f nothing but rom ance or race. I 
talked about baseball. Snakes Senicki, riveting, and my 
arm y days.
Shy Gym etta spoke little about little, in sim ple 
ungram m atical sentences. Solicitously she refilled my 
beer glass. Ray Charles sang on the hi-fi. W hen I kissed 
Gym etta, her skin felt brown and her lips were pillowy 
under m ine, and w ith my right hand I could feel gentle 
kinks o f hair a t her neck. It was new  pleasure, the 
perfum e o f m iscegenation, and my sham e returned to 
me.
"Gym etta, I said. "Shou ldn ’t we talk."
“Shush ,” she hushed, and kissed my cheek.
"W e should talk,” I said.
"Honey, you  don’t have shit to say,” she m urm ured, 
sm iling. Consign ing m yself to that wisdom, I abided w ith 
her, m issing w ork the next day.
By m iracle or m edication. Applejack ’s leg was re ­
stored. W ith in a w eek he was w ithout crutches, cadging 
drinks at L im bo’s, or so we in ferred . for I spent every n ight 
that w eek w ith Gym etta at the projects.
Before, during and since those days. 1 have been 
unable to leave well enough alone. As we lay in a shaft o f 
afternoon sunlight. I suggested we go down to Limbo’s for 
a couple o f  drinks.
“No. sir," Gym etta said.
"I gotta get out o f  this room. Gymetta. Let’s go out for 
a drink. I’ll go to you r favorite bar. then."
“No w ay," she said.
As I have not said what a tender, elegant wom an 
Gym etta was. so have I not said that she was a blindly 
agreeable soul. I persisted, and that afternoon, we three, 
including Applejack, wound up in Lim bo’s.
W e took a back booth. Lim bo nodded w ithout ex ­
pression and served us gin and Squirt, muscatel, beer. 
Eddie Arnold sang and twanged under a worn needle. 
Applejack, unaccustom ed to the role o f paying customer, 
left us for a m om ent to com plain to Limbo about the 
volum e o f the music. Lim bo prescribed an im possible act 
o f se lf love. Joe Antoli saluted from the bar but did not jo in  
us at the booth, as he had m any times when Lynne had 
com e in w ith me. Snakes had not yet arrived.
A ll the w hile Gym etta uncharacteristically chatted. 
She spoke lightly o f clothes and booze and eightball pool. 
She talked o f her aunt and her broken vacuum  cleaner 
and o f her sick and ornery father. Applejack nodded arid 
nodded.
Snakes entered the bar, aggressively amiable, rose­
faced, ha lf lit already. He bee-lined to our booth, patting 
and stroking his enorm ous belly, a  pride and joy, and sat 
down beside Applejack, facing Gymetta.
"Stan The Man," he grinned, "what are you drinking?”
"A cold one. Hey. Snakes. Say hello to Gym etta and 
Applejack."
"H i. little lady,” said Snakes to Gym etta. “W hat are 
you drinking?"
He ordered a round, then another, paying twice. He 
told a twisty, punny, funny joke, com plained jov ia lly  
about his wife, broke us up w ith an anecdote about an 
ironhead we knew, revealing that the man kept an extra 
pair o f teeth in his lunch pail. He becam e solem n for a 
m om ent about the prospects o f his son w ho w ouldn ’t seek 
work, then topped h im self w ith a crack about a W heeling 
Downs racehorse nam ed Great Balls o f  Fire. I was proud 
o f him. Gym etta hooted and cooed in helpless mirth, and 
Applejack snorted in his cups, too happy to fall asleep.
Finally Snakes said. " I ’ll leave you  young people 
alone," gallantly bowed, and gravitated to the bar.
Gym etta was still laughing, tinkling ever more slowly, 
as a m usic box w inds down. "Oh, me," she said, "I have 
to go to the ladies room ." W hile she was gone, I went to 
the bar to order another drink and, gratefully, to buy 
Snakes one.
Snakes thanked me in Polish. Then he leaned into 
me, the posture when sharing confidences.
"They’re hell on wheels, a in ’t they?"
I d idn ’t get it. Then I did.
"W hat’s hell on wheels. Snakes?"
"Those nigger gals. son. the darker the hotter."
I was not angry. I had heard this before about nigger 
women. Snakes m ight have said any num ber o f hack­
neyed things. A ll politicians are crooked. A ll Pontiacs give 
you transm ission trouble. And hadn ’t I assum ed, based 
on that lore, that Gym etta would be no Lynne? Snakes 
meant no harm. Still, the word sounded different.
"Snakes," I replied insouciantly. "they ’re all hell on 
w heels for me."
W hen I returned to our booth . the first th ing Gym etta 
said to me was, "Honey, let’s have another one."
Applejack snoozed now, his face propped on his two- 
toned hands sticky w ith m uscatel. He m issed two rounds 
during which Gym etta ’s speech lapsed into halftime, 
swung back to the A labam a fields o f her parents; while 
the cadences o f my voice escalated, fluted up flatly, 
speeded past dipthongs, returned to my boyhood locu ­
tions when I spoke English with a Polish accent. W e were 
speaking words o f love. Gym etta suggested we go hom e to 
bed. W e ordered a m uscy to waken Applejack.
In the taxi, the driver adjusted his rear view  m irror 
so as not to watch us.
As we mounted the steps. Applejack stum bled be­
tween Gym etta and me, his arm s on our shoulders.
Three men waited at G ym etta ’s door, their eyes 
balefully generating heat. I recognized one as a singer 
Gym etta and I had watched and heard from her window, 
a doo-wop bass, very lank and dark, w ith shades and a 
purple shirt.
Gym etta whispered. “Do what I say." In a cheery 
voice, she said hi to the three, then to me. “Thanks very 
much for your help. Appreciate it. My friends here’ll help 
get Daddy in."
“W hat’s going on here?" I dem anded, knowing it. 
“W ho are you guys?”
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I was struck hard in the face, and I fell, then punched 
twice again, harm less blows. From the concrete floor, I 
looked up at Gymetta, who shrieked in fear ju st before 
she, too. was punched, then punched again. Her nose 
bloomed blood. I tried to scram ble up, but the singer’s 
purple shirt appeared before me and I was stunned by a 
kick to the head, another, weirdly, to the leg. I thought I 
was going to black out. Instead I vomited.
Gym etta becam e hysterical. She began screaming 
threats, signaling malevolently, cursing. I heard a man 
say, “Let’s get on out o f here.” 1 peered through murk to 
see two blurs pass over me. one purple. A  third blur 
kicked me once again, but 1 felt no pain. “Don’t you go on 
in there tonight,” he warned. "Find you a white wom an.”
Presently I was able to stand. 1 said to Gymetta, “Are 
you okay?" No answer. The hall was empty. I knocked on 
her door. Another m inute, no sound, then a click and the 
door opened, ha lf an inch.
“You all right?" Gym etta asked.
"Yeah. I’m all right. Let me in.”
“Go home. Stan.” she pleaded, then closed and 
locked the door. I d idn ’t argue. Nonexistent colored guys 
lurked behind cars, and the walk home ached.
For about a month after that night. I saw Gymetta 
often. She visited my apartm ent and twice I insisted upon 
visiting her, soon learning how afraid we both became 
and how  badly those evenings went. She suggested we 
drink at Lim bo’s, but 1 made excuses. 1 had stopped 
drinking there. When Gym etta was not with me. I spent 
solitary nights in my apartment, becom ing drunk and 
bathetic. I m issed a lot o f work and was told my union 
card was in jeopardy. Snakes and Joe assumed Lynne 
had returned, and I didn ’t deny it.
Gym etta said little o f the incident at the projects, 
allow ing one o f the men had been a former boyfriend, 
attributing the whole m atter to unrequited love, and 
pretending she had not heard his warning to me. Her 
shiner was the rem inder, but after the contusion disap­
peared we never again spoke o f the incident. We made 
love and drank and ate. Once I asked Gymetta to marry 
me. She found the idea amusing.
Tw o weeks later I quit my job. Immediately I took 
another at h a lf the pay as boiler room attendant, drop­
ping from the skies to the basement.
Gym etta visited me less and less often, for 1 was 
churlish, morose. Never before had I felt so defeated and 
I was not certain what had vanquished me. My life was a 
quiz with sad questions and trick answers. I concluded 
som ething was w rong w ith Pittsburgh, with Limbo’s, and 
with me. Naturally. I began to think about leaving town.
I did not see Gymetta before I was to fly away. We 
spoke amiably, woodenly, for the last time, over the 
telephone. I stopped in Lim bo’s for a beer. The place was 
crowded and a new song from San Francisco played on 
the juke. Everyone offered to buy me a drink. Declining, 
I bought the house, which included Applejack, which 
woke him up.
Richard Tanski writes: I have published shortfiction . book 
reviews, poetry, nonfiction, and a monthly column, not to 
mention a lot o f  un-bylined com m ercial effusions. Publica­
tions include East Bay Express literary supplement, 
Minotaur, Ideas and Figures (University o f  Pittsburgh), 
Skyscraper Engineer, Bay Area Opportunity, and 
Scimitar 8i, Song. I am  a First Prize w inner o f  The 
Atlantic's nationw ide scholastic writing contest.
EPTRONICS
New Product
As you looked up the cafeteria line, you noticed 
him: square shoulders, straight stance, close 
haircut, and that wonderful imperial jaw line. He 
'Armtd Right" looked like a Spartan. As he turned you could see 
the careless smile, the look of confidence and 
strength... BLAM! The round came out of the 
elephant grass and caught Wentworth in the face 
and threw him into the air. As he fell backwards 
you could see his lower jawflopping. Jlopping. The 
whiteness of the bone in stark relief to the blood. 
He didn't live long.... You dropped your tray and, 
holding back the vomit, you ran to the parking 
lot. Through the tears you found your way into 
the car. You cried for a long time, but finally got 
the car started and made it home. You were lucky 
that it was dark and late. The other drivers would 
have surely thought it strange to see a grown 
man crying, screaming at the top of his lungs, 
and trying to drive...
Sound familiar? Well, no more plebeian displays 
of maudlin depression that only serve to embar­
rass and annoy your loved ones and yourself. 
Weptronics can help! Through the miracle of 
Black Hole Technology and advanced miniatur­
ization. Weptronics unveils its new helping prod­
uct, DEPROS. Here’s how it works....
You feel that curtain of malaise starting to de­
scend. feel yourself slipping into darkness. You 
reach into your Land’s End case and take out 
your DEPROS egg. Crank in your start and finish 
times, flip the switch, and settle back. All of a 
sudden, you note that all wave-form energy is 
being sucked into the patented DEPROS orifice. 
It is getting dark. Really dark. Alpha. Beta. Epsi­
lon waves, light, heat, and anything else that 
leaps the ether is sucked in. You’ve programmed 
the level of depression that you can stand—from 
mild “blues’’ to clinical “Prozac please" depres­
sion. it’s all yours to experience. Soon, though, 
it starts to become light—intense, bright, white, 
throbbing light, and you hear the voices: “It will 
be okay.... There, there, think of all you have to 
live for, think of the children...." and that all-time 
favorite, “It wasn’t your fault." Music of your 
choice begins to play if you have purchased the 
Music Module. You will come out of it in style.
Now. for the first time, pick your funk, take your 
SOs with you. Never again will your partner say, 
“I wish I could share the pain." Suffer often, 
suffer when you want to. suffer with friends. You 
are in control.
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EspRiT dE Corps
D. L. Olson, 30 2nd St., Athens, Ohio 45701
What must it feci like to drown?
1 was waiting in the First Shirt's office at the Mon­
terey. California Presidio, bracing myself for tire CO. 
Sergeant Kelly sat glowering behind his desk like he was 
working himself up to a stroke. When Captain Toddhunter 
finally burst out of his office. 1 flinched. “You stay put. 
soldier," he snarled, aiming a finger between my eyes. “I'll 
nail your ass when I get back."
“Yes, Sir." I croaked and saluted from my chair. The 
CO tossed back his head like I was hopeless and stalked 
off. Too late 1 realized I should have stood up when he 
entered the room, but by then I guess it was too late for 
everything. If I was lucky, I faced an Article Fifteen, but 
a court martial was likelier. Either I'd be booted out of MI 
and trucked across the Bay to Fort Ord for infantry 
training and eventual orders to Nam, or I'd end up in the 
stockade. Me, Tom Bakken, my whole life the goody- 
goody and teachers' pet, never once reprimanded for as 
little as whispering in study hall. Mow’d I get myself in this 
fix? By making the best friend of my life.
Tet proved the U.S. wasn’t winning the war, and for 
revenge in March Lieutenant Calley and his men cleared 
the VC out of My Lai but good. By Easter James Earl Ray 
made sure Martin Luther King wouldn't be leading any­
body to the Promised Land. In June Robert Kennedy won 
the California primary but didn't survive the celebration. 
In August Soviet tanks brought winter down on the 
Prague Spring overnight, and we besieged Chicago and 
pushed Clean Gene but couldn't Dump the Hump. Our 
tide was already cresting then but it still felt so strong we 
didn't suspect the coming ebb.
That May 1 got my BA after successfully postponing 
the inevitable for a whole year. 1 moved back home to 
Madison and, diploma in hand, got my old summer job 
packing batteries for Rayovac.
Within a week the dreaded draft notice landed in our 
mailbox like a bomb. Like other guys, I automatically 
appealed, using the reprieve to consult both military 
recruiters and underground advisors on emigration to 
Canada. ‘The decision's all yours, son." Dad said, and 
teary-eyed Mom did her best to agree. But it was clear 
once I settled in Toronto there was no coming back. So I 
compromised by enlisting for four years into Army Intel­
ligence as a Russian translator, a speciality the recruiter 
promised would keep me far from Vietnam.
1 was only twenty-three then, still young enough to 
make friends with everyone 1 met, but with Peter the 
friendship was special from the start. After Basic at Fort 
Leonard Wood, Missouri. I flew to Monterey to attend the 
Defense Language Institute, the old Army Language 
School. A taxi dropped me off at Company E. a new four- 
story cinder-block barracks painted an industrial pastel 
green. At first glance, it looked like a college dormitory. 
Until 1 noticed how high the first-story windows were 
from the ground—it was built to withstand an infantry 
assault.
A passing zoomie in dress blues (all the service 
branches attended the school) directed me to the Orderly 
Room, where I reported to the company clerk. Spec Four 
Remington, and handed him a copy of my orders. He 
smiled at me just like I was a fellow human being, a first 
from a military superior. I lugged my bulging duffel bag 
after him to the laundry room where a long-faced buck 
private issued me army blankets, sheets, and a pillow 
case. Then Remington led me up the staircase to the 
second floor and into a tiny room crowded with double 
sets of cots, utility tables, lamps, and tin wall lockers. It 
reeked of brass polish and floor wax. “The empty bed’s 
yours," he said and vanished.
A pale-faced sailor was lying on the other cot, staring 
at the ceiling, a thick letter resting on his chest. “My 
name’s Tom Bakken," I said.
One look at my dress greens and my new roommate 
moaned, "Army.” He turned out to be Jimmy Wells, from 
Gainesville. Florida, and was halfway through a course in 
Mandarin Chinese. He preferred writing and reading 
letters to talking, and I quickly learned not to mind. So 
early in my own enlistment, his virulent hatred of the 
military was more than I could bear.
My yearlong Russian course wouldn't start for a 
week, so the First Sergeant had me report to the Orderly 
Room for work details daily at oh-eight-hundred hours. 
At first I watered the classroom grounds alone. But the 
fourth morning when I came downstairs, a buck private 
just like me was sitting outside die First Shirt's office on 
the gray tile floor. Wearing wrinkled fatigues and scuffed 
combat boots, he had a paperback copy of Hermann 
Hesse’s Steppenwolf propped against his thighs, and was 
using a ballpoint to circle passages. ZIELSDORF his 
name tag read in bold, black letters. It looked as German 
as his ash-blond hair.
We were both gaunt, our cheeks sunken and angu­
lar. and pale scalps showed through our temples' bristles 
in the traditional whitewalls style. His appearance told 
me he had just been through the same hell I had—eight 
weeks of Physical Training, Dismounted Drill, and inten­
tionally short nights of sleep made shorter by Fire Watch 
and Guard Duly. before getting up by oh-five-hundred for 
long days of forced marching and bivouacking and learn­
ing to shoot down pop-up silhouettes of men with hot 
lead. We hadn't neglected the other venerable martial 
arts either, such as heel-stomping a man's brains out or 
disemboweling him with bayonet thrusts. It's called 
Basic Training.
His gaze was hidden behind a reflection of me off his 
plastic military-issue glasses, but his grin was kind. "I 
suppose you got rooked into the laundry detail too?" he 
leased, turning his head, and my mirror image disap­
peared to reveal deep blue eyes.
I forced a thin smile, and then his own broadened 
good naturedly to reveal slightly crooked upper teeth that 
had obviously never held braces. No sooner had I sat 
down across from him against the wall than a paunchy, 
round-shouldered soldier emerged from the stairwell 
down the hall. We scrambled to our feet and snapped to 
attention. Steppenwolf flopping onto the floor. The sub­
title was in the original German. The NCO kicked the
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novel down the buffed tiles past the duty roster and 
thrust himself between us, only reaching to Zielsdorf s 
strong nose. I wasn’t short at five eleven, but my partner 
was a good two inches taller. "O.K., Alphabet," the Staff 
Sergeant growled, "I give up. How do you sayyour name?"
"Just as it's spelled." Zielsdorf replied flatly and then 
carefully mouthed: “Zealz. Dorf.” How else? It wasn't 
strange to me because Wisconsin is packed with Ger­
mans. though we Norwegians don't lag far behind.
“Call me Sergeant when you talk to me. Troop. 
Sergeant Hopkins." He spoke with the drawl of almost 
every Army NCO, like it was part of their training. ‘Today 
you men are going with me to Fort Ord on laundry detail. 
You college boys think you can handle loadin' and 
unloadin' a truck?"
"Yes, Sergeant!” Zielsdorf bellowed in a voice the DI's 
must have loved.
“Yes, Sergeant," I echoed hoarsely and cleared my 
throat.
Then Hopkins faced me with the hard, cruel glare of 
a country sheriff confronting a stranger, and I blinked. 
His weathered face could have been either side of forty.
“Back-in," he called me reading my name tag's 
“BAKKEN." Actually my family always pronounced it 
"Bahk-in," but 1 didn't correct him. “Back-in. keep your 
shit together and you and me will get along just fine. But 
cross me once and you'll be one sorry son of a bitch.”
“Yes, Sir. I mean. yes. Sergeant," I said, this time a 
bit louder.
Hopkins bared his brown teeth in what I hoped was 
a friendly smile and said, “Now your buddy. Alphabet, 
has already fucked up in my book. He's on my shit list 
'cause he don't know how to talk to an NCO.”
An hour later we were riding with him in tire cab of 
a deuce-and-a-half truck full of dirty bed linen along 
Highway One toward Fort Ord. I was watching the waves 
caress the long, sandy beach after Seaside and wishing I 
was back in Northfield. when Hopkins snapped, "What I 
want to know, why ain't you privileged college boys 
humpin’ it in Nam like eveiybody else? So what if you're 
educated?"
All I could do was shrug. Zielsdorf didn't budge.
“You four eyes deaf too?” Hopkins growled.
Zielsdorf said. "We may end up in Nam yet, Sergeant. 
You know the Army and its promises."
Hopkins cackled bitterly and said, “You bet I do. But 
fair’s fair.”
At Fort Ord, instead of heading straight for the base 
laundry, Hopkins turned right and drove east into the 
treeless California hills. "1 havetoseemy buddy Johnston," 
he explained and sang, "I’m Just A Honky-Tonk Man" 
with a down-home twang. “Him and me are gonna gel 
shit-faced tonight. And maybe hustle us up some gash. 
In Seaside for sure, maybe even in Monterey." He chuck­
led hard at that idea. “Hey, men, just do what I say and 
we'll get along fine. I’m working my way up from a court 
martial in Nam. where they busted me to private E-l on 
a bullshit charge. Hell, everything over there is bullshit. 
My CO tore my chevrons off in front of the whole fuckin’ 
company, not that I gave a shit. That fuckin' Jody was
lucky his tour was up then or I'd a fragged him. Say, you 
fellas want to see my gook ears?"
Zielsdorf shook his head and I gasped. Hopkins 
cackled at me and said. “You don’t really believe Ameri­
cans would cut off ears, do you?"
Why hadn't I emigrated to Canada when I had the 
chance?
That's too fuckin' good for 'em,” Hopkins snarled, 
“after what they done to us! I’ll never forget one night at 
a fire base near Pleiku. About oh-three-hundred hours 
my whole damned platoon was dreaming away about 
American gash when VC sappers cut a guard’s throat and 
snuck through our perimeter quiet as snakes. Somebody 
fired a flare and I woke up. I grabbed for my M-16 shot the 
shit out of everything that moved. You ever seen ham­
burger in black pajamas? Well, it looks better than the 
shit those dinks eat, let me tell ya." His snaggle-toothed 
smile was scary.
After an unbearably tense silence, Hopkins asked, 
“You know how to make VC talk?"
Neither of us replied.
“It ain't hard. Just take three gooks up in a Cobra 
and throw the first two out." He giggled this time, a 
strange glee raising his voice an octave, and he terrified 
me. I began to fear the Army really might waste our 
linguistic talents and throw us into the hell of Nam. no 
matter what the recruiters had promised. God, would I 
have to desert?
Hopkins drove past a half dozen armored personnel 
carriers alongside a gravel road and pulled up behind a 
bleacher full of shaven-headed troops listening to a 
training lecture from a Staff Sergeant. Take ten," Hopkins 
ordered with a crooked grin, and we got out. While he 
chatted with his NCO buddy. Zielsdorf and 1 stared 
silently at the hundred or so trainees sitting in grim 
obedience.
Johnston barked a command, and the troops clam­
bered into tire APC’s, showing us nothing but the re­
quested assholes and elbows. The engines kicked on and 
roared, and at a radio signal, the metallic behemoths 
skittered like cockroaches up and over a knoll, and below 
the ridge jerked to a halt. Their rears opened up and 
spewed out GI’s who hit the sand blasting their M-16s.
“May God preserve us from this place,” Zielsdorf 
muttered. "DLI students have been yanked right out of 
language class and transferred here the same day. The 
Army can turn a Linguist into an Eleven Bravo as fast as 
it can cut an order. And it cares no more about what 
happens to us than we care about ants underfoot."
"I never consciously step on ants." 1 said. “Live and 
let live."
Zielsdorf snorted. “How noble. You care about na­
ture, but of course you realize it doesn't worry about you. 
If a mine rips your body apart, nature will just use your 
molecules over again without shedding a tear. No prob­
lem."
We drove on in dead silence to the Fort Ord laundry, 
where Hopkins barked. “You got exactly thirty minutes to 
unload my truck." And he left us there while he went to 
the PX for a cup of coffee. Zielsdorf and I worked quickly 
without a word until he finally said, “You're from Wiscon­
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sin or Minnesota. 1 hear it in your deep 'o's and clipped 
syllables." His own slow, deliberate English, without any 
regional accent, was fluent and definitely American, but 
didn't sound quite native.
“I’m from Madison," I said. "And I went to St. Olafs 
in Northfield. I've lived my whole life in Wisconsin and 
Minnesota until Basic Training in Missouri." The “o" in 
my "O la f was pure ‘“Sconsin" and Zielsdorf smiled as I 
said it. “Where are you from?”
“So I fooled you." And then, his vowels suddenly 
becoming as nasal and Germanic as mine, he said. “I'm 
from 'Sconsin, too." “Peter" he insisted on being called, 
never “Pete” or "Petie." And his major at UW-Madison had 
been German, his minor French, and after graduation he 
had studied a year at Marburg University in West Ger­
many before returning to his alma mater and getting a 
Master’s in German the previous May. He had grown up 
near the Mississippi in “Shootin' Wire"—actually Chute 
Noire—and his Upper-Midwest accent grew even thicker 
when he talked about it. It was a tiny place I remembered 
having seen on maps south of Eau Claire.
His great-grandparents had immigrated from 
Pomerania, the northeastern arm of the old Reich that 
stretched along the Baltic Sea toward East Prussia. It was 
territory the Soviets wrested from Germany in 1945 and 
gave to Poland. He didn't say what his relatives had done 
once they reached America, and I didn't ask, but his 
articulate manner suggested they had done well.
“My ancestors never really looked back." he went on. 
"If they had stayed in Pomerania then, the Poles would 
have kicked them out fifty years later anyway and forced 
them to resettle. Free will's a funny thing. You choose a 
fork early and that's the road you follow. We’re free to 
keep going straight or turn again, but we can never 
backtrack."
I nodded. And 1 said a little about my own high 
school. Madison East, and the street 1 grew up on—a late 
Forties tract of ticky-tacky Cape Cods. And I added that 
my father taught junior high school general science and 
my mother sold women's wear at a mall. Peter listened 
with an opaque expression, his deep blue eyes betraying 
a weird curiosity, as if hearing about Borneo headhunt­
ers. And I told him about my double major in German and 
Norwegian.
"Kan du snakker norsk?" he asked with a passable 
Oslo accent. Can you speak Norwegian? It didn't match 
his German or even his French but it was still impressive.
In English I replied I could. My mediocre Norwegian 
had always embarrassed me because 1 should have been 
fluent. Though my parents were born in Wisconsin—my 
dad near Mt. Horeb and my mom near Stoughton—they 
were both at heart more Norwegian emigres living here in 
exile than true Americans. And so my cousins and I were 
the first of our relatives since Lime immemorial not to 
have grown up on a farm.
"What language did you get?" he asked, his gaze 
hardening.
"Russian," I said. “I start next Monday."
“We're in the same class." He looked pained.
I almost mentioned my four semesters of Russian at 
St. Olaf s. getting all A's, but didn't. If the treads found out
this course was superfluous for me. who knew what 
they'd do?
The whole ride back to the Presidio, Hopkins chat­
tered like a robin at dusk, an angry edge to the good cheer. 
In my room Wells was writing another endless letter. That 
night I slept fitfully between dreams about cockroach 
armies chasing me into rearing cobras, every snake 
grinning just like Peter.
“ F IR ST-PLA TO O N -ALL-PR E SE N T-AN  D-AC- 
COUNTED-FOR-SIRRR!”
“SECOND-PLATOON-ALL-PRESENT-AND-AC-
COUNTED-FOR-SIRRR!"
'THIRD - PLATOON... SI RRR!"
Captain Toddhunter's sharp salutes to the candy- 
striped student platoon leaders rattling off attendance 
set my teeth on edge. Our gung-ho CO fresh from a tour 
of duty in Nam was an OCS grad a couple years our 
junior. Unlike most of us, he hadn't gone to college, and 
he resented our advantages.
The last platoon finished reporting and Toddhunter 
glared at us like a flinty-eyed street-fighter sizing up 
intruders. He wasn't going to bother earning our respect. 
He would just demand it.
The CO screamed, "Everybody-but-the-new-stu- 
dents, FALLOUT!" Four-fifths of the formation departed, 
leaving a few dozen GI's scattered on the grass between 
the horseshoe wings of the Company E barracks. 
Toddhunter sneered at us another minute and then 
drawled. “Men, we're at war. Hundreds of Americans are 
dying every month, sometimes every week. Now this 
building might look like a dormitory to some of you but it's 
a barracks. And you're no longer Joe College, you're GI 
Joe. Which means you count for jack shit. You have no 
rank, you have no authority. You will obey your superi­
ors’ orders without question. And who are your superi­
ors? Me. the XO. the First Sergeant, all the other NCO's. 
your platoon leaders, and their deputies. Anybody with 
more stripes than you. and right now that's just about 
everybody in sight.
"Now here are the company regulations. You will be 
in proper dress uniform according to your branch of 
service at all times between eight hundred and sixteen 
hundred hours Monday through Friday except as other­
wise ordered. Your uniform will be clean and pressed. 
Your shoes, brass and belt buckle will be polished. You 
will wear your regulation head cover at all times outdoors 
and at no times indoors. Your haircuts will be regulation 
military, which means no longer than three inches on top 
and tapered shorter on the sides. The sideburns will be 
no longer than mid-ear and always well-trimmed. The 
only facial hair allowed is a neat moustache that will not 
extend beyond tire comers of the mouth. The penalty for 
a single gig is Saturday duty. Two gigs, two Saturdays. 
Three gigs and it's an Article Fifteen." The Captain 
paused and then screamed. “Do I make myself clear?"
“Yes, Sir!" half of us shouted. There was one sarcas­
tic “Yes-Drill-Sergeant” behind me butToddhunter didn't 
let on he had heard.
"Now some of you bolos might need your buddies' 
help to get squared away, but that's what buddies are for.
>5?
V ie t  Nam  G eneration
Sometimes without buddies to keep your head above 
water, you sink like a rock. Is that understood?”
“Yes, Sir!" we bellowed, again with the one falsetto 
“Yes, Drill Sergeant."
“But then what would you lily-livered college boys 
know about esprit de corps?"
"Yes, Sir!”
But 1 had an idea of what the CO meant. Without 
buddies, I would have never made it out of Basic. By 
himself, unmechanical Tom Bakken was helpless assem­
bling a rifle.
"Did you men hear about Class oh-eight-sixty-seven? 
That was a Russian class. They all got orders for Ord. 
Infantry AIT. All except one. That lucky bastard will man 
tire White House Hot Line to Moscow. Now everybody 
trained at Fort Ord goes to Nam, so listen up. men. There 
are too many lingies around now. especially in languages 
like Russian. Because we're not at war with Russia. But 
we are at war. So guess where Uncle Sam wants you to go? 
That's right, Viet-lucking-nam. And when you end up in 
that frickin' half-assed country, you'd better be ready to 
cover your butt. Let your guard down once over there and 
sure as shit you'll fly home in a plastic bag.”
He gnashed his teeth and went on, “So why am I 
being tough? When you end up in Nam, I guarantee you'll 
curse my ass for not being tougher. So don't bitch like a 
bunch of women. You ain't got it tough here, and don’t 
pretend you do. Tough is carrying eighty pounds through 
a three-canopied jungle with Charlie nippin’ at your nuts. 
Tough is being trained as a cook and then having to man 
the perimeter anyway like any other grunt and fighting 
NVA regulars overrunning the camp hand-to-hand. There 
ain't no fixed MOS’s in Nam, men. My Mess Sergeant 
forgoL how to use his bayonet one night so we had to zip 
him up in a body bag and mail him home."
“That’d even be worse than getting an F," somebody 
croaked in a raspy falsetto behind me.
"F, my ass, you mean a B," a deeper falsetto replied 
and I suppressed a laugh.
"So if you college boys think it’s tough here, just wait 
till it gets tougher."
Then the same person behind me caterwauled. 
“Don't be embarrassed. Sir. Go ahead and wipe the foam 
off your mouth." On both sides of me I heard muffled 
giggles.
"Do I make myself clear?” Toddhunter bellowed.
“Yes, Sir," we screamed along with one “Yes, Drill 
Sergeant."
Toddhunter continued. "So study your butt off and 
keep squared away and we'll take care of everything else. 
Flunk one six-weeks period, and you’ll be halfway to Fort 
Ord. Do it twice and you'll befriend an M-16 sure as shit. 
That means Eleven Bravo, men. That means infantry for 
you ignorant college boys. And again, that's not a threat, 
men. that's a promise. And from Ord you'll go to Nam as 
sure as 1 piss in the morning. All 1 can say is if you start 
flunking now you had better get in shape. The NCO's at 
Ord will expect you to be right where you left off after 
Basic Training because that's where all the other trainees 
are. And if you're smart, by graduation next year you had 
better all be ready for Nam. Except maybe for the very best
student. If you lingies think you pulled a fast one by 
getting assigned to the DLI, you'd better think twice. The 
real American men are over in Nam. but stationed here, 
you're still in the US-fucking-Military."
Like all the other treads, Toddhunter knew we 
weren’t real volunteers. We had only enlisted to avoid 
being drafted into combat arms, not because we had any 
interest whatsoever in military service. We had only 
agreed to serve up to two years longer than a draftee for 
a promise of keeping far from any action. It was a given 
that the war in Vietnam was as senseless as Russian 
roulette, so why risk our lives for nothing?
The CO went on. “1 have a couple more things to tell 
you, and they’re as important as anything I've said yet. 
The Warsaw Pact intelligence services already have a 
dossier on each and every one of you." Somebody behind 
me stifled a snicker. “They already know your name, 
where you're from, how you like to spend your free time, 
even your bad habits. Maybe they even have a photo. So 
be onyourtoes and keep your mouth shut. Nobody needs 
to know one fucking thing about what you're up to. not 
your family, not your girlfriend, not anybody. Be security­
conscious. men, and you'll get along fine.
"One last thing. The soriy sack of shit who gets 
busted for dope will wish he had never been bom. And we 
had better not even suspect it. Because then you’ll wish 
you was an Eleven Bravo at Ord. Now the slow-learners 
among you should know the Universal Code of Military 
Justice is a stacked deck, and trainees always get dealt 
the shit cards. A court martial isn't a real trial, so you 
won’t stand a chance."
Then he marched quickly between the ranks with his 
jaw set—it was a little weak in profile—and halted behind 
my exposed back. “Soldier," he snarled at someone, "you 
have one gig for a non-regulation haircut. You will get 
that neck trimmed. And you will report to the Orderly 
Room for a detail this Saturday at oh-nine-hundred 
hours.”
Whoever the soldier was didn't respond, and I didn't 
dare turn around. Toddhunter moved back in front of us, 
glared another minute, and screamed. “COMPA-NEEEEE, 
DIS—MISSED!" The others fell out around me but I was 
too dazed to budge. What kind of hell was Vietnam to turn 
Americans into Hopkins and Toddhunters? Enlisting for 
anything, even to become a Russian linguist, had to be 
the biggest mistake of my life. If I hadn’t been tough 
enough for high school football and even sprained my 
ankle bad enough for crutches marching in band, what 
was I doing here? That Toddhunter and Hopkins openly 
hated us, that they actually wished Nam on us, made my 
knees shake. After no one ever wishing me evil before in 
my entire life. Like my mother. I'd always tried to be nice 
to everybody, and it had mostly worked. But not in the 
Army.
I finally turned around, and there stood Zielsdorf 
talking to a swarthy GI with a bushy moustache. He must 
have gotten the gig. Peter motioned me over, and in an 
oddly pinched voice introduced Rich Hoffmann, who 
spoke with a relaxed tenor in an East Coast accent I 
correctly guessed as Bostonian.
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"So you got the gig?" I asked Rich. Though he didn't 
look the least bit troubled.
“No. I did." Peter said with that same strange voice 
and turned his head to show me his shaggy neck. He 
almost sounded drunk.
'These fucking treads are worse than Daley’s pigs." 
Rich said, the anger of his words undercut by a light­
hearted tone. The Chicago police had tear-gassed him in 
Grant Park only a couple weeks before during his leave 
after Basic. “Robert Kennedy, our best bet, was blasted 
out of the race. Then both McCarthy and McGovern blew 
it at the convention. So now we’re stuck with Humphrey. 
Nixon or Wallace."
“Humphrey's not so bad." I piped up. “He can work 
with Congress."
Hoffmann made a face like 1 was nuts and led us 
across the street to the classrooms, chattering about the 
previous year’s “Summer of Love." “I’ll be damned if I ever 
see one day of Eleven Bravo," he said. “A friend in a Czech 
class ahead of ours told me how to apply for asylum in 
Stockholm, and that's where I'm going if I have to. You're 
welcome to come along."
It sounded like going to heaven. But if 1 hadn't had 
the guts to emigrate to Canada earlier, I doubted I could 
summon up the courage now to desert. Not even if the 
alternative was taking die cowardly way out and dying in 
Nam for nothing.
A bald, smiling man of about fifty emerged from a 
classroom building and said in Russian, “Gospoda. poidite 
so mnoi." And he motioned for us to follow. I understood 
what he had said—"Gentlemen, come with me"—but I 
didn’t let on I had.
I wondered who had mocked the CO in falsetto. Ore 
voice that spoke with Rich's wit and Peter's balls. I would 
have bet on Rich, but I wouldn't have wagered much.
That evening Peter popped into my room and asked. 
“You got a black Magic Marker? Rich doesn't." Wells 
glanced up at the visitor and quickly returned to his stack 
of love letters.
“What for?" I said, handing Peter mine.
"You'll find out."
The next morning at breakfast the entire Company 
E mess hall was abuzz over the CO's parking sign. During 
the night someone had written on it in black letters. "The 
CO sucks and blows." The thought of such an insult to 
our nemesis first exhilarated me. and then my stomach 
turned. Because Peter had done it. hadn't he. and I had 
been an accomplice. Unwittingly, of course, but would 
the treads care about such a legalistic nicety? Half- 
nauseated. I gave up on my French toast and raced back 
to my room and checked my desk drawer. There the Magic 
Marker lay, my initials “TB" scratched on it as on all my 
property to make sure borrowers got things back. I had 
to gel rid of it fast, but where? Not in the trash, not out 
the window, so where else? But if Wells had seen me give 
it to Peter, what good would hiding it do?
Recorded bugles signaled roll call and I hurried 
down the fire escape wi (h a lu mp in my back pocket. God. 
if Peter had a death wish, why couldn't he leave me out 
of it?
Toddhunter glared at us a full minute before finally 
speaking. "Men," he said, his jaw trembling, "the sorry- 
assed coward who defaced my sign deserves a court 
martial and a sentence to hard labor. But if he owns up 
right now I'll be lenient and give him an Article Fifteen and 
immediate reassignment to Fort Ord in Eleven Bravo. 
You'd better fess up. you fucking coward. I will find you 
out. You have one minute to come forward." He studied 
his wristwatch as we all stood as still as gravestones.
In the bracing morning air, sweat trickled down my 
ribs and my heart pounded. If Peter stepped forward, 
would 1 be implicated too? Or what ifWells turned us both 
in? I didn't know him well enough to have any idea what 
he’d do.
The sixty seconds passed without a murmur.
“You goddamned coward,” the CO snarled and then 
screamed, “Fall out!" My hands shook the rest of the day. 
Between classes I hunted for a spot to get rid of the 
evidence, but because of my initials I ended up carrying 
the Magic Marker back to my room and hiding it inside a 
combat boot.
For the next two weeks Toddhunter held us after 
every roll call and threatened weekend details if we didn't 
turn the perpetrator in. Zielsdorf never brought up die 
sign himself, and his only reaction when someone else did 
was a sly grin. I wanted to enjoy my classmates and make 
the best of my enlistment, but Peter’s act of revenge made 
me feel like I was tiptoeing across an endless mine field. 
Overnight, dread had become a sour, metallic taste that 
I woke up with and took to bed and couldn't get out of my 
mouth no matter how many times ! brushed my teeth.
The first language lessons should have been relaxed 
for me since all we did was make the sounds of Russian 
and form simple sentences, but the CO's threats kept me 
unnerved. We mimicked our emigre teachers in moving 
our mouths and tongues in ways strange for Americans. 
After five days we all knew several simple dialogues po- 
russki well enough to play either role, and then in the 
succeeding weeks the sentences grew more complex. At 
St. Olafs 1 had learned far more complicated vocabulary 
and grammar, but of course didn't let that on. since what 
the others didn't know couldn't hurt me. Evenings I 
skimmed the assigned lessons and then slipped the 
tattered grammar from Northfield inside the introductory 
DLI workbook and crammed that. I'd be damned if I'd 
relinquish my head start.
Gospodin Markov and Gospozha Danilova quickly 
proved themselves the best teachers. He was the stickler 
for perfect grammar and pronunciation while her irre­
pressible enthusiasm and minimal correcting first kindled 
a love for Lhe supple language and then fanned it into a 
passion.
One foggy morning on break between classes, Peter, 
Rich, and 1 were standing outside getting some fresh air. 
Rich launched into a parody of Danilova in simple 
Russian that hit her high pitch and merry tone and stiff 
posture perfectly. Peter managed a laugh, but 1 couldn't.
Just then a thin, lanky GI in dress greens came 
around the corner and ran up to us. MACINTOSH his 
name tag read, followed by a little “CZ." for Czech, 
corresponding to our "RU's" for Russian. Rich introduced
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Dave M acintosh, a  friend from Boston pro tests, and  the 
person  w ho had  first told him  ab o u t the  DLI. Dave’s 
piercing hazel eyes scru tin ized  Peter and  me.
"Mack, they’re o.k ..’’ Rich said.
"It looks like I’m fucked. Hoffer," Dave said. “The 
tread s  are  th rea ten in g  no t to give me a security  clearance. 
They found o u t abou t th a t an tiw ar dem onstration  I 
organized la s t year. A couple p lainclo thes agen ts ju s t  
grilled m e a b o u t it, an d  I have to talk  to them  again 
tom orrow . W hat ab o u t all th a t  o ther crap  I got into? If 
they uncover th a t. I’ll end up  a t Fort Ord for sure."
"Shit," Rich hissed.
"If it ge ts bad  enough. I’m bugging on o u t of he re .’’ 
M acintosh said . "I sw ear I will."
I p u t a finger across my lips, softly shush ing , and  
pointed a t  two of our c lassm ates . Will B urke and  Scott 
D ickinson ch a ttin g  not th irty  feet away. “No sh it. I’ll go to 
Sw eden if I have to!” M acintosh snarled . “J u s t  w atch me. 
If you guys were sm art, you’d go too."
Scott an d  Will tu rned  in un iso n  a t  th a t o u tb u rs t, and  
Rich grabbed M acintosh’s shou lders and  spun  him  around 
and  p u sh ed  him  away, w hispering. “G et o u t of here. I'll 
s top  by you r room tonight."
B urke a n d  D ickinson both  m oseyed over, and  Will 
asked . “Pray tell, who w as th a t  gentlem an?"
“Dave Jo h n sto n ."  Peter b lu rted .
“He’s study ing  Chinese." Rich quickly added.
Scott w hispered. “Did th a t guy really say he was 
going to Sweden?"
"No, Salinas," Rich corrected. “The town up  the road. 
T here’s  totally n u d e  dancing  in  som e b a r  there."
Will rolled h is  eyes an d  sighed. “Honestly, my good 
m an."
I w asn ’t su re  w hether B urke doubted  ou r story, b u t 
D ickinson’s m ischievous grin  implied he had . I looked a t 
Rich an d  th en  a t  Peter, w aiting for one of them  to ask  our 
c la ssm a tes  to keep quiet ab o u t M acintosh, b u t ne ither 
did. B ut from th a t m om ent on. all five of u s  acted  a s  if the 
overheard  conversation  h ad  never happened  and  nobody 
b rough t u p  Dave’s nam e. And Will an d  Scott began 
jo in ing  th e  th ree  of u s on b reak s  an d  a t m eals, a s  wc five 
g radually  becam e a  clique.
I had  first m et Private B urke the S a tu rday  before 
c lasses  began , w hen ea ting  alone in an  alm ost em pty 
m ess hall, I w as sta rtled  by a n  a rticu la te  voice: “Would 
you be so kind a s  to perm it m e to s it with you?" A 
strikingly boyish m an in troduced  him self a s  William 
Burke, or a s  he preferred. Will. He offered me the  thick, 
soft han d  of a  ca tcher, h is  darting  dark-brow n eyes 
avoiding my gaze. He h ad  a  flawless ivory sk in  th a t had 
suffered little shaving, an d  large, even, w hite teeth  often 
bared  in false g rin s  w henever he bested  you in debate.
Scott D ickinson w as an  wiry, energetic little blond 
w ith a sm ile even the tread s  had  trouble  suppressing . A 
self- styled gourm et from C olum bus, Ohio, he loathed the 
m ess hall chow, which I d idn ’t m ind m yself while Peter 
ac tually  relished  it. Several tim es Rich tried to feel ou t the  
S tanford  h isto ry  m ajor’s  politics, b u t Scott ju s t  shrugged 
and  sw itched the conversation to h is g rea tes t love, the 
English R enaissance, or h is  favorite novelist. Tolkien.
D uring the  brief b reak s  betw een periods I gradually  
got to know my o th er c lassm ates, too. E ighteen of u s  were 
random ly divided in to  th ree  sections of six—fourteen 
Army privates, a Navy L ieu tenan t JG , two M arine lance 
corporals, an d  a M arine C ap ta in , for a  rainbow  of d ress 
greens, brow ns and  b lues. M ost of u s  were tw enty two or 
tw enty three, the  L ieu tenan t JG  a  couple y ea rs  older and 
the C aptain  the o ldest a t  th irty  three. W ith two excep­
tions, we all had  g rad u a ted  from good colleges w ith liberal 
a r ts  m ajors an d  Peter had  even been  Phi B eta Kappa. I 
had  only m ade Phi K appa Phi. the  honor fra tern ity  for 
those achieving decent g rades along w ith public  service.
I had  tu tored m inority scho larsh ip  s tu d e n ts  adm itted  to 
St. O lafs from w eak high schools.
The first m onth  and  a  half. Peter, Will, and  I sa t 
together in Section B along w ith the two officers and  a 
lance corporal. I did my best no t to th in k  a b o u t the 
th re a ts  hang ing  over ou r heads, b u t  the  first day I s tarted  
stam m ering  and  it only got worse. The A’s an d  B’s I 
earned  in college seem ed like gold and  silver s ta rs  glued 
after my nam e on a  th ird -grade  bu lle tin  board  com pared 
to the  s takes we were facing now. Peter openly conceded 
my superiority  in c lass  like he  w as helping m e relax, but 
I soon suspected  he w as lulling m e in to  com placency 
while studying fanatically o u t of sight.
Already the first w eek Will show ed a n  u tte r  lack of 
ap titude  for foreign languages. His E nglish accen t re­
m ained th ick  no  m atte r  how m any tim es M arkov cor­
rected him because  he sim ply cou ldn’t im ita te  or even 
imagine a  p ronuncia tion  and  syn tax  different from his 
own. Instead of cram m ing R ussian  like the res t of us, he 
sp en t his evenings replaying fam ous ch ess  m atches or 
reading ab o u t Soviet history , h is  m ajor in te res t a t  the 
University of W ashington in Seattle . O ne su p p e r he 
averred. "Learning a  foreign language is a  feat of memory, 
not of intellect." Anger flashed in Peter’s  eyes b u t he  d idn’t 
rebu t. Memory had  alw ays been my longest su it  in 
school, too.
Meanwhile, to my dism ay. Peter’s  progress was 
astounding . While Will cou ldn’t learn  a single dialogue all 
the  way to the end, Peter never once recited a line wrong 
and  h is pronunciation  w as perfect. In fact, th e  th ird  day 
G ospodin M arkov h anded  Zielsdorf a  copy of the  novel he 
him self w as reading  in R ussian , D ostoevsky’s Possessed, 
and  asked  him  to read  it aloud.
“I have no idea how to p ronounce these  w ords," Peter 
replied b lush ing . “I don’t even know th e  whole a lphabet 
yet."
U nfortunately, the  b e tte r he  perform ed, the  grim m er 
h is  mood, and  it rubbed  off on everyone else. To lighten 
the atm osphere . M arkov tried telling u s  R ussian  jokes in 
English b u t following Peter’s lead, none of u s  laughed. 
“Shto  s vami, Zielsdorf?’ M arkov finally asked . “W hat’s  
wrong with you?"
“Let’s  learn  R ussian ," Peter said . “T h a t’s w h a t’ll save 
u s  from Vietnam ."
“W hat do you m ean ‘u s ’? ’’ Will qu ipped  and  Peter’s 
grin briefly reappeared .
To my chagrin , M arkov soon p ronounced  Peter 
“s tu d en t num ber one” of Section B. an d  also  s tarted  
calling him “Nash gordyj prussk ij,"  ou r proud P russian .
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T h a t m ade Z ielsdorf s it  taller, b u t  he  still w ouldn’t relax, 
a n d  the  awful tas te  in my m o u th  got w orse and  the chow 
began to ta s te  like sa n d . 1 never forgot for a  w aking 
m inu te  w h a t he h ad  done to the  CO’s sign.
The nex t M onday m orn ing  ju s t  before roll call. I w as 
half-asleep  a t  my desk  reviewing the  day’s  dialogue, w hen 
the  PA system  shocked  m e wide aw ake: “Private Thom as 
B akken, please rep o rt to the  O rderly Room ASAP. Private 
T hom as B akken, p lease repo rt to the  Orderly Room 
ASAP.’’
1 je rk ed  to m y feet an d  m y eyes m et Wells’ an d  he 
screw ed u p  h is eyes. I s tra ig h ten ed  my half-w indsor 
kno t, tucked  in my poplin  sh irt, b u tto n ed  my d ress  green 
jack e t, p u t  on m y garrison  h a t an d  headed  dow nstairs.
S ergean t Kelly, h is  face m ore lu rid  th an  its  u su a l 
ruddy , w as s tan d in g  a t  the  door. “B akken ,” he barked , 
“th e  CO w an ts  to see  you. W ait in m y room .”
I sp e n t a  long, long h o u r  s ta rin g  a t  my spit-polished 
low q u a rte rs  while th e  F irst S h irt sno rted  h is  way th rough  
a report. And I w as doubled  u p  w ith  stom ach  cram p s by 
the  tim e the  CO charged  o u t of h is  office and  bellowed a t 
me, “You s tay  p u t. soldier. I’ll nail y ou r a s s  w hen I get 
b a c k .”
S udden ly  even V ietnam  seem ed b e tte r th a n  th is 
place.
T o d d h u n te r s to rm ed  back  in. a n d  1 ju s t  sa t there, 
h u n c h e d  over w aiting for fu rth e r orders.
“Go on in!” Kelly sc ream ed  a t m e. “Are you b lind?”
I nodded , sw allow ing h a rd , w alked up  to the  closed 
door a n d  gently knocked . I hea rd  nothing.
I knocked  louder.
“Com e in ,” a  g ru ff voice snarled .
“Private B akken reporting  a s  ordered. S ir,” I rasped  
an d  sa lu ted , my h e a r t  pound ing  in m y th roat.
“At ea se ,” T o d d h u n te r ba rked  w ithou t glancing up  
from w hat looked like a  personnel file. Probably m ine. The 
park ing  sign with th e  obscene m essage w as propped up  
in  the  corner.
“B akken ,” he  sa id , “I u n d e rs ta n d  you have a  black 
Magic M arker." He reached  in to  h is  draw er, pulled one 
out, an d  began rapp ing  it h a rd  ag a in s t h is  desk.
“They’re com m on,” I sa id . Had Wells tu rned  Peter 
a n d  m e in?
“I d id n ’t say  they  w eren ’t. Do you have one. Private?"
"Yes, S ir.”
"You bet you have one. T his one w as in your com bat 
boot. W ith th e  in itia ls  TB on it.”
My th o u g h ts  sca tte red  like s ta rtled  sparrow s w hich 
I g rabbed  for, m issing  every one.
“Well, say  som eth ing , Private."
"So th a t’s  w here it w ent." I m u ttered . “I m u s t have 
d ropped  it in there."
"Speak  up. troop!”
“I sa id  I w ondered w here it h ad  d isappeared  to. 1 
d id n ’t  know  w here it h ad  gone."
"Soldier, did you w rite on my sign?"
“No, Sir."
“Do you know  w ho did?"
“No, Sir."
“Are you lying?"
“No, Sir."
He glared a t m e w ith flinty eyes a n d  growled. "If I find 
ou t you’re lying. I'll begin w ith a  co u rt m artia l an d  then  
I'll really nail your ass."
“Yes. S ir.”
“Do you have any th ing  else to say. sh it-fo r-b ra in s?”
“No, Sir." I locked m y knees to s top  the ir trem bling.
"Dism issed, Private."
I m oped back  to m y room  a n d  took off my uniform  
a n d  craw led into bed a n d  lay th ere  w ondering  w hat to do 
next. W hat had  I gotten  m yself in to? The goody-goody 
w ho never once w hispered  in s tu d y  hall a n d  never once 
incu rred  the  w rath  of any  teach er w as facing a  cou rt 
m artia l. I w as ju s t  edging off in to  an x io u s s lum ber w hen 
it s tru c k  m e th a t I w as sk ipp ing  R ussian  class!?
By th a t evening I w as so em otionally  d rained  th a t  I 
w ent to bed right a fter su p p e r  an d  w as dozing w hen 
Kelly’s  tinny  voice scared  m e aw ake: “Seam an  J a m e s  
Wells, please report to the  O rderly Room ASAP. Seam an  
Ja m e s  Wells, please repo rt to th e  O rderly Room ASAP.”
I bolted uprigh t an d  w atched  my room m ate w hip  on 
h is d ress  w hites an d  race off w ithou t a  word. I v/as s itting  
a t  my desk  in my civvies trying to s tu d y  m y St. O la fs  
R ussian  g ram m ar w hen Wells finally re tu rn ed . Keeping 
h is  back  to m e. he opened h is  wall locker a n d  rem oved h is 
uniform  an d  carefully h u n g  it u p  a n d  th en  p u t on je a n s  
an d  a  b lue  w orkshirt a n d  sea ted  h im self a t  h is  desk  and  
got ou t stationery .
I w as dying to h e a r  w h a t had  h ap p en ed  b u t I w as 
afraid  I m ight im plicate m yself deeper by ask ing  a b o u t it. 
The res t of the  evening I s a t  b raced  for a n  artillery  barrage  
th a t never landed, the  R ussian  con jugations I kept 
s ta rin g  a t  blurry  from my sh ak in g  grip.
I lay aw ake m ost of th a t  n ight w eighing my options, 
an d  by daw n I e ither felt reconciled to w hatever fate had  
in s to re  for m e or I w as too e x h au sted  to care  anym ore. 
The next day Wells d idn ’t say  a  w ord a b o u t w hat had  
h appened  either, and  I k ep t m um  m yself a s  if ou r m u tu a l 
silence had  becom e a  spell n e ith e r of u s  would b reak .
By the  third day, it w as c lear W ells h ad  stood by u s  
a n d  no t betrayed e ither Peter or me. The CO had  gotten  
lucky com bing th rough  m y room , b u t  w ithou t corrobo­
rating  testim ony th a t  evidence w a sn ’t enough. A buddy 
w as yo u r buddy even if he  and  you w eren’t friends, and  
b u dd ies  never ra tted  on b u dd ies  no m a tte r  w hat. So it 
w as true  th a t  som etim es w ithou t b u d d ies  to keep your 
head  above w ater, you s in k  like a  rock. J u s t  ask  Zielsdorf 
or M acintosh or me. And m aybe we did know  a th ing  or 
two ab o u t esprit de corps.
DL Olson writes: I came of age during the tumultuous 
Sixties and that idealistic era shaped my values for life. I 
attended the University o f Wisconsin at Madison, where I 
earned a bachelor's degree and then later.following a stint 
in the U.S. Army, two master's degrees. While working as 
a librarian at Ohio University, I honed my fiction skills by 
completing two novels that are as yet unpublished. This 
story. “Esprit de Corps, ” is the opening chapter of the first 
of these. Double Euchre. More recently I have been 
concentrating on short fiction and two other stories o f mine 
are forthcoming in Amelia and The Cream City Review.
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My D arK Venqeance
Timothy Martin
I'd like to have a few minutes with the recruiter who got 
me into this mess. I'd like to meet him somewhere. He 
could pick the spot, maybe the Officer's Club where he'd 
feel safe. I just want him to tell me again, to my face, how 
much I'll enjoy the United States Navy. My recruiter told 
me that and he did it without even cracking a smile. He 
sat right there in his goddamn khaki uniform with all 
those pleats and flaps and brass buttons and about spc 
Loo many pockets and gave me his best speech: "You'll be 
heading off to Vietnam, and it won't be a pretty thing.” etc. 
& etc. "But you'll see plenty of action and I guarantee 
you'll come back a hero with a chest full of medals. Not 
because 1 said so. No! You'll come home a hero because 
you fought as a member of the most powerful navy in the 
world. And believe me. once you're a sailor, you're always 
a sailor, and you can be proud of that," etc. & etc. “You 
can take a sailor out of the navy but you can never take 
the navy out of a sailor." etc. & etc.
Lies, all lies. But I bought it lock, stock and barrel. 
I yanked the pen out of his hand and said. “Yes, sir! 
Where do I sign?" because I was nineteen and not 
overburdened with brains. Because I was revved to race, 
poured full of the juice of youth. Because 1 was the kid 
with so much energy I had to almost jog in place. If 1 
didn’t, everything in me would get lockjaw. I bought that 
recruiter’s bullshit, all right. And what did it get me? 
Three years hard time. Three mind-blowing, killingly. 
love-deadeningly boring years. I hope that son-of-a-bitch 
recruiter dies of intestinal cancer in a part of the world 
where morphine has yet to be discovered.
I'd like to talk to my boot camp company com­
mander, too. Petty Officer 1st class Haywood was his 
name. Dick Haywood. The most coldhearted, sadistic 
bastard this side ofHell. Ifyou poured boiling water down 
the guy's throat, he would have peed icecubes. Haywood's 
favorite pastime was torturing recruits. He pushed us, 
kicked us and cursed us out in the vilest language. He 
made our lives a living hell.
Reveille at dawn. "You maggots gotJive seconds to be 
lined up outside!"
Formation, inspection. Three solid hours of march­
ing in 90 degree San Diego heat while he sat on his ass in 
the shade and shouted through a bullhorn. “Move it! 
Move it! Move it! Agility! Hostility! Keep those lines 
straight! Make it hurt!" It hurt all right. It was the worst 
kind of hurt you can imagine. The kind of hurt that comes 
to visit and rearranges the spiritual furniture.
There were jumping jacks. We ran and climbed 
ropes. We learned to say “Yes sir!", “No sir!” and little else. 
Push-ups and sit-ups and hot afternoons on the obstacle 
course. No use complaining: the penalty for that was 
more pain. There was tear gas, too. I still remember the 
sting. And I'll never forget the time Haywood caught Tony 
Miller writing a letter home to his girl when he was
supposed to be taking notes on seamanship. He snatched 
the letter out of Miller's hands and read it aloud to the 
company.
“My darling Jill." he began, his voice laden with 
sarcasm. Then he went into the body of the letter, reading 
until he worked himself into a state of outrage. It was a 
letter to a young snatchhe said at the end. and what was 
he doing writing to a young snatch when what really at 
issue, what really mattered, what was of the utmost 
importance was not young snatch but rather the proper 
way to handle lines and transfer fuel from one ship to 
another.
Another time he caught Freddy Halverson, a college 
kid from Des Moines, reading, of all things, Plato's 
Republic "A college boy, huh? Haywood said. "You one 
of those dumb-minded social undesirables, boy? You 
eyefucking me, sailor? Don't. I don't want you quoting the 
pisscutting Republic in my navy. Your boots are filthy. 
There willbean inspection, and ifyou don't come up with 
some inspection-worthy boots in chop-chop time, your 
college ass won’t be worth a roach's tit. You got that? 1 
don’t give a damn how smart you are. You're a recruit in 
the United States Navy now. and if 1 say jump, you jump. 
Understand? Oh, you're gonna get an education, 
Halverson. I’ll make sure of that. I'm going to bust your 
ass while you’re under my command. I'm gonna ride you 
every step of the way."
Poor Freddy. He was emotional, intellectual. There 
was no place in Haywood's navy for anyone like that. 
Freddy would never make it through boot camp. Many of 
us wouldn't make it. And those of us who did were scared 
shitless. Frightened out of our wits. As if the possibility 
of going to Vietnam was nothing compared to the cer­
tainty of spending another day under the ruthless com­
mand of Dick Haywood. I hope there's a special dung 
heap in the low-rent section of hell for that worthless 
bastard.
That brings to mind another guy I'd love to get within 
choking distance of: Chief Blackwell. That man is on my 
shit list, too. Blackwell was the son-of-a-bitch who put 
me down in the hole. That's what we call the boiler room 
on this barge: "the hole", with varying foul modifiers. A 
few hours down there and you'd understand why. The 
hole is a nightmare of valves, switches, pipes and ma­
chinery. It's noisy down there. And hot. Two 1200 pound 
boilers can chum out a godawful lot of heat. Working in 
the hole is the worst job imaginable. It's the equivalent of 
stoking the fires of hell, only hotter.
When 1 put in a request chit for a different duty 
assignment—cook, gunners mate, postal clerk, anything 
else—Chief Blackwell just laughed. “What’s wrong?" he 
said. “You too fucking good for the hole? We got men on 
this ship who've been boiler tenders for twenty years. 
They like it."
“They like it?" I said.
“You bet they do," he said, in his nat-as-the-floor- 
boards voice. “And you'd better learn to like it, too, 
because it's gonna be your home for the next three years.”
No slant-eyed, slope-headed, tree-climbing, shit­
eating little son-of-a-bitch with infrared telescopic sight 
is going to blow me away. No way. No rocket is going to
559
ViET Nam  G eneration
land on my head because some cherry was playing with 
the radio. Thanks to Chief Blackwell. I'll probably die of 
boredom or heat-exhaustion in a place that has a 24- 
hour climate like the inside of a locked van stalled in 
Death Valley at noon. I tell you, I'd like to see Blackwell 
dipped in shit, circumcised with a firecracker, and burned 
at the stake to the sounds of Hendrix's Foxy Lady.
I'd like to go about ten rounds with petty officer 1st 
class Hanson, too. I really would. He's the criminally 
insane psychotic head case in charge of the boiler room. 
Hanson's a real bastard. He’s the kind of sicko who would 
bite off his sleeping mother's toe. He would throw a 
rattlesnake into a baby’s carriage. He’d murder a virgin 
with a swan. Hanson missed his calling. He could have 
been a rape and pillage specialist in the armies of Genghis 
Khan. Loyalty is very important to Hanson. He judges us 
by our loyalty, our ability to suck up to him. There are 
about five sycophants who do most of the sucking. It's 
enough to make you sick. But not half as sick as when 
Hanson breaks out the grease gun for a FNG.
A  Fucking New Guy is what Hanson calls the guys 
right out of boot camp. Either that or fresh meat. It's 
Hanson’s self-appointed duty to indoctrinate every FNG 
into the boiler room by jamming the nozzle of a grease gun 
up his ass and pumping him full of #3 graphite grease. 
Greasing parties. That's what they're called. There are 
others who help out—the brown-nosers—but it’s always 
Hanson who works tine grease gun. He loves it, especially 
when the FNG's screams. He gets off on it. That's how 
perverted he is.
The first time I witnessed a greasing party. I felt a 
sickness inside of me. Total disease. 1 tried to call it 
unreal. But it resisted the word. So I cast around for 
anything to call it: unspeakable, grotesque, mind-blow­
ing. but there was nothing appropriate except perhaps 
insane. Totally insane. Hanson is one twisted psychotic, 
all right, and I'd have no compunction whatsoever about 
picking up a 24" pipe wrench and braining him with one 
savage, cathartic swipe.
I'd like to have a few words with that alcoholic 
shipyard inspector who checked out #2 boiler just before 
we pulled out for Nam because a part of me. a lot of me. 
in fact, is still grieving. The shithead boiler inspector was 
drunk that day. So drunk he could barely make it down 
into tile boiler room. When he did. he threw up in the 
bilges, signed the job completion form and climbed back 
up the ladder. It’s because of that inspector that Billy 
Adams is dead. Billy was standing in front of #2 boiler the 
night it blew a tube. He was killed instantly. The tube cut 
loose just before watch change. I was up on the 02 level 
at the time. I'll never forget the look on Billy's face when 
it exploded. I try. but I can’t forget.
There was a low hollow bang. 1 had just enough time 
to look down and see 1200 pounds of superheated steam 
flash right in Billy’s face. It ripped all the meat off, and for 
an instant I could see the white bone and the red flesh of 
muscle tissue. All this in a microsecond. Then 1 was 
knocked back against the bilge pump and the boiler room 
filled with steam. There were bells, sirens, screams, 
sobs—a hundred horrible sounds at once. Someone
shouting orders that you'd have to put your ear to their 
mouth to hear.
I'm not ashamed to say that I panicked. I felt my way 
over to the ladder and climbed out of there as fast as I 
could. Me and a few other survivors. When the steam 
cleared Billy was lying on the deckplales, fried to a crisp. 
He was like the rest of us—eighteen, nineteen years old. 
He loved baseball and hamburgers and cherry Cokes. 
And now he's dead. 1 wouldn’t mind seeing that low-life 
boozed-out inspector have a bone-splintering head-on 
automobile crash and have the thrill of being the only 
person available to summon aid.
I’d like have about five minutes with that prostitute 
from Singapore. The stripper. The girl from the red-light 
district with the dimpled bellybutton and the smooth 
thighs that 1 fell in love with. The one I met when I was 
half-drunk.
“Hey sailor,” she said, “you party?"
“Yea, I party," I told her. “How much?”
“Twenty dollah. Me love you long time."
“Twenty dollah too much," 1 said.
"Me sucky-sucky. Love you too much," she said.
"Ten dollah is all my mom allows me to spend."
"Ok. Ten dollah."
“Whai does ten dollah get me?”
“Eveiything. Fucky-sucky. Whateveryou want," she 
said, and I was sucked, once, twice, thrice. She sucked 
with a cigarette in her mouth, glued to her lip corner, and 
the ash fell on my cock and 1 didn't care. I was too drunk 
to care. She held my dick for me while I took a leak, and 
that was free, a bonus to a good customer. I told her I 
wanted to many her, take her back to the states. She said 
she’d be a good wife. She would learn to make hamburg­
ers and make love American. Bear me many children if I 
wanted. All boys if 1 wanted (she knew how). She would 
even return to grade school. So I gave her my high school 
ring, did it a third time with heron the same day and came 
back the next. I caught her in the act. Turning a trick with 
another customer, a Marine. A  fucking Marine! Can you 
believe it? And I was going to marry that bitch. I hope she 
dies of a quadruple case of gonorrhea on the front steps 
of a penicillin dispensary.
I’d like to have a few words with George, the hip 
boilerman. George got out of the navy last week. That's 
too bad because he knew the lyrics to any rock and roll 
song you could name. Creme. The Rascals, The Lovin' 
Spoonful. Jefferson Airplane—George knew all their stuff. 
He memorized all the words to Jefferson Airplane's White 
Rabbit. George had a Plymouth Barracuda and a girl back 
home named Sally. He had balls, too. Yeah, he had those 
aplenty, George did: although you’d never have known it. 
how soft the guy talked, how relaxed he was in the face 
of stupid people. George was cool. He was more laid-back 
than a macrobiotic checkout clerk at a health food store. 
I could never understand how he stayed so mellow. The 
guy was unbelievable. Then, one evening on watch, 
George told me his secret.
“George," I said, "How come is it you're always 
walking around with a shit-eating grin when I'm feeling 
so miserable? How come is that?” George smiled, and the
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easygoing lines ran from the corners of his eyes into his 
temples.
“Man." he said, “sometimes when I'm in this boiler 
room with the heat and the noise and the smells, I think, 
what the hell am I doing in a place like this? Then I just 
relax and say to myself, It's okay. man. It's okay to be 
here. Like, if I wasn’t supposed to be here, I wouldn’t be 
here. You know what I'm saying? What I'm saying is, 1 
surrender to this place and this time, and then I'm at 
peace with it, I become one with it. I'm singing. I’m 
smiling. Then, somebody comes up and says. Hey. man. 
what the fuck are you smiling about, doing this kind of 
shitwork? In their view, see, anyone who smiles must not 
know what he's got himself into. What I'm saying is, this 
boiler room is innocent. The machinery just does what it 
has to do, which is make the ship go. And I'm just here to 
help it do that."
Then, just before I could tell him how bitchin his 
attitude was, George fished in his pocket and came up 
with four tabs of 100-microgram acid. He popped two 
tabs in his mouth and two into mine. “Cheer up, man," he 
said. “Dig it. Embrace the meltdown."
I'd like to have a few words with George, all right. I’d 
like to ask him if he knows where I score any more of that 
100 microgram acid. I need something to take the edge off 
of my dark vengeance.
Timothy Martin, 1295 Grant Ave., Areata, CA 95521.
Ju s t  D own t Ne Hill
Marc B. Adin, 12 Lounsberry Ct., Kingston. IVY
Lucas was already asleep. I think he fell asleep the 
moment he heard the click of the light switch on the small 
blue lamp in the comer of his room. Barefoot, I tried to 
make my way across his room without stepping on any of 
the eight billion Lego pieces scattered across the floor. 
The sharp little pieces dug into my feet as 1 quickly 
clattered out of the room. I snuck into Sissy's room 
knowing the sound of the blood passing through my 
capillaries might be enough to rouse her. Her slow 
rhythmic breathing told me she was deep asleep. 1 gave 
her a soft kiss low on her forehead just above the bridge 
of her nose. It was my favorite sweet spot for sleepy night 
kissing. She turned her head, mumbled "Daddy" with a 
bit of irritation in her voice. I beat a hasty retreat, 
skinning my shin on Sis’s doll house in the process. I 
went into our bedroom and Kathy was lightly snoring, 
deep into REM cycle number twenty-seven. Just three 
minutes before she was snickering at a New Yorker 
cartoon and telling me to be careful about waking up Sis. 
Oh well, there's always tomorrow night.
I went downstairs and poured some two-percent 
lowfat milk into my World Wrestling Federation mug. I 
put the cup into the microwave and set it for thirty 
seconds. A cup of warm milk would help me get to sleep. 
Released L-Lryptophan or something. I was checking the 
doors of the house when the microwave beep-beep- 
beeped me. I drank the sweet milk and headed up to bed.
At that comfortably vague yet perceptible moment 
when consciousness passes across the border to sleep, I 
hear the deafening sound of the.45. A great squeeze of 
panic fear rushes from my stomach and pounds into my 
ears. I jump out of bed and my ears are ringing.
I run downstairs calling names, ciying names. Some­
one help me. I know it will never go away, never come to 
an end. Once I thought it would, once I thought a day 
would go by without thinking about Vietnam, but now. 
twenty-two years later, 1 am still waiting for that day. I put 
four Valium in my mouth and wash them down with a 
glass of red wine. I go back upstairs, get into bed. put the 
radio earpiece on, tune in a baseball game and fall asleep 
somewhere in the fourth inning.
How could it be a more beautiful day? My neck 
arched back and I was filled by the shades of blue which 
consumed the sky. The deepest blue was in the center, 
glowing. The rushing air was joyful life and I was happy 
in a way only a young soldier in war can be.
“Bro."
I brought my head forward and rested my eyes on the 
relaxed, innocent face of the Man of Glass. He had on that 
big twelve-year-old smile. His skin was milk-white with 
rouge-like patches of pink on his cheekbones. We all got 
tan except Glassman. The whites got darker, the blacks 
got darker, the Hispanics got darker, everyone got darker. 
Even Smitty, who claimed his ancestry had never been 
tainted by the dumbfuck ugliness of the white man, who 
was amongst the word's purest racial groups, who was
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the blackest black I would ever see. got darker. But not 
Lhe Man of Glass. He was like some walking commercial 
for dairy farms or a glass of cold white pasteurized milk, 
strong bones and straight white teeth.
"Bro, put your steel pot on. We're in a war, dude." 1 
looked on the floor of Lhe open gun truck and found my 
helmet in the jumbled litter of war. Belts of fifty caliber 
rounds, bandoleers of clips for M-16s. flak vests, can­
teens. M-79 grenade launchers, C-rations. a radio, ruck­
sacks, insect repellent, first-aid kits, gas masks, flares, 
ammo cans filled with M-60 rounds, smoke grenades, all 
colored by the brown-red dust. I found my helmet and put 
it on.
'There. Better?”
"Yeah. Great. I don’t want some dink to zap you in 
Lhe head. It might interfere with your ability to fart and 
talk. Hey, let’s have a J before we get to Kontum. We've 
never been hit south of Kontum before."
I looked ahead and behind. We were in the middle of 
a heavily armored truck convoy on its way to Ben Het to 
try and break Lhe siege there which was in its second 
week. Several NVA regiments had surrounded the small 
remote camp deep in the Central Highlands, located right 
at the place where Laos, Cambodia and Vietnam meet. 
The Camp was dug into a mountain located in the middle 
of the thousands of branches of the Ho Chi Minh Trail. It 
was here, at Ben Het. where the trails turned sharply 
eastward and penetrated the strategic Achilles’ heel of 
South Vietnam: the Central Highlands. South Vietnam is 
at its narrowest and least densely populated in the 
Highlands. Its sharp, ragged mountains were also the 
country's most difficult terrain in which to wage war.
This was our third attempt to break through. The 
first two convoys were hit by Lhe NVA between DakTo and 
Ben Het and had been driven back. They were smaller 
convoys and had taken heavy losses. This convoy was 
huge: two hundred assorted vehicles, with helicopter 
gunship cover and three infantry reaction platoons. The 
Man of Glass and I were part of the reaction team, as were 
Duncan, Grub and the Shah who were in an armored 
deuce-and-a-half a couple of vehicles ahead. Moore was 
in a jeep up a little farther with Lt. Conners and Srnitty. 
We could hear them on our radio, chattering instructions 
and information back to us.
Almost as a dare. I thought, the battalion CO had 
made this an all-volunteer mission. The certainty we 
would be hit was nearly one hundred percent. Why 
volunteer? Me, whose father committed suicide over my 
refusal to take back my draft card and who had been 
under a federal grand jury indictment for obstructing the 
draft. Srnitty. who preached that this was the racist white 
man's war against the Asians. Was it not he who said the 
rich white fuckers were sending poor blacks to kill even 
poorer Vietnamese in a war to get to the huge oil reserves 
in the South China Sea? And yet in Lt. Conners’ jeep. 
Srnitty peered out, hunched over his M-60 machine gun. 
And Grub. Lire Vermont schoolteacher who applied for 
conscientious objector status and was denied by his draft 
board because he didn't attend church on a regular basis, 
where was he? I could see him from my gun truck as he 
searched Lhe tree line for any sign of the NVA. M-79
grenade launcher at tire ready. We had all volunteered. 
All three platoons. Even Conners' hippie platoon. We 
were all here. Maybe our outward sign of bravado masked 
our inner fears. Maybe we had something to prove. Maybe 
the thought of the certain death of the men at Ben Het 
urged us to risk our fives in order to save Lhetrs. I didn't 
know which reason drove us on, probably all of them and 
more, but once we volunteered all doubts vanished. Not 
one of us ever doubted that we had made the right 
decision.
Just south of Kontum the convoy came to an abrupt 
stop. The road had been mined and the combat engineers 
had to clear them. We could hear the dull thudding up 
ahead as Lhe mines were being blown.
Lt. Conners radioed us to come up to his jeep. 
Glassman and I climbed over the chest-high steel plate 
sides of the truck, our M-16s and bandoleers flung over 
our backs. Conners seemed a little more tense than 
usual. He was twenty-four. He hated the war as much as 
he hated the Army. All he wanted to do was go back to 
Pennsylvania and live in the one-room cottage his father 
had left him. When he got back to the World, he would 
mow lawns in the summer, rake leaves in the fall, and 
shovel snow in the winter. That's all he ever wanted to do. 
Lead as simple a life as possible, he said, that would make 
him happy. It was what Vietnam had taught him: that 
simplicity was the key. Live where you work. Don’t own 
much. I always thought he was selling himself a little 
short, but maybe he had something there.
"Recon says the whole area between Dak To and Ben 
Het is crawling with NVA. When we get hit stay in your 
trucks and return fire with your 50s and 60s. Once we’ve 
driven them back off the road. First and Second platoons 
will dismount and chase them down. Third platoon will 
provide suppression fire to keep them off your ass. Follow 
the blood trails." We were all listening intently. Conners 
was the most unlikely guy you'd ever think of as a leader 
in combat. His face was wider than it was long, he had 
buck teeth and freckles, wore thick glasses, had over­
sized ears, a wide nose with small nostrils, a brown wisp 
of a mustache, and had a squeaky little voice with some 
weird-assed Pennsylvania twang. His helmet always fell 
off his head when he ran and it would knock his glasses 
off, so he took to tying his glasses on with rubber bands. 
As he was talking to us I noticed that one rubber band 
was the usual tan and the other one was a frayed, dried 
out green. Shit, guys who made war movies had obviously 
never been in a war. You would never see a guy like 
Conners in a movie except maybe as the classroom dork. 
But that just shows you how this whole thing was: 
Conners was a good guy. who really loved us, who stood 
up for us even when we fucked up and he had done things 
anyone would call courageous.
"Adin. are you listening to me or to the marbles 
rattling around in your head?"
“You, sir." I knew I was paying close attention.
“Oh yeah? What was the last tiling I said?"
“Uh. Follow the blood trails?" It occurred to me that 
maybe I didn't catch every last word.
“No, you jerk-off. Listen again. I'll take First platoon 
and Sergeant Moore will take the Second. We’ll improvise
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as needed, as usual. Got it? Jeezus Adin. keep your shit 
together. I didn’t bring any of you up this road to lose you. 
Everybody gets out alive. Mount up and wait."
The Man of Glass thought the whole scene was 
worthy of a spot on the Ed Sullivan Show.
"Did you see those fuckin rubber bands? Shit, at 
least he could get matching ones. And you, man. you are 
like out of it. ‘Duh. follow the blood trails.' Where were 
you? You oughta stop smokin so many of those OJs or 
you really will be wasted, in the dead dude sense. Man. 
I gotta write my mom and ask her to send me a package 
of green rubber bands. Shit, what a doofus Conners is!"
Glassman kept talking about me and Conners as we 
headed back up to the truck at a half-jog. “Yeah, you two 
should co-star in a movie when you get back to the World: 
Space Face Meets Two Green Rubber Bands."
The truck's name was painted on its dark green steel 
sides: a white menacing skull rising out of the licks of red 
flames, with the words “Blind Faith" stenciled neatly 
above. We too one last look around us before mounting 
up. The helicopters passed overhead in a uniformly timed 
sequence and provided a sense of security which we all 
knew was false and fleeting. Our survival depended upon 
each lonely soldier in the column. It was the overwhelm­
ing loneliness which drove us to each other until the 
sense of abject isolation was overcome by the realization 
that we were brothers within a brotherhood we would 
never choose to leave. Death, which always came upon us 
when least expected, never rent the circle; nor did a failed 
memory, so dimmed by time that each name would be 
forgotten, undo the circle's bond. As we clambered back 
up into the truck I could taste and smell the love and fear 
which only soldiers of the ages can recall by an unfocused 
glance, a drifting thought, as if all of the events of war 
were occurring at that moment, before them. It was a 
bond which hung like a bloody haze over the haunted 
fields o f battle long forgotten and men long vanished from 
the earth. Glassman had said it: "bro." And that we were 
on that beautiful blue day in the Central Highlands of 
Vietnam, and that we would be as long as memory 
remained.
I lit a joint, cupped it. look a long draw and passed 
it to Glassman. His blue eyes caught sight of it and his 
blond eyebrows twitched up and down two or three times 
as his face broke into one of his patented smiles.
"I love you. man. You're too much. I thought you 
didn't want a J."
“1 didn't say that," I said as I passed him the joint.
“Well, you didn't answer me when 1 suggested in 
before. You just stared off."
"I was thinking.”
"Hey Duncan!" The Man of Glass had an opening and 
now had to take advantage of it. It was his way, yelling up 
to Duncan about something which only he and Duncan 
would find amusing.
“Yo bro! Who that be callin’ me? Could it be the 
Wisconsin white man?" Duncan claimed that Wisconsin 
was so white that the one and only time he was there his 
skin actually lightened up a shade or two. He attributed 
this effect to the heavy concentration of negative white 
ions in the air.
“Duncan, dig this, an all time first, Adin just told me 
he was thinking, can you dig it, Adin was actually 
thinking!" Glassman was enjoying this no end.
"Yougotmuthafuckin proof?Anywho, evenifhewas 
thinking it was probably about somethin lame like whether 
he should be a lifer or not. Yeck. Yeck." Duncan had one 
of the oddest laughs which 1 had ever heard a human 
being emit. It sounded like a cross between spitting, 
sneezingand throwingup. It was infectious. "Aw, shuddup 
back there! We're getting ready to move out." It was Sgt. 
Moore. Duncan's comment about a lifer must have ticked 
him off.
The instructions crackled on the radio and all en­
gines started. The roar of two hundred engines, the 
staccato pounding of the helicopters and the yelling of six 
hundred soldiers all melded together into the brute force 
sound of the imminent fuiy of war. We moved out. 
heading to Kontum.
As we bounced along the road, the Man of Glass was 
behind the fifty caliber machine gun mounted in the 
center of the truck and I had the M-60. the lighter, faster 
machine gun, in the right rear corner. We were locked and 
loaded, a round in the chamber, ready to fire. Every once 
in a while Glassman would yell something to me but most 
of his words and laughter would fall off into the wind and 
dust and noise as the convoy motored on up the single 
lane road.
I was watching a Cobra as it flew over us j ust a couple 
of hundred feet overhead. As it passed toward the front of 
the convoy, a tractor trailer pulling aviation gas was 
instantaneously transformed. Awhile flash, followed by 
an expanding red-black ball of flame immediately en­
gulfed the entire truck and the area surrounding it. For 
a split second there was no sound and then the painful 
crack of Lhe explosion stiffened the muscles in my face 
and neck.
"Glassman!" I screamed, "that fuckin Huey just 
rocketed one of our trucks!" His mouth was open and he 
was shaking his head as the world around us erupted in 
the shock waves of explosions and automatic weapons 
fire. The air filled up with buzzing pieces of metal, clangs 
of metal against metal and blue smoke hovering and 
black smoke rushing. The truck stopped moving but the 
light and sound spun past, through, and over us. We were 
being fired at from both sides. We were returning fire from 
both guns. 1 could see hundreds of muzzle flashes in the 
dense forest covering Lhe hill. Don't duck. 1 thought, or 
you'll never stand up. My legs were trying to pull me down 
behind the steel plate so I could hide from the whirring 
pieces of metal which only wanted to tear into my flesh. 
How would we get out of this?The earth and air shook and 
cracked and I knew the entire convoy was under fire.
''Glassman, don't duck!" I yelled to him as his 
shoulders shook from the heavy recoil of the 50. We 
looked at each other. His face was pulsating. I could see 
the blood rushing through his neck arteries. "Yeah," he 
yelled back. “Don't duck!" Suddenly, my gun jammed. I 
kept squeezing the trigger but the gun was silent. I looked 
at the barrel: it was glowing cherry red. Shit, the barrel 
was overheated. New barrel. I flipped the handle, pulled 
the barrel off with my right hand, threw it in the corner.
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found a new barrel, put it in. (lipped down the handle and 
locked in the barrel. I squeezed the trigger and a powerful 
burst of four or five rounds sped toward the muzzle 
flashes on the hill. The vegetation was falling all along the 
hill as the scythe of steel from our weapons rained upon 
those who were trying to kill us. The intensity of the fire 
had ratcheted down a notch. I smelled the unmistakable 
smell of burning flesh. I heard the sizzle of bacon frying 
in the pan. 1 looked around and then down. The jammed 
barrel. It had something on it which was now black and 
smoking. I looked at my hand: two bright red raw, oozing 
stripes cut diagonally across my hand. Shit. I had forgot­
ten to put on the asbestos glove used to change barrels. 
Double shit. 1 felt no pain. The pain would wait like an 
undertaker waiting for settlement on the balance due.
"Adin, what's that fuckin smell?" Glassman's voice 
was edged with panic.
“My hand. Burnt it on the barrel."
"You okay? Lemme see your hand." The panic in his 
voice was suddenly gone.
"Yeah. Yeah. I'm okay."
The firing on both sides fell off but continued with 
full ferocity to our rear, around a sharp turn and out of 
our line of sight. We put a new barrel on the fifty and had 
to keep yelling in order to hear even though we were only 
about a foot away from each other. It was the rock concert 
of war.
"What do we do now?”
I couldn't think of an answer, there was only now, 
there was no future.
“Wait."
"Great. Adin. Wait and don't duck. You’re full of good 
advice today.” Glassman was shaking all over as he 
forced a stiff smile. We tried to light cigarettes but the 
tremors in our hands made it hard. The radio broke into 
our space. It was Lt. Conners. The message was simple: 
First and Second platoons dismount and meet up at 
Conners' jeep. Third platoon stay put and keep up the 
fire.
We were going after them. The incoming fire had 
been reduced to a sporadic level while our gun trucks 
continued to tear into the hillside with 50s. 60s, M-16s 
and grenade launchers. The battle to our rear was raging. 
Glassman tossed me my.45.1 belted it on, grabbed my 16, 
canteen and bandoleers and prepared myself to leave the 
armored safety of the gun truck. The noise was tremen­
dous, making it difficult for me to keep my eyes open as 
we dismounted and crawled and then crouch-walked 
forward to Conners. The air was gray and dirty: I looked 
up and the sky was gone and it hurt my throat and lungs 
just to breathe.
We were in a long snaking notch between two steep 
hills. We were in a bad place. A real bad place. 1 had to tell 
Conners. “Lieutenant, we're fucked, we're in a real bad 
spot."
“Yeah, I know. But shut up." Shit, he knew it. too. "If 
you listen to me we'll all get out of this alive. Just pay 
attention." We strained to understand what Conners was 
trying to say. He was drawing in the dirt and pointing up 
the hill and down the road at the same time. As best as 
I could understand it. Conners was going to lead First
platoon up the hill in a wide sweeping motion, avoiding 
contact, reaching the top of the hill, and then move south 
along the ridge top. When we were above the NVA to our 
rear we would move down the hill on them from behind, 
in enfilade. Second platoon, with Sgt. Moore in com­
mand. would stay one hundred meters behind Conners, 
both platoons would have flankers, and both platoons 
would attack down the hill at the same time. The goal was 
to drive the NVA off the rear of the convoy. We would finish 
the mission when we reached the convoy. The rear 
elements knew we were about to begin the attempt to save 
them. I asked Smitty what he thought. "What the fuck do 
I know?" he said with final resignation. The only thing 
that sounded good to me was the part about avoiding 
contact, especially as we were making our way uphill 
through triple canopy jungle.
Everything was fragmented: time, speech, light, 
ground and sky. Small arms fire was everywhere and 
explosions repeatedly smacked around us making it 
difficult to climb up the hill. We spread out as Moore led 
our platoon. Smitty flanked out to our right, a dangerous 
place. We seemed to be swinging up to our left, the sweep 
Conners had spoken about. So far. so good. We were 
moving away from the sound of the intense fire and I took 
that to be another good sign. I could just see the Man of 
Glassupahead. Grubwas between us carrying a grenade 
launcher with his 16 slung across his back. Our green 
fatigues were all soaked with sweat and the salt burned 
my eyes.
We were near the top when five or six explosions and 
automatic fire suddenly tore into the first platoon. The 
fire was coming from our right and moving down towards 
me. The bullets tore the earth and vegetation apart. There 
was screaming coming from the first platoon. The stray 
rounds whirred and buzzed above my head as I tried to 
belly crawl up to a fallen tree for some cover. I looked for 
targets but could see none. The first platoon was return­
ing fire but from where I was I couldn't make out where 
the NVA were. Grub crawled up next to me. He had his 
grenade launcher locked and loaded.
Noise and movement to our right. 1 lift my 16 up to 
my cheek. Grub yells and fires his grenade launcher, a 
scream, no explosion, it was one of us. Smitty. Smitty! 
Grub and 1 get up and run the fifty feet to Smitty. he’s 
moaning and cursing, there's blood everywhere on his 
right side, more and more of it every second. We pull away 
Smilty’s fatigue jacket and flak vest. He’s half conscious. 
Grub and I see it at the same time: the grenade has sunk 
about four inches into Smitty's side just below his rib 
cage.
It is armed and can go off at any time, with any 
movement. “Grub, let’s get a medic!”
“You dumb shit! Look what 1 did! Look what I did!" 
Grub is sobbing and asking Smitty to forgive him. Smitty 
is becoming more aware of what is going on. He’s speak­
ing to us. "What was it? What am I hit with? Oh. God. 
Goddamn it." The shadow of pain fell over his face and he 
grimaced.
Grub tells him. Smitty begins to cry. Grub says it's 
his faull, if he can reach in and pull out the grenade and 
throw it before it goes off, Smitty will be okay. I think we
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should wait for a medic, but Grub is right, any second and 
the damn thing can go off. But pulling it out may do the 
same thing. Besides a medic can do no more and probably 
less.
“Get the fuck back, Adin. I'm going to do this. 
Smitty’s going to be all right. Right Smitty?" Smitty looks 
at me as if it's the last time he will ever see me. His eyes 
are overflowing with tears. Smitty nods his assent. I ask 
Smitty if he wants to wait for a medic. “What for? Do it. 
Grub, if anybody can do it right you can. Do it." Smitty's 
face is frozen with pain. I tell Smitty he will be all right. 
“Don't worry.” I take a close look at the grenade lodged in 
Smitty's side. The heavy bleeding has stopped. I can see 
his abdominal muscles, they are oozing thick red blood.
I take my canteen and rinse the wound with water. Grub 
shows me where he will grab the grenade, how he will pull 
it out and where he will throw it. It just might work. 1 tap 
Grub on the helmet twice and run back behind the fallen 
Lree. 1 watch. I can hear Grub talking to Smitty in a quiet, 
soothing, comforting voice. Smitty is saying something. 
All I can see is Grub's sweat-soaked back and Smitty's 
legs. Grub's grenade launcher and M-16 are next to me. 
Why did this happen? Damn it! I am aware that there is 
a pitched battle going on up the hill by the sound of 
intense fire, but it is meaningless to me now. I can see 
Grub’s right arm moving, he must be grabbing the 
grenade.
The blast is sickening. The air is raining dirt and 
blood and skin and bone and intestines and other things 
I don't recognize. After several seconds everything that 
was once Grub and Smitty has fallen back to earth. I don't 
know what to do. I am paralyzed. Larger pieces of their 
bodies are scattered around the place where they were 
both alive just seconds before. The blast has blown off 
their uniforms and all I can see are body pieces wrapped 
in black skin and white skin. There is blood everywhere. 
Just everywhere. On my face, on the trees, on the leaves.
I walk over, slowly. Smitty’s shoulders and head are 
intact. Grub's white legs below the thighs are there. That 
is all. I turn away and head towards the sound of the 
guns. I must endure. For Smitty. For Grub. For some­
thing.
As 1 move up the hill the intensity of small arms fire 
increases. I also hear the ploof sound of the grenade 
launchers as they fire, followed by the sharp explosion of 
the grenade. 1 begin to craw. A few minutes pass and the 
fire becomes sporadic and then suddenly stops. I hear 
Moore yelling up ahead but don't see anyone. I stop to 
listen. I hear dripping: drip. drip, dripping into a shallow 
pool, onto leaves. Dripping like melting icicles on a roof 
edge during a winter’s thaw. 1 get up and move to the 
sound. The ground is covered in a circle of red with 
splattered drops of blood all around the outside of the 
circle. The circle must be four feet across. There is no 
body. I look up. It is Conners. He has been blown up into 
a tree about eight feet above the ground. He is caught in 
the broken branches of the tree and is hanging upside 
down. The only way I know it is Conners is because I see 
his name and single black bar on his helmet where it has 
fallen, at the base of the tree.
It became silent.
As I looked about me I was suddenly struck by the 
medley of light, color and shade in which these horrific 
events were now taking place. There were light greens 
and shiny dark greens and browns all bathed in dim 
shadows punctuated by shafts of narrow bright sunlight. 
Orange, red and green tracers crisscrossed above me in 
an astonishing show of rocketing colors. Blue haze was 
everywhere, moving slowly and calmly above a landscape 
now in torment. And then the sounds came back. I heard 
the low moan first, up the hill, somewhere beneath the 
trees.
I crawled to the sound with dread and fear as my 
guides. As I inched up I saw the Man of Glass. He was on 
his back. He was soaked with blood from his upper chest 
to his knees. He was hit where his belly once had been. 
Small arms fire kept me down as I drew closer to him. I 
could see his wound clearly now. Glassman, oh Glassman. 
how could they do this to you? My face tightened as my 
eyes filled with tears and then overflowed and washed 
down my cheeks and into my mouth, the bitterest of 
tears.
His face, drained white, eyes open; his chest heaving 
and gulping for air as I reached him. “Glassman, it's me." 
His eyes did not move to me.
"I know. I knew you would come. You wouldn't leave 
me alone to die." His speech was whispered and halting.
“No, no. You're going to be all right. I'll stay with you. 
The medics will be here soon..." The fire from above us 
increased. I had been spotted. I saw muzzle flashes and 
movement and 1 returned fire. I could see movement up 
and to the right. They were moving down on us. The large 
puddle of blood growing around Glassman was soaking 
through to my skin as I lay next to him. It was warm. What 
were we? Balloons filled with blood? I grabbed his feet by 
his ankles and tried to drag him down the hill. He 
screamed in hellish agony. I was pulling him in half.
"Glassman, forgive me."
"Don't move me. I'm dying. I’m through. Help me."
"What do you want me to do? I'm going to stay with 
you, don’t worry, right here." I snuggled in close to his 
right side, my mouth touching his ear. We whispered like 
lovers.
“I can't carry you down. I can't move you. What do 
you want me to do? The dinks are moving down on us." 
The words gushed from me. At best, we had only minutes 
left.
Everything was crushing in on me. I was beginning 
to suffocate.
"Don't leave me like this. Kill me and go."
I began to cry. "I can't."
"Kill me now. Before they get to me. And kill you. too. 
Can't you see? I'm done." There were long pauses between 
each whisper. His face felt wet and cold, blue creeping 
into his chalk white skin, bringing death. The NVA were 
moving closer. There was fire passing above me from 
below, stabbing into the dink positions. The sheets of 
tracers just above were pushing me down.
Glassman was sobbing now. “Kill me. Please."
I blocked him out and fired a few rounds at the dink 
positions. My fire brought only a more intense response.
"Adin."
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1 couldn't think. I could only do. Do it now. I 
unholstered my.45. put a round in the chamber, and 
reached across his chest. I pushed the barrel of the pistol 
into him right above his heart.
"Thanks, man. I love you. I'm not afraid. 1 can see it 
now." I cradled his head under my arm and covered his 
left ear with the palm of my hand. I pushed myself tight 
against him.
"We'll meet again in heaven," I whispered.
“I’ll be waiting." He nodded as he spoke.
I squeezed the trigger.
1 was running. Crying and running uphill. Bullets 
were whirring around me but none of it mattered. I was 
running to the ridge top: some of the platoon had to be 
there and I had to find them.
“Adin. Get down! Get down!" It was Moore. He was 
alive. Someone was alive.
I ran up into what was left of the two platoons. They 
were flat on the ground, forming a semicircle. 1 fell to the 
ground and crawled up to Moore.
“Lem me see where you’re hit. Roll over on your back. 
Duncan, give me a hand with him." Duncan began to 
crawl to me.
“Sarge, I'm not hit. I'm okay. Glassman, Grub. 
Lieutenant, Smitty. All dead." Moore hesitated as "all 
dead" registered. He kept looking for my wounds.
"Adin... all this blood... it's not yours."
“No. Glassman." Moore buried his face in his hands 
for a moment. A tremor shook him. He took a deep breath, 
stroked me on the head, and regained his composure. 
Finger paint streaks o f Glassman’s blood marked his 
face. It was as if he had painted his face in a ritual which 
would give him strength and protection in preparation for 
battle.
Moore went over to the radio. Duncan was asking me 
about Smitty and Glassman. “Just dead, man, just dead. 
Smitty, a grenade. Glassman. hit in the stomach." I 
couldn't explain what had happened because what had 
happened was still down the hill, like a painting hung on 
a museum wall which 1 had yet Lo recall or think about. 
It was just something that had happened down the hill, 
down die hill. Just down the hill.
1 was beginning to blank, to lose focus and become 
disoriented. Why was 1 here and what was I doing? I felt 
the panic in me gaining momentum.
"Duncan. Duncan! What are we doing?" Duncan 
could help me.
"We gonna kill the muthafuckin gook bastards, 
yeah, das wha we gonna do. we gonna turn em into dead 
shit meat." We would to it for Smitty. for the Man of Glass, 
for Conners, for Grub. Yeah, and for me. They had tried 
to kill me and now they would die for it. All my fear was 
becoming hatred and anger: an anger which wanted and 
needed to kill.
Nothing could hurt me now. God had saved me fora 
purpose: I had become immortal.
Moore gave us the orders to move along the ridge 
line. We were going to run down on them from behind and 
catch them in a kill zone between the convoy and us. I
turned to Duncan. "Duncan, no prisoners, we kill them 
all, fuckin kill them all."
“Fuckin A, bro. they already dead." We had reached 
a point of blood lust, frantic in our overwhelming desire 
to kill and kill again. The platoons smelled of it: we moved 
like savage beasts ready to plunge our hands into their 
chests, to rip out their still beating hearts and smash 
each heart into their faces. We wanted their own death to 
be each one's last conscious thought. We were exhila­
rated by this new emotion which tapped a reservoir of 
murderous energy none of us had ever realized existed 
before. We now understood the Army's training ciy that 
the spirit of the bayonet was to kill. We were the embodi­
ment of the spirit which once had seemed so foreign to us, 
but now gave to us the sole reason to be.
Down the hill we moved. Quickly, quietly. At fifty 
meters we could see them, all forty of us took cover and 
waited for Moore's order. It came within seconds.
I fired clip after clip into them. Explosions tore into 
their positions. Within minutes they stopped firing. We 
moved closer but continued to fire: all the steel death cut 
only one way. the good way. from us to them. Moore was 
yelling at us to cease fire, but we kept firing anyway. I had 
taken Glassman's bandoliers and had ten extra clips. It 
was severe payback time. We came upon the thirty or so 
NVA. all sprawled along the length of the built up berm, 
all dead or dying. I began to fire into any who showed any 
movement, aiming for the head from ten or fifteen feet: 
quick bursts of three rounds. Next I started on those who 
weren’t moving, the force of my bullets turning them this 
way and that, tearing their uniforms, blowing off pieces 
of their bodies in all directions. With every shot I felt safer 
and higher. Suddenly. Moore wrapped his arms around 
me from behind and yelled, “Enough! Enough!" Duncan 
had stopped firing too. We looked at the human butcher 
shop stretched out along the berm. Duncan got down on 
one knee over the face of an NVA soldier and said, “There 
it is. you muthafucka. There it is." Then he spit on its face 
with all the force he had in his body. He stood up. kicked 
its head and walked over the berm. It was enough. It was 
over.
I walked across the bodies and the berm and down 
to the road. As we came into the sunlight of the road, 
Moore was counting us up: we had lost eighteen men. 
Every one a mother’s son. What would they tell Glassman's 
mother about how her nineteen-year-old son had died? 
Someday I would find her and tell her how much 1 loved 
him and why I killed him. how we were going to meet in 
heaven, how it was all right. How I had avenged his death, 
that his killer was dead ten times over, how Duncan and 
1 and the rest of the platoon had made double sure of 
that...
As we climbed on the trucks and jeeps and headed 
back to Pleiku. the burn on my right hand began to throb 
with pain. We had been turned back one more time. 
During the ride back my anger did not ebb. My thoughts 
washed over Grub and Smitty and Glassman and Conners 
and the fourteen others as my eyes fixed on the beautiful 
tropic sunset in the Central Highlands of South Vietnam. 
I swore never to forget.
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Later, years later. I learned 1 could never forget what 
happened on the hill that day, anymore than I could 
banish the stars from the sky.
JeFFerson D avis, A  S i I eimt R e p r is e
Mark B. Adin
And I hope that you die
And your death will come soon
I will follow your casket
On a pale afternoon
And I'll watch while you’re lowered
Down to your death bed
And I'll stand over your grave
Till I'm sure that you're dead.
—Bob Dylan, “Masters of War"
IL was a heavy wet hot August day and I was seven years 
old. I was relieved that my white t-shirt was clean enough 
for my mother's dirt-searching eyes as we drove up and 
up the winding road and made a left where the white and 
black sign pointed to Sundown. As we made our way 
through the Catskill mountains the air became less hazy 
and the sun became sharper and brighter.
We stopped along the narrow road and pulled off 
onto the shoulder. My father and mother and their 
friends climbed down the path to the sound of the rushing 
stream below. We were going swimming in one of my 
father's secret spots which he said his father had brought 
him to when he was a little boy. The rocks were big and 
flat and the water deep and clear, so clear that I thought 
I could reach out and grab the shimmering round stones 
on the bottom. My parents and their friends spread their 
blankets and food on a flat rock and I jumped in. The 
shock of the cold water pulled my chest tight and almost 
forced me to gasp for air. I made it across the deep pool 
and leaned against a rock, catching my breath and being 
just a little proud that I had made it to the other side. My 
father yelled above the sound of the rushing stream for 
me to come back. I pushed off the rock to start back, but 
slipped off to the side and hit another large rock just 
beneath the surface, squarely on top of my head. The pain 
was sharp and jarred my neck. 1 gasped in a mouthful of 
water, floundered into the deeper part of the pool and 
panicked. I could see my father sitting on the flat rock, I 
yelled at him. but he didn't look at me. 1 was drowning and 
he wasn't looking. I was so full of panic, all I could do was 
flail furiously in the deep cold pool and scream, “Dad!” 
and gag on more mouthfuls of water. But he never came 
to save me. I was drowning.
“What (he fuck is this maggot doing in my barracks! 
Get the fuck up you dumb assed fuck!” The screams 
knocked me upright and on my feet: weaving, sticky and 
dry-mouthed. It was a Master Sergeant, his yelling.
stinking mouth inches away from my face. I kept blinking 
and swallowing as I awakened. My hands fumbled with 
the zipper on my jeans and the buckle on my belt.
"Sergeant, I'm getting out of the Army. They sent me 
over here from the hospital.” A  coherent thought. Maybe 
this would back the rabid mongrel off. I Ie had gotten the 
jump on me.
“We'll see about that. Where’s your uniform? Get it 
on if you wanna sleep in my barracks."
“1 just got back from Vietnam and I'm not wearing my 
uniform anymore." 1 reached for my jean jacket and 
finished putting on my new uniform. A few soldiers heard 
the commotion and gathered around, slobbering like 
young boys at the prospect of a catfight on the school 
playground.
“So you're one of those faggots. I've always wanted to 
break your necks. You get the fuck to the CO's office 
before I do somethin that may cost me a stripe. But shit, 
it might just be worth it. Rogers, get this piece of shit out 
of here." He turned and twitched out of the barracks. One 
more lifer in and out of my life.
1 followed Rogers to the Company Commander's 
office. In my briefcase were my medals, my orders and my 
medical letters. My whole world was in that briefcase. The 
Master Sergeant came steaming out of the CO's office, his 
heavily starched fatigues whistling as he passed by me. 
looking straight ahead.
“Let’s go. Rogers. Let's go!” He never broke stride as 
he barked at Rogers. Rogers followed him out without a 
peep.
I walked into the CO's office. He didn't look up. just 
kept writing on the papers before him on the old dark oak 
desk.
“Your orders, soldier."
"Here they are." I pul the orders on his desk, inches 
from his pile of paperwork.
“Here they are. what?” The army liturgy of the 
faithful had brought me to my knees for the last time.
“Here they are. period." As the word “period" regis­
tered, he looked up, his face beginning to flush.
“Just what is your story? You want to end up in the 
stockade? Your orders say you're a Sergeant, just back 
from the Fourth Division in Vietnam. Adin, Marc B., 
RA11539357. Am I speaking with the same person or an 
impostor?"
‘That's me, Captain. But I’m getting out of the Army. 
Capt. Parsons from over at the hospital sent me over to 
the casual barracks to sleep for the night, he's running 
medical tests on me today and is going to send me over 
to Norfolk to see a psychiatrist and then after he...."
'That's enough, Sergeant. 1 get the picture." He 
picked up the phone and called Parsons. My legs were 
hurting from standing so long and I was woozy.
“Listen Doc, I've got Sgt. Adin here. He gave me some 
story. What’s going on?" The CO kept working on his 
papers, hmmmmingas he listened to whatever Parsons 
was saying. “Well, listen. Doc, it'll work outa lot better for 
me and you ifyou keep him restricted to the hospital. He's 
nothing but trouble over here." He hung up. threw my 
orders back at me and told me to get myself back to the 
hospital directly. 1 hurriedly walked back to its safety. As
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I double-timed it into the small brick building an orderly 
told me to report to Capt. Parsons.
"Boy, am I glad to see you. Doc.” Parsons was a kind 
man. caught in the doctor’s draft and uncomfortable with 
the Army.
“Adin, you're going to be staying in the hospital from 
here on out. I'll get you a room. I should have known 
better than to have sent you to casual with all those 
characters over there. We're going to run some blood 
work, urinalysis, take some x-rays and then get you over 
to Norfolk Naval Station for examination by a psychia­
trist. Your appointment with him is at three, so let's get 
started with the medical tests now. Oh, and give me your 
letter from your medical doctor and take your two psychi­
atric evaluations with you over to Norfolk. Okay? Ready?"
I went through the medical tests within an hour and 
was in the Army sedan driven by a Spec 4 on my way over 
the body of water known as Hampton Roads by 2:30. The 
Spec 4 escorted me into the large hospital, brought me up 
four floors in an elevator and told me to sit down in a small 
waiting area. Fifteen minutes slowly passed.
“Sgt. Adin?" He was a short, squat, balding middle- 
aged major. The psychiatrist.
'That's me, Major." I stood up, he turned, waved his 
hand to follow him, and 1 did. We went into a small office 
halfway down the long hall.
"Sit down. Let me see your psychiatric reports." I 
handed them to him and he read through both without 
any reaction or expression.
“Well. Both of these civilian psychiatrists think 
you're unfit for military service, but since they're not in 
the military, that doesn't carry much weight with me. Tell 
me about what happened to you over there. Start at the 
beginning."
“At the beginning?” I couldn’t imagine trying to start 
with landing at Cam Ranh and giving him a day-by-day 
account. A withering blast of fear bent me at the waist and 
I grabbed the arms of the chair.
"You don’t mean starting with day one at Cam Ranh 
all the way to landing at Seattle, do you? I don't think 1 can 
do that." I was feeling flushed and hot and embarrassed.
"No. No. Just tell me about the things that bothered 
you about Vietnam. That bother you now. But try to start 
with your earliest recollections."
"Oh." 1 told him about Glassman and Grub and 
Smitty and Snead and Conners and Bell and the guy who 
got his face blown off but lived and the little boy with the 
sneakers and the beheadings.
'Tell me about the beheadings." He listened to it all 
without registering any change of expression on his 
listless, chubby face until I told him about the beheadings. 
After that his brow furrowed deeply and he started 
rubbing his forehead with his index and middle fingers. 
He was leaning forward and looking at me with an 
intensity I hadn't noticed earlier. I finished telling him 
how the beheadings had happened. He exhaled deeply 
and cleared his throat.
"How do you feel about the beheadings now?"
"Angry. Freaked out. Like it happened this morning. 
Like it never happened and is just a nightmare I happen 
to remember."
“Do you have nightmares about it now?"
“Yes."
"Describe them to me."
I felt as if the psychiatrist was suddenly moving away 
from me. That we were on opposite sides of the room and 
a tape recorder inside me started to play. I heard my voice. 
It was emotionless, monotonic: it sounded as if I were 
reading from a prepared statement. As I listened to my 
voice, everything was dark. It was just my words in an 
empty black space.
”1 am walking through the jungle and two very strong 
people grab me on either side. They take away my helmet 
and M-16. They pull me along a trail and into a clearing. 
In the clearing there is a large vat with a fire underneath 
it. I can see the steam rising from the top of the vat. They 
pull me towards it. There is a Vietnamese woman along­
side the vat. She is stirring it with a large wooden ladle. 
They bring me right up to the vat. The smell is sharp and 
sour. I don't want to look in and turn my head away. They 
grab my head and turn it towards the vat. Inside is a 
boiling liquid, a dark boiling stew with heads rolling up to 
the surface and then disappearing. I begin to feel sick and 
try to turn away. I struggle and struggle but they are 
much stronger them me and I cannot escape their grip. As 
I watch, some of the heads split open and brains spill out 
into the stew. The woman keeps stirring the vat as the 
brains become part of the dark brown stew. Someone 
grabs my hair and squeezes my jaw on both sides until my 
mouth opens. The woman dips the ladle into the vat and 
pours some of the stew into my mouth. They shut my jaw 
and pinch my lips and I swallow. At that point I always 
wake up and have a horrible taste in my mouth. I go into 
the bathroom and throw up in the sink, the cold tap water 
washes the vomit down the drain and I keep splashing my 
face with the cold water until long after I finish vomiting. 
I am soaked with sweat. 1 clean up, brush my teeth and 
slay up the rest of the night, sitting in a chair." My voice 
stopped talking. I heard a click and the sound of a tape 
recorder on rewind. The space became lighter and I 
realized I was back in the room with the shrink.
“Can you hear me?" It was the psychiatrist. He was 
sitting across from me again.
“Uh, yeah. Sure I hear you."
“Well, let me ask you again. How often do you have 
this nightmare?”
On the drive back to Fort Monroe the handcuffs 
began to hurt my wrists. There was an MP in the front 
seat, passenger side.
"Hey, can you loosen these cuffs a little? They’re 
killing my wrists."
“Sorry, man. Doc said I can’t unlock em until I get 
you into the hospital at Monroe. Sorry. I don't know why 
they got you in the damn things anyway." The MP turned 
around and enjoyed the rest of the ride.
As we pulled through the gates of Monroe, I noticed 
for the first time how beautiful the little Fort was. All red 
brick buildings with a bright white wood trim, each 
building surrounded by a manicured emerald green lawn 
with a straight bluestone sidewalk leading up to the 
portico entrance. It was a quiet place, a place where Lime 
moved slowly but deliberately.
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Parsons had the MP remove the cuffs and dismissed
him.
"I've spoken to the psychiatrist over at Norfolk. He is 
recommending a medical discharge. But your refusal to 
wear a uniform is not exactly helping you."
“Sorry. Doc. But that's the way it is."
"Yeah. I know. Anyway, you're going on Valium, four 
times a day. You must have given that major an earful." 
Parsons seemed worried about me. I felt sort of sorry for 
him, stuck treating sore throats and dying generals, but 
I was lucky to have run into him instead of some lifer 
doctor.
"I'm admitting you to the hospital until this tiling is 
worked out. Your blood tests show residuals of hepatitis, 
mononucleosis and malaria, and those sores on your 
hands need further attention. You're also malnourished 
and look jaundiced. I want you to eat well and get a lot of 
rest. Tomorrow I'll give you a day pass and you can 
wander around the Fort and get some air and exercise. 
You should go down by the old part of the Fort, down by 
the water; you might find it interesting."
The Valium helped me and I slept well. I woke up, 
had breakfast and got my day pass, “Restricted to 
Grounds" stamped on it. I had a little map of the Fort and 
headed toward the old part and the sea.
I find the old part of the Fort built along the sea 
during the 1830s. It faces out toward Hampton Roads, 
the body of water where the Monitor and Merrimack 
pounded away at each other just over one hundred years 
ago. It is peaceful now. far away from the blood-filled 
years of the Civil War. But the distance is illusion, the 
butcher hawk of war will swoop out of the sky in an 
instant and drench the thirsty earth with rivers and 
torrents of blood, fire red. It is the great schism of all time: 
peace and war. The exhilaration and excitement of war, 
the humdrum of peace; the horror of war, the simple 
harmony of peace. I stand astride the galloping momen­
tum of the two enigmatic forces which always whisper to 
the children: remember. The memories are forgotten as 
surely as each birth carries with it the seed of death. In 
the distance I see the ironclads spitting fiery metal at each 
other, repeating tomorrow's death throes and yesterday’s 
agony. I look across Hampton Roads. I see the water and 
sky: they are two shades of blue and I feel the steady wind 
carrying the smell of ocean salt. The sharp cry of seagulls 
fills the air.
I walk further down the ramparts of the old Fort. At 
one overgrown, dark area are small rooms. The doors 
have long since rotted off their rusted hinges. At one 
entranceway there is an old plaque, turned black-green 
with time: “In this cell Jefferson Davis was imprisoned, 
1865-1867." I walk into the dank cell, moldy and dark 
with but one small rectangular opening, about a foot wide 
and five inches high. The small cut has thick vertical 
bars. I walk in and peer through the opening; I can see 
only sea and sky. no beach, no land. I look around the 
cell: it is about eight feet wide and fifteen feet long. I sit 
down on the moist, cold floor and listen to the sea. Two 
years, two years. This is where you thought of your lost 
war, your lost country, your lost boys. Antietem, 
Vicksburg. Gettysburg, Shiloh, the Wilderness. Atlanta,
Stuart, Jackson. Longstreet and all the boys. Were your 
nightmares haunted by their faces? Justification for the 
end of your world, did it come from the contradictory 
notion of state’s rights and confederacy which doomed 
your hollow dream from the start? Or perhaps slavery 
had so poisoned your heart and blinded your spirit that 
the rising tide of history did drown your soul. Perhaps 
that was what lost wars were all about: small ideas, 
wrought by small men. driven by the fuel of blood and 
power, toward goals whose attainment are devoid of any 
transcendent meaning. The great armies, each composed 
boy by boy. note by note, like a great symphony, would 
leave a lasting refrain in the vacant hall long after all have 
vanished from the earth. Each note had a history, a spirit 
and lesson for those who took the time to listen. Jefferson 
Davis listened to the clash of his symphony for two years 
and his sad melodic finale still lingers in our ears. And 
when the last note fades and fades until the silence 
overtakes it and the silence leaves only ringing, we will 
still be left with the young boys and their laughter and 
their wives and their children and their grandchildren 
who never were and never shall be. Jefferson Davis, what 
could have been we can only imagine: now we are left with 
the shards of your shattered illusion.
Day was giving way to dusk. I took one last long 
unfocused gaze at the shades of blue hung like a painting 
on the black wall, gathered myself together and walked 
out of tire cell and into the darkening world.
The next day at eleven o'clock in the morning I report 
to the Office of the Commandant of Fort Monroe. I sit in 
the reception area for several minutes. A  captain walks 
out of the Commandant's office and hands me my dis­
charge papers: General. Under Honorable Conditions. 
Today is my twenty-third birthday. I return to the hospi­
tal, thank Doctor Parsons and say good-bye. An orderly 
calls a cab for me. I walk through the gates of the Fort. A 
dumpster catches my eye. I open my duffel bag. take out 
my dress green uniform and throw it in.
It is a singing spring day in Virginia. The cab pulls 
up. 1 open the door and hop in. The driver is a wizened 
black man. I greet him warmly. 'The bus station." He 
hears the exhilaration in my voice. “You get some good 
news, son?" he asks. “You bet. 1 just got out of the Army. 
Five minutes ago. I’m free." His eyes meet mine in the 
mirrorand heletsoutahigh-pitched screech. “Whoooeeee! 
It is a happy day!" We both laugh.
The wind blows through the window, the skin on my 
face is tingling and I must be glowing.
The savage frenzy of events are finished for me. I am 
out of the Army. It is a long ride home.
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Ha T ien S t o r ie s
Excerpted from  an unpublished narrative by H.L. Serra, 
1135 Toney Pines Rd.. La Jolla, CA 92037.
Medici had arranged to meet Huge, a staff friend, for 
dinner at L'Amiral restaurant for the best French food in 
Saigon. He whet his appetite during the walk to Tu Do 
Street, lined with Saigon’s best restaurants and the 
Reuter's office.
As he walked, thought drifted through his mind. 
How absolutely beautiful Saigon must have been before 
the war: how nice it was in certain places still. The 
Sihanoukville mission excited him, but not too much yet. 
He enjoyed the buoyancy that always occurred after they 
briefed him. the relief from fear of the unknown. He 
smiled at the prospect of the evening of reveling that lay 
ahead.
The idea that Kenck had planned the mission both­
ered him. How many other missions had he suggested to 
the Intelligence Chief? Kenck’s part in them gnawed at 
Medici. It made him apprehensive about the real risks of 
Sihanoukville. CDR Holland had explained that as far as 
they could tell Sihanoukville was as safe as Phnom Penh, 
possibly safer because the NVA hadn't surrounded it or 
shelled it. Medici remembered that his agents had re­
ported elements of the 9th NVA Division in the area, but 
no one besides Medici believed the reports.
He couldn’t help dwelling on Kenck. He never real­
ized how jealous Kenck was because Medici had the Ha 
Tien NILO post. His subconscious kept scanning his 
history with Kenck, all he knew about him. trying to see 
if there was something he had missed in sizing him up. 
He remembered Frank’s warning.
He caught the movement of a rifle in his peripheral 
vision. Crouching, he withdrew the Browming from his 
waistband, then leapt sideways two steps behind a 
banyan tree that poked through the sidewalk. An Asian 
soldier in chrome helmet spun his rifle and brought it 
smartly to a halt in front of him with a cry. Medici stood, 
put the pistol back in his waistband. The soldier com­
pleted the manual at arms and returned the rifle to rest 
position. The butt cracked sharply on the cement.
Medici blushed in embarrassment and returned the 
salute. In front of the Korean Embassy, a sharp-eyed 
guard at attention in the dark saw his black collar devices 
and initiated the manual-at-arms salute. The Korean 
guards were so enthusiastic that in daylight they could 
spot and salute an officer a half block away. During his 
month on the staff, their elaborate salute had so annoyed 
him that he would walk on the far side of the street to 
avoid the formality.
He couldn’t believe he had reacted instinctively as if 
it were an attack. You really can't put a field man in the 
city, he thought.
He rounded the comer and found himself on Tu Do 
street. The European architecture reminded him of Paris. 
The second stucco building modestly displayed a small 
brass sign, “L'Amiral.” A plaintive Vietnamese ballad 
came from a restaurant further down the street.
He opened the small wrought-iron gate and stopped 
to read the menu posted in a glass shadowbox. He smiled. 
It would be a good eat. He slipped through the door into 
a chilled anteroom with a small tapestry on the wall. A 
faint smell of decay mingled with the smell of garlic and 
butter.
A Vietnamese waiter in high-cut vest and plastered 
hair came to greet him.
“Bon soir. Capitaine. Y  aura-t-il des autres en votre 
partie7'
"Seulement un autre. Un sous lieutenant de la marine, 
de tres haute taille, avec les cheveux rouges." Medici 
answered.
“Bien entendul R est deja au table! Monsieur Rejfe, 
n'est-ce pas7'
“Ah, oui! C'est luiT The waiter led him around a wall 
to a room with two tables. Rick "Huge" Refie sat. towering 
in his wash khakis, red hair like a beacon. His massive 
freckled forearms rested on the table, an empty bottle of 
Beaujolais in front of him.
“Huge! Am I late?" Medici asked. They shook hands 
and sat down.
“No. I had a particularly shitty day and came over 
early to get out of the back room. All hell’s breaking loose 
since the shift in emphasis to Cambodia. The stupid 
middle-level officers just don’t know anything about 
what's going on and they flap around at the slightest 
crisis." He drank some wine and motioned to the waiter 
for another bottle. “Of course the upshot is, they give the 
junior officers scores of emergency projects that take time 
and keep us frazzled. You’re one lucky dude, Tom. I'd give 
my left nut to go out to the field now, just to get away from 
this staff bullshit."
“I guess your SI clearance from the embassy job in 
Manila doomed you." Medici laughed. "And you were the 
one guy in language school that really wanted to be a 
NILO, got orders, and then were pulled back to the staff. 
1 thought I'd be happy with safe staff duty, and I end up 
out in Cambodia. How d'ya figure it? Fate?"
"Fuck fate," Reffe snorted.
Medici guessed the irony wasn’t so funny to Huge, so 
dropped the subject. He poured himself a glass o f wine. 
It was good but had vinegared slightly. Wines shipped to 
Saigon inevitably soured from exposure to the brutal 
heat.
The waiter came and they ordered. Medici began his 
dinner with French onion soup au gratin. Then escargots, 
a scallop salad, rack oflamb and glazed carrots. Huge 
had veal in wine sauce. His eyes widened as Medici, on 
whom he had a foot in height and one hundred pounds, 
out-ate him three to one. For dessert. Medici ordered a 
baked Alaska for two for himself, while Huge had only 
espresso. After he finished the baked Alaska. Medici 
picked a softball sized mango from the fruit display 
across the room.
"Where the hell do you put it. Tom! Do you have a 
hollow leg or what?”
Medici laughed. ”1 don’t know. I've never eaten like 
this before. The food’s shitty in Ha Tien except on 
Sundays when the Ba is off and we go to the round 
restaurant and eat shrimp. Maybe it's Last Supper
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syndrome. Figure I better eat decently while I can." He 
slid a thick slice of ripe orange mango into his mouth.
They ordered cognac and sat silently awhile. Medici 
really missed spending time with Huge. They had met in 
the crash Vietnamese language school at Coronado and 
had finished at the top of their class. Huge graduated 
from Dartmouth and Medici from Princeton the same 
year, 1967. The Ivy League camaraderie had offered them 
some insulation from the relentless leveling effect of the 
service.
Huge’s dream was to finish his hitch and start a 
private book publishing press somewhere in New Hamp­
shire. Medici didn't understand Huge’s apparent lack of 
larger ambition. He was a Phi Beta Kappa, no great feat 
at Dartmouth. Medici kidded, but seemed uninterested 
in material things.
“What about the trip home in the Land Rover? Have 
you looked into that?” Medici asked. The Martell calmed 
him.
“1 did. I think the best plan is to buy it in Bangkok, 
not Saigon. There's no way we can drive through Cambo­
dia now. even if we bring our own weapons. Even with 
NILO Ha Tien aboard." Huge laughed.
"Roger that. Do you need a deposit or anything?"
"No. Notyet. I've explored the routing. From Bangkok, 
we can drive northwest to Rangoon, then on up the 
caravan route to East Pakistan, India, West Pakistan, 
Iran and through Turkey to Istanbul. From there we just 
follow the path of Orient Express back to Paris. Should 
take four to six months assuming we get cooperation at 
the borders. I'm working on getting us both red diplo­
matic passports."
“Will naval staff separate us from service out here?"
"Yup. I've already taken care of that with the admin­
istrative officer. It cost me several dinners and a case of 
scotch, but he'll do it."
"Great!" said Medici. He and Huge had planned this 
trip home before they got to Saigon. Part fantasy, anyway, 
their plans suffered a setback when Medici transferred to 
the border. On trips to Saigon, he made a point of 
discussing details with his friend in the hope that they 
would attempt the trip.
For Huge, the trip represented the derring-do that 
had been denied him when the staff canceled his NILO 
orders because of his Special Intelligence background. 
Medici sensed the blow the jaygee felt, and was deter­
mined to keep their dream alive.
Medici lived out adventure fantasies regularly in 
Cambodia. The trip would be fine, but he didn't need 
contrived adventures any more. Medici had seen Huge 
become demoralized from the pressure of staff work and 
the boredom of Saigon. Unless he could keep his sights 
on the trip, the year might be unendurable for him. He 
wondered whether Huge understood this. Then he thought 
maybe Huge believed Medici's saniLy depended on the trip 
in the same way. He knew neither of them could discuss 
the issue directly. The dream must be kept alive for 
sanity's sake. Whoever's sanity. That was their compact.
The bill came and Medici paid. Over 20,000 piastres 
with tip. almost $100. Huge tried to contribute, but
Medici said. “I ate most. Anyway, I can’t spend this stuff 
out at the border if I try."
Huge, really drunk, made a mock salute and said, 
“Okay, NILO Ha Tien. Now it's my treat: Monique's!"
"What’s that?”
"You bumpkin from the border! The most famous 
massage parlor in all of Indochina. Monique is half 
French and half Vietnamese. She’s run the parlor since 
1954. It's a high-class joint."
“A whorehouse, right? I'm not interested."
“Not a whorehouse. Well, only if you want it to be. 
They give hand jobs under the right circumstances. But 
the girls are really talented masseuses. If we leave now we 
can be there in ten minutes."
Medici saw no sign that distinguished Monique's 
from the other residences on the neat street of European 
houses. Huge paid the fare and led Medici to a solid plank 
door. He knocked. Behind the door an old Vietnamese 
mem sat listlessly on the wooden chair arid smoked. An 
M-16 leaned in the comer next to him. He smiled at the 
sight of Huge, a regular, Medici gathered. Wooden benches 
lined the anteroom, but no patrons waited. Monique 
glided gracefully toward them. She was an aging yet 
stunning Eurasian, the essence of elegance. Every word 
and gesture was graceful and pleasing to Medici’s eye.
They bantered briefly in French. Huge asked if Mimi, 
his favorite, was available, and Monique led him to a 
small door in the wall of a larger room beyond.
"Et vous, Capitaine?" she asked Medici pleasantly.
"Just a massage, Monique. Seulement un massage."
She smiled and nodded, then gestured for Medici to 
follow her. She moved fluidly down the hall to a dressing 
area with benches and stall shower, told him to undress 
and shower, then to wrap himself in a large, teriycloth 
towel. He complied. A petite Vietnamese girl in an elegant 
silk dressing gown came out of a room to greet him.
Medici was nervous. On the border he had simply 
decided not to deal with the sexual issue. Concentrating 
on his job, he found fear could be directed to suppress, 
rather than excite his libido. He knew Frank Brown went 
to town to be serviced every ten days or so. Carlos merely 
masturbated regularly. They never discussed tire subject 
of how each coped, forbidden under the cryptic but strict 
code of etiquette of the hill.
The temptation did not upset Medici, but rather the 
fact that circumstances might serve to smash the fragile 
shell of abstinence he had constructed around him as 
part of his Ha Tien fantasy. IF the shell broke, there was 
no telling what arrangements he might make in Ha Tien 
for his own pleasure.
He remembered the young Navy Lieutenant from 
Annapolis whose father was an admiral. He had survived 
well as the C/O of the junk force advisors in Ha Tien until 
he became enchanted by a Vietnamese widow with two 
children. He moved in with her in a small rented house in 
Ha Tien village, said he loved her and would divorce his 
American wife to marry her. He went to hell in a 
handbasket. Tire Lieutenant's friend, his second in com­
mand, assumed the responsibilities o f the junk group
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when a third of the Lieutenant's tour remained. The 
Lieutenant so wore himself out from the stress of trying 
to maintain a domestic life while knowing he shirked his 
duty that he contracted hepatitis and was flown back to 
the States. No one knew what became of his Vietnamese 
paramour and her children.
Medici didn't trust himself to open the door to that 
kind of fall. Too many people relied on him and the job he 
did. not to mention his wife to whom he intended to be 
faithful. They had never discussed fidelity before his 
departure, but he decided he would be faithful. It also fit 
his Ha Tien scheme.
The girl said her name was Lotus; Medici said his 
name was Tom. She directed him to a padded table 
covered with fresh white linen. He climbed up, careful to 
keep his towel in place. Lotus turned him face down, 
loosened the towel, sprinkled talc on his back and 
shoulders and started a soothing gentle massage.
Medici relaxed, but tensed and rose quickly up on 
one arm as the door quietly opened. He realized the 
Browning was in the pocket of his fatigue blouse in the 
hall.
Monique entered dressed in a silk robe. She smiled 
so benignly Medici felt immediately at ease. Lotus giggled. 
“You are safe here. Capitaine," Monique said in flawless 
English. He lay down again and relaxed.
Monique expertly kneaded his leg from foot to thigh. 
She moved to the other foot and up the leg. Tension 
drained from him. Lotus worked his back and arms. They 
gently rolled him over and continued. He didn’t open his 
eyes. Monique worked the talc up his thighs while Lotus 
worked down to his midsection, kneading gently but 
persistently. The crescendo effect was incredibly sen­
sual. Medici felt himself rousing inexorably. He experi­
enced a stupor of pleasure. He sensed himself growing 
hard against the scratchy towel, and Lotus redoubled her 
efforts around his groin, never touching his genitals.
Completely, uncontrollably erect, he felt the thin 
shell of abstinence cracking. Lotus rotated his pubis in 
wide circles, bearing down with each orbit. Medici could 
take no more. Tomorrow his Sihanoukville mission be­
gan. He sat up, furious.
“I said massage only! Stop now!" he shouted in a 
frenzy of sexual desire and anger. He jumped off the table, 
holding the towel in front of him, and barged past 
Monique, her mouth agape.
"Cher monsieur..." she started, but Medici charged 
out of her room, scowling, his libido completely sup­
planted by rage.
He tore his uniform from the hanger and dressed in 
seconds, pulled on his jungle boots and laced them, 
leaving the wide stovepipe trousers unbloused, dropping 
baggily to his boots. He tucked the Browning in his 
waistband and went to the door of Huge's room, banged 
on it twice, heard a commotion inside, then shouted, 
“Huge. I'm gone. See you when I'm back from mission," 
then headed for the door. As an afterthought he threw 
5000 piastres on the wooden table next to the puzzled 
guard, who saluted limply. Medici threw open the door 
and entered the Saigon night.
THe MAjOR W on t Ii e  C ro ix  dE G u er r e
Alan Farrell
V ie  M a jo r w on the C ro ix  d e  Guerre...
Paaaaaaaaaarlez-vous?
The M a jo r w on the C ro ix  d e  Guerre...
Paaaaaaaaaarlez-uous?
T lie  M a jo r w on the C ro ix  d e  Guerre.
B ut the sunuuabitch  w as n ever there. 
H inky d inky p a rlez-vous?
(World War One trench song]
It is the curious duty of an officer in war to impress the 
stamp of human will on the random array of nature and 
event and not infrequently to disregard or even disdain 
the driving surge of fact and certainty which would seem 
to forestall action. But to impose will is not to impose 
order. You can beat the odds, but you can'l change them.
Sheer dogged, dumb, blind, human obstinacy—grit 
we might call it—can often countervail the insistency of 
a real and physical world, of the genuine and relentless 
momentum of destiny. To do so, of course, an officer 
must galvanize the inevitable inertia of those he would 
lead. Often by taking that first step first out beyond 
safety's embrace. Follow me! Just to shatter that illusion 
oflimit or circumscription or perimeter to the designs of 
human passion. This precarious imposture is precisely 
what makes soldiers follow leaders beyond reason— 
beyond reason —and what implants in soldiers a con­
tempt evermore—contempt evermore —for reason and 
her haloed scowls and her stern guardians and acolytes. 
Yet an insidious affinity has established itself, a perilous 
equation between will and intellect and in turn between 
intellect and order. Order, we know now, makes armies 
run. But, oh. it is disorder Lhat makes them win! The best 
officers scorn Logic. Fact, Method, System. And the 
others? Wellllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll...
“Putain dgieu de merde de bordel de dgieu de merde 
de bordel de dgieu de merde de merde et merde!" Nhiao- 
A, the montagnard platoon sergeant, lets loose his best 
string of genuine strung-together French invective, then 
punctuates it wiLh a Vietnamese: "dix mille fois!" This 
singing indictment of divine justice, Nhiao has picked up 
from some tirailleur colonial in the 50s: the savory art 
of expletive, wherein all the dark terror and somber joy of 
a soldier's life commingle brutally: God. shit, whore. 
“Nomdedgieu," he spits once again, though the “god" 
whose "name" he thus invokes he knows not at all.
What he does know is that the bou mis, the two Big 
Dumb Americans, have buried a deuce-and-a- half up to 
its hubs in the muddy track that snakes from the 'Yard 
Camp down to the training range. Steinhagen. my buddy, 
sits in the cab. mashing remorselessly on the accelerator 
and frantically slamming gears in and out. reciting the 
same litany as Nhiao but in Anglo-Saxon: "Sunuvabitch!" 
The big truck, all six drive wheels engaged, shudders, 
sidles, lurches, slings fetid black mud in all directions, 
but sticks fast in her syrupy wallow. "Sunuvabitch!" 
Steinhagen roars, revs up the diesel to a high pitched.
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sniffling whine, flings Lhe shift lever back and forth, 
stomps on the clutch. Raaaaaaaaaa-ooooooo! Winds her 
up. Ga-lunk! Back she drops into the sinkhole. 
“Sunuvabitch!"
Up to my knees in the slime. I lay a shoulder 
halfheartedly against the massive iron bumper while 
mud gushes up from under the wheels, coating me from 
head to foot with the slick ooze. 14 montagnards, one-half 
section of the 11th Raider Battalion (Indigenous), jostle 
each other for a fugitive purchase on the monster. We all 
shove, more or less in unison. Raaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa- 
oooooooo! Ga-lunk! “Sunuvabitch!”
'Turn it off!" 1 shout. The motor chugalugs to a stop. 
We all clamber out of the hole, soaked in mud. gasping, 
stinking, steaming now under a noonday sun. We flop 
down on the bank, stare at the defiant beast sunken into 
Lhe mire, primal mud sucking at her swollen feet, urging 
her to give in.
In a minute or so, the sun begins to bake the mud. 
We lie there, flat on our backs, sheathed in a chrysalis 
that crackles and flakes if we move, and we soak up heat 
and radiance and peace and forgetforgetforgetforget...
Till I feel a brooding shadow steal across my face. I 
pop open my eyes, squint through the brilliant light, see 
a head backlit above me, a great swollen, neckless face 
from whose puffy contours two immense ichthyoidal eyes 
peer down with unspeakable disdain. I crane my neck 
backward, try to identify this intruder into the tranquil­
lity of our moment: it’s Greunwald, Lhe Raider Battalion 
Exec.
Now, everyone knows that an Executive Officer has 
no job. no task, no mission of his own. He freights the 
scowls, the smiles, the curses of the Commander out 
among the troops, chiding this one, upbraiding that one, 
correcting another, doomed endlessly and without hope 
of redemption to parrot the same anodyne, soulless 
indictments and lusterless lauds to men who already 
have the job in hand or who have clearly no intention of 
taking it in hand: "Good work there, men": "Belter check 
that alignment there, men": “Better police that stuff up 
there, men." A sacral mandate to amble and to stumble 
and to snoop. To watch where there is no need of 
watching, to goad where there is no need of goading, to be, 
in short, where there is no need of being. Some there are, 
naturally, who have the gift for this sort of thing. So 
Greunwald. So today our turn.
He stands with legs spread, arms akimbo, starched 
jungle fatigues and stateside insignia, braaaaaaaaaaand 
new jungle boots, spitshined. A great, burly, barrel­
chested specter, with a basketball head set onto broad 
but sagging shoulders. Red face, red hair, red mustache. 
Steinhagen and I try to figure out who is senior and 
therefore in charge of this mess. I stand up. Greunwald 
harumphs and snuffles through his mustache.
“Got her stuck in the mud. eh. trooper? Poor tactical 
driving skills."
"Yes, sir."
"You men try putting her in all-wheel drive?"
“Yes. sir."
“Try rocking her back and forth?"
“Yes, sir."
'Try pushing her back out?”
“Yes, sir."
"Try stuffing brush under the wheels?"
“Yes. sir."
Steinhagen has gotten to his feet.
“We already tried everything dumb, sir," he volun­
teers, smiling helpfully. Greunwald pretends not to hear 
that. He brings his somewhat circumscribed powers of 
deduction to bear on the problem.
"Decision-making process," he muses out loud. 
“Managerial matter. Enlisted men like little children." 
Then: “You men try a lever to work her out of there?”
“Lever, sir?" We stare, expressionless, at the six tons 
of steel.
"A lever. Elementary principle. Enlisted men like 
little children. Oh, hell..."
Greunwald shuffles heavily down the bank, delicately 
stepping from the grass to the running board of the 
deuce. We move to follow him.
“Stay away," he barks. "I'll take care of this."
He fumbles around in the cab.
'Tactical ignition, sir. Got to squeeze it."
“I know. I know."
Fumbles around on the dash.
"Starter button under the steering wheel, sir."
"I know. 1 know."
Engine cranks over, and a searing buzzzzzzzzzz fills the 
cab. Greunwald frantically pokes and pulls buttons and 
switches.
"Air brake warning, sir. Goes off when the system’s 
pressurized."
"I know. 1 know."
Greunwald throws the shift lever into low, lets out 
Lhe clutch, floors the accelerator. Big truck shudders and 
whines, wheels whistle through the mud. We can see the 
muscles in Greunwald's jaw go taut. Grim determination 
bursting from his bulbous features. He has set himself 
the inglorious chore of correcting us, of illuminating us. 
of suffusing this inert moment of stalled vehicle, stalled 
activity with the winging spirit of crisp precision and 
professionalism, pushed perhaps just a shade further, 
just a whisker more determinedly, just a touch more 
insistently into action than we have been able, bridled as 
we are by our sullen, enlisted passivity. The tilings we 
have done, if only done in the right order, to the right 
measure, with the right fidelity! Then we'd see! The Major 
buries his foot in that accelerator as if he were trying to 
break into a new—and airy—dimension.
The rear end responds perversely to the massive 
torque, shifting wildly sideways but not an inch forward. 
Resisting, you might say. an ontological impulsion to 
transcend. Greunwald, pitiless metaphysician, persists. 
Engine wails, bellowing in protest. Greunwald has seized 
the steering wheel in two great red fists. More. Harder. 
More. He has clearly pushed the refractory machine 
beyond some looming threshold before which Steinhagen 
and I, out of misdirected and timorous reverence, have up 
till now shrunk. Beyond Lhe pale. What lurks?
As if to reply, the vehicle bucks straight up out of the 
pit, shuddering crazily, all ten wheels off the ground, with 
the roar of an engine suddenly without load. A long,
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unearthly moment, she hangs in the air. Greunwald, 
passenger—pilgrim— hovers on the brink of Discovery. 
But it is not to be. Down slams the truck heavily— 
temporized once again—with a clangor of steel slats and 
sprung fenders. Greunwald has still got his foot jammed 
to the floor. One set of wheels seems to bite, slowing the 
vehicle, which now rolls over sideways with a jolt, top end 
over chassis, tumbling—but slooooooooooooowly, 
laaaaaaaaangorously. iiiiiiiiiiiiiiindolently, vooooooooo- 
luptuously down down and down the slope. The last sight 
we have of Greunwald is through the split windshield of 
the deuce, huge paws gripped to the steering wheel, 
mustache abristle. eyes popped wide and peering for­
lornly at the imaginary horizontal about which he turns 
twice, three times, four times, to land upright, hands still 
on the wheel, eyes still glued front. In the wake of this 
maelstrom, the still-quivering truck retrieves its footing. 
A stillness descends upon the scene.
We scramble down the slope to the truck.
“You OK, sir?" asks Steinhagen.
The door swings open. Greunwald. staggers out, 
peers at us from still goggley-eyed:
"Harumph."
His knees buckle, he bobs back up: they buckle 
again, he steadies himself.
“Harumph. Hope that will be a lesson to you men." 
he says, and with a tug at his fatigue blouse to straighten 
it out, he lurches off unevenly up toward the camp.
Wordless, Steinhagen and 1 watch him stump 
drunkenly up the hill. We peer at the deuce, tight-lipped 
witness to the Major’s triumph over the Resistance of 
Things. We stare at one another. We look at the ‘yards. A 
pall has settled on that languid afternoon. The shadow 
that awoke me from the Snooze of the Blessed now 
menaces all of us. It announces in an unearthly, disem­
bodied voice: A dangerous Man! A man who would upend 
the limpid peace and dear-bought equilibrium o f an inno­
cent moment: who would tamper with the primordial 
forces and invnutable decrees o f chaos: who would waste 
the fragile resources o f  human will fo r a petty lesson in 
vanity! And so it is that Steinhagen and I swear together 
a mighty swear that Greunwald must go.
fit iit tit
Doolan and Macomber. on duty in the Commo room, 
jerk around with the radio teletype rig. In sullen fits, it 
spits a perforated tape out at them in response to jiggles 
and thumps and threats and brutal jabs into the somber 
mystery of its carcass with a bent screwdriver. Macomber 
remains persuaded that if they dump a Coke down it, 
things will happen. Doolan wants to smack it again. I pick 
up a scrap of the tape. Run it through the decoder: 
WEATHERBY SENDS. He’s the Commander.
“GRNWLD EXECOFF FM COMUSMACV?"
“None other." says Doolan, a paperclip in his lips.
“Did you guys decrypt this?”
“In the file basket."
I pick up the text of the TWX. The Augmentation Com­
mander in Saigon orders Greunwald, Executive Officer of 
Detachment Central. Cong Turn, to submit soonest re­
port incremental activity all targets. FGUAO (Friendly 
Guerrilla Unit Area of Operations: the Ho Chi Minh Trail).
"Did you show this to the Exec?”
"Naaaaaaaa. We've been dicking around with the 
RTT rig for an hour."
"I'm going back up. Take care of it for you. Logit out. 
OK? And if Greunwald asks you to verify, tell him you got 
a good copy."
"We got a good copy."
“Maaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaybe not."
I stuff the message into my trouser pocket and find 
Steinhagen in the club, chewing the label off a beer bottle 
with his teeth. He reads the TWX.
“So what?"
“You know what ‘incremental activity' is?"
“Can't say 1 do."
"What you bet Greunwald doesn’t, either?" 
Steinhagen sits upright, hunches his shoulders, swivels 
his neck: readying for thought. Takes a preparatory pull 
at his beer. This is a not easy for him. I can see him 
reasoning: “We have text. Greunwald not have text. Text 
from Commander. Greunwald must obey Commander. 
We dick with text. Therefoooooooooooooore... We dick 
with Greunwald!" Epiphany! Another pull at beer. I say:
“Greunwald doesn't know what 'incremental activ­
ity' is. Wonder if he knows what 'excremental activity' is?"
“Hmmmmmmmmmmm."
"Let’s go see Doolan and Macomber."
For the next few days. Greunwald lays low. We see 
him in his office, scowling at papers, referring to manu­
als. scribbling notes. A plan is forming!
He shows up at the Raider Battalion orderly room 
one morning, asking for an interpreter.
“Vietnamese or 'yard?" asks the First Sergeant.
“Montagnard," Greunwald corrects.
“Fahey!" shouts the First Sergeant. I come running 
up. “Go with the Major. He's got a job for your strikers."
"Yes. top!"
1 follow Greunwald (one step left and one step uncovered) 
across the compound. He has assembled a sheaf of 
papers which he has compressed onto a clipboard. 
“Sergeant." he begins...
"Sergeant. We are tasked by a TWX from Higher 
Headquarters to complete a study of excremental activity 
along the target complex.”
“Excremental activity. Sir?" I ask. blinking at 
Greunwald with the sincerity I reserve for Communion.
“Yes. Chief MACV does not articulate his reasons, 
but we can surmise that it has to do with health and 
morale conditions along the Trail. Fecal analysis can be 
most revealing, you know, of dietary problems and that 
in turn of ration and logistical problems and so on."
“You're going to do a report on shit. Sir?"
"Noooooooo! I’m not going to 'do a report on shit’! 
You enlisted men are just like little children. We are 
engaged in analysis of military intelligence, gleaned from 
the battlefield. It is our superiority in this sort of thing 
that is going to win us this war in the end. Now what we 
must do here is establish what we call in statistics a 
'control.' Then we can measure what we find along the
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Trail. Need something for comparison. Proper accumula­
tion of data. Control set. That's where you come in."
"Going to study our own shit first. Sir?"
Greunwald glares at me, only momentarily inter­
rupting his explanation.
“Now, what I want from your men is to establish this 
control set. Statistical validity for our study. I want you 
to set up a gridded area along this side of the wall, number 
the grids, and cause one man to excrete in each grid. Then 
we'll photograph, weigh, catalogue, and preserve the 
samples."
I bite my lip. This canard is taking on an alarming 
momentum.
The Major hands me a roll of 550 cord and gestures 
wordlessly at the laboratory of this adventure in experi­
mental method. We drive short lengths of reinforcing bar 
into the baked earth, stretch a web of parachute cord 
across and between them, and tie stiff paper tags on each 
square: A -l, B-2, C-3 and so on. Then he selects 
members of the section, logging each man into a grid 
square, noting his size, age, and body shape, permitting 
himself the occasional marginal observation when this 
man or that man offers what I can only guess is an 
intriguing profile of excremental potential. Then he 
orders me to assemble the platoon.
‘Tell them that 1 want each man to defecate in the 
numbered grid that corresponds to the number I have 
given him."
I am not certain my French is up to this. The 'Yards, 
standing in ranks now at parade rest, peer at me ear­
nestly. awaiting the translation. 1 honestly cannot predict 
how they will take this. Fill sandbag! Oui, chef. Clean 
weapon! Oui. chef. Go patrol! Oui, chef. Shit in square! 
Non, chef. Nonnonnonnonnonetnon! Gruesome forebod­
ings fill my imagination. I swallow hard.
“Chef dire. Lui vouloir un type-la [ I hold up one 
finger] chier [ sheeee-yay: I say it twice] un carreau-la [I 
point to one grid square]. Numero carreau memechose [I 
point to the tags] numero type-la. Chef dire comme <pa."
Silence. Twenty-seven sets of coal-black eyes stare 
back into mine, expressionless. The first sergeant at last 
turns around and speaks to them in so-dang, their 
dialect. Animated whispers, waving of arms, agitations of 
hands. Or is it fists? Evidently there are passionate 
viewpoints on this matter. Is there a limit, then, to the 
nonsense they will put up with in the dubious name of 
Whatever It Is we are doing out here? Even Greunwald 
harumphs with an unaccustomed malaise. Finally, the 
montagnard first sergeant spins on his heel and an­
nounces:
"Z'efl Type-la pas moyen chier. Venir quand venir."
"What's that?” asks Greunwald. strain etching his 
voice a little. "What's that?”
"Sir, he says that they can't do it just any old time. 
Happens when it happens."
"Well. then. Tell them to fall into their barracks 
and... harumph, well... when 'it happens,' to come out 
and use the grid. Long as it takes. Want the grid filled. Tell 
them that.”
"Yes, Sir."
And so the section retires to the shade of the tin- 
roofed barracks to lounge in glorious leisure till nature 
stirs them. 1 slink over into the Team House, suck up 
Cokes and occasionally sneak back out to check the grid, 
now shimmering sullenly under a midday sun. And 
though I catch no human activity, I do see upon each 
subsequent inspection the small squares filling up. by 
ones and twos, here and there, at random as first this 
man and then that fulfills the Major's mandate, the 
amphitheater o f this investigation into primal causes, 
where the sad little heaps o f shapeless human soil 
gradually fill in a row, resembling nothing so much as an 
immense bingo card: C-4. B-4, A-4, D-4. E-4! Do we have 
a winner?
At day's end, Major Greunwald jeeps back into the 
compound with a dispirited little Spec 4 he has pressed 
into service for this project. I watch the apprentice 
carefully photograph, then scrape each sample into a 
small specimen bottle as Greunwald logs commentary 
into a notebook. Soon the grid is emptied and the Exec 
and his amanuensis en route back to FOB with their 
harvest. Next day. Standing Orders are emended to direct 
all field-deployed detachments. Priority One. to seek out 
and retrieve samples of fecal matter in the operational 
area. This directive is, naturally, a source of great hilarity 
among my buddies, who gleefully scoop up and repatriate 
vast quantities of dung, scat, offal, effluent, and excretum 
from every unhappy creature indigenous to that lousy 
jungle: bird, cat, rodent, ruminant, and of course human 
being. “Shit for the Major," is the order of the day, duly 
plumped into the regulation specimen bottles, duly logged 
with ten-digit coordinates, date-time group, weather 
condition, and on and on, and then soberly delivered to 
the Major's office, there to join a burgeoning collection of 
“samples" which Greunwald studies with the intensity of 
a passion for the task thoroughly done and in proper 
order and with the assurance that system, once or­
dained, will prevail: "Chinese," reads one entiy I recall. 
“Mustard yellow and semiliquid consistency, mean weight 
356.3 grams." He scribbles sheaves of notes, scratches 
out long passages, refines his prose, dismissing the 
smirks and giggles of watching troopers with a harumph 
of paternal indulgence: “Enlisted men! Like little chil­
dren."
Mid-afternoon three days later. A quivering languor 
has settled over the camp. It's pot time, the daily break 
while the sun is at its blistering zenith. Humming of flies. 
Heat waves corrugating a wispy horizon. Slouched down 
against a pile of sandbags. I pretend to clean my weapon, 
poking heavyheartedly a cleaning rod in and out of the 
bore with slow, voluptuous strokes, lids lowered, a whis­
ker... away... from... Suddenly: wham! wham! wham! 
A series of sharp explosions pops me awake. I jerk 
upright, start to run. slam into a wall, pick myself back 
up and lurch off in the direction of the reports.
A batch of us arrive at the same time: Greunwald's 
office. The first couple of guys on the scene burst in 
through tiie door, then recoil choking and fanning wildly 
as a wave of unspeakably foul air envelops all of us. 
Another explosion. And another. We suck in the acrid, 
stinging, nauseating odor of human waste. Grabbing gas
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masks from the nearest bunks, we plunge into the swirl 
of dust and stench.
Then we see what has happened: in the blazing heat, 
the gasses released by the Major's decaying “specimens” 
have expanded and begun to shatter the glass bottles! 
The room—no less than its occupant—is coated with a 
glistening, stinking, amber sheen of excrement. 
Greunwald, apparently knocked senseless in the initial 
explosion, has staggered to his feet, soaked and reeking, 
his fatigue blouse blotched with dark stains. Here and 
there clinging lumps of his once-glorious "control set” 
speckle his puffy features. Dazed, he peers wistfully at 
the ruins of his "laboratory," at the sheaf of papers that 
was his "analysis." now puddled with the object of said 
study, calmly seeping from chapter to subsequent chap­
ter in sodden testimony to his achievement.
We drag Greunwald out of the office, as others and 
still others of his “data" shatter the specimen bottles to 
merge with the stomach-churning cloud of dust and 
stench now billowing out into the compound. Whap! Pop! 
The Major weaves slightly on his feet, flinching reflexively 
as each new explosion reconfirms the disaster. Pow! 
Wham! Gradually he finds himself at the center of a 
widening circle of silent onlookers, who edge farther and 
farther back as the smell from his saturated fatigues 
wafts outward. Pop! Pap! Blam! Wordless, disoriented, 
mouth lolling agape, knees pudically pressed together, 
arms drawn in against his chest, he stands riveted, a 
small child ringed by gawking schoolmates on the play­
ground. From one ear dangles fitfully a loop of string with 
its tag: D-4.
*  *
If you spread your hand out. wide out, the distance 
from thumb to little finger covers about eleven kilometers 
on a 1:50,000 scale tactical map, the approximate range 
of a 105mm field gun. Combat officers have a habit of 
plopping a soiled hand across the operations room map 
like that. To see if the fire base can support their 
operation, to see if they are operating outside the fire- 
support fan and therefore at biiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiig risk. 
Greunwald—who has never seen combat— loves to splay 
his thick red fingers across the tactical maps in the 
Operations Center. He dreams grandiose dreams of fling­
ing his battalion far behind enemy lines, of scoring daring 
coups with his raiders, of "bringing the enemy to his 
knees," as he will say, “by denying him the use of his 
rear." On such occasions, his eyes will glaze as if fixed on 
distant battlefield vistas and a harumph! of suppressed 
desire will sometimes well up from deep inside him, 
gurgling like (lie gush of oil struggling up from deep inside 
a lie of petro-shale.
And so it is that under the spell of this wistful 
ambition, Major Greunwald succeeds in persuading tire 
Old Man to let him conduct what he names ominously a 
S.L.A.M. (Search, Locate, Annihilate, and Monitor, as he 
later reveals to those of us chosen to share the adventure 
with him). His plan is to dump a "kick-ass detachment," 
or so he lordly announces in his briefing, onto a main 
artery of the Ho Chi Minh Trail and block traffic. “We'll dig
in on the road at night. By dawn we'll have trucks backed 
up from here to Hanoi." Gestures vaguely at the map. 
Greunwald peddles this concept with such vigor that one 
morning two weeks after the Major’s briefing, the RTT 
spits out an operations order tasking A Company, 11 th 
Raider Battalion (Indigenous) to “take up a blocking 
position along the LOC [Line of Communication) desig­
nated 538 and detain, deny, or destroy all vehicular 
traffic attempting to negotiate said LOC."
Steinhagen and I are stuffing C-rations into our 
rucks. Loading magazines. Steinhagen is grousing: “'By 
dawn we’ll have trucks backed up all the way to Hanoi!' 
By dawn we'll have every Nguyen. Dinh, and Dong who 
can carry a piece down there to blow us off that road­
block.” We fall out the Company on the chopper pad, and 
as the lumbering, thup-thupping H-34s set heavily down. 
Major Greunwald strides out in full panoply: sunglasses, 
shoulder holster, and the shiniest, newest, unfiredest M- 
16 we have ever set eyes on. The sections clump over to 
the aircraft, sagging under the exceptional load of ammo 
and grenades. I squeeeeeeeeeeze through the hatch and 
crash down onto the deck of one chopper with a clatter of 
canteens, smoke grenades, bandoleers, magazines, strobe, 
Kabar, radio, ration cans, and extra batteries like a trout 
in a fishing creel, flopping helplessly around. Greunwald 
appears in the doorway and from a great, meaty red fist 
drops a chainsaw into my lap. “For my bunker," he 
announces, then disappears as the big Sikorsky heaves, 
roars, grunts, and is airborne.
Down on the jungle floor, we have no trouble locating 
the “artery": it's forty feet wide, crowned, and flanked by 
foot-deep drainage ditches. Machine-maintained and 
welllllllllllllllllllllllllll-travelled. Some trail! The 'Yards set 
to planting mines and digging in on both sides. Greunwald 
beckons to me and Steinhagen, points out into the jungle 
behind the roadblock. “My bunker will be two hundred 
meters that way. Two feet overhead cover. Before dark." 
Sullen, we snag the montagnard platoon sergeant, and 
the three of us cut off into the jungle with the chainsaw 
and our entrenching tools to dig the Major in.
We sweat, we puff, we grunt, we curse under the 
steaming, oppressive canopy to hack out a six-by-six in 
the fetid, black, root-tangled soil. Each slice of the E-tool 
into the fragrant ground sends up a sweet exhalation, the 
breath of the jungle. Bathed in sweat, gasping from 
exertion in that heat, we suck at a canteen and then lie 
back onto the cool, damp diggings to gaze up at the thatch 
of vegetation overhead. Oblique shafts of sunlight pierce 
the dense foliage, intersecting at crazy angles to illumi­
nate odd-shaped patches of leaf-strewn, overgrown earth.
Steinhagen rises up painfully, hand to the small of 
his back: “OK. Overhead." We amble through the timber, 
lugging the chainsaw, thumping trees to cut for the 
Major's overhead cover. Nhiao, the chef de section, knows 
all the local wood types. “Pas bong, z'ef," he hisses, 
thumping now this trunk, now that. “Pas bong, ce'ui-la": 
"Him no good." Absently. 1 point to a tree with coarse, 
greyish, shingles of bark, about eight inches in diameter, 
more or less straight. “Moyen ce'ui-la?” I ask. trying to 
help: “How'bout this one?" "Paspaspaspaspaspas bong, 
z'ef,” comes the reply: “Veryveryveryveryveryvery bad.
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sar’n." Piqued—and bored—I use a word 1 have learned 
only to utter with circumspection: "Why?” Nhiao walks 
over to the tree, balls a gnarled brown fist, and thwacks 
the trunk. A fat. wriggling shape drops to the ground with 
a plop! Then another: plop! Steinhagen and I look down 
at the things. Centipedes. “Brak drahak," corrects Nhiao, 
citing the local name for them. “Bestiole beaucoup salope- 
ia. Piquer toi, toi beaucoup mal le chien." “Nasty critter," 
that is: “Bite you and you get sick as a dog."
Steinhagen pounds one of the trees. Plop! Plop! 
Plop! Two or so inches long, striped orange and purple 
unlikely enough, these little guys sport long rows of 
wiggly legs and two pincers at what we guess is the head. 
Nhiao points to the pincers, then spreads his calloused 
hands around his leg: make you swell up. Steinhagen 
nudges one of the plump, coiled sausages with the toe of 
his boot: in a wink, it uncoils and strikes with the pincers. 
Aggressive little buggers! He looks up at me. A magical 
moment.
A smile of ineffable and beatific satisfaction spreads 
slowly across Steinhagen’s sweat-caked face. I feel the 
salt and filth dried on my own features crack as they 
mirror that unashamed, imbecile grin. Greunwald! 
Greunwald must atone with the forces of the earth. 
Greunwald must placate the nature he has presumed to 
reorder. Greunwald. who would spurn the insistency of 
the real—of the irretrievably real— and hurl feeble hu­
man beings against actuality, must pay! Death in combat 
is not inevitable. Boredom, brutality, shame, imbecility, 
fatigue, banality are ! Greunwald, who will not respect 
degree, the delicate equilibrium between men and risk, 
must expiate! Greunwald. who wants to be of the fight 
but not in the fight, must redeem his insolence. 
Greunwald! The montagnard cannot fathom why the 
discovery' of this annoying little beast should so tickle the 
two big dumb bou mis.
Chainsaw! Gloves! To work! Gingerly we line the 
bunker with sections of trunk from these trees, being oh- 
so-careful not to dislodge any brak drahak in the process. 
We lay longer lengths of the stuff across the top of the 
hole, then pile and pack the dirt from the hole over them, 
leaving a small opening to squeeze through. Steinhagen 
cuts off the sputtering chainsaw just as darkness settles 
over the arena of this night's activity, and we offer our 
creation up for Greunwald's inspection with justifiable 
pride. Greunwald harumphs a grudging “Well done," and 
stalks off up the trail. He has “other things to do."
About an hour after dark we hear the first truck in 
the convoy laboring up the hill in low gear. He clears the 
crest—no lights—turns the sharp bend, and probably 
spots the roadblock just as his right front tire springs the 
mine. Ba-whoooom! Tire blows off, sailing somewhere up 
into the night sky to come crashing down through the 
jungle canopy off the road with a racket of snapping 
branches and parting vines. We can hear it roll off into the 
bamboo. Down the road a kilometer or so: ba-whooom! 
One of our squads has blown the last truck in the convoy. 
Doors slam. Drivers jump out. scurrying off into the 
underbrush in a terror. Now the 'yards run amok, up and 
down the file of stalled vehicles, joyously despoiling— 
mostly drums of rice this trip— the cargo beds and setting
charges inside the engine compartments. A chain of 
explosions announces that this phase of our S.L.A.M. is 
complete. We hunker down into our foxholes, awaiting 
the inevitable riposte.
We don’t have long to wait. Within the hour, we hear 
bamboo knock and vegetation rustle and the familiar 
whump! of mortar rounds on the way. The first detona­
tions are wide of the mark. Then the gunners begin to fine 
tune and scour the perimeter beyond the roadblock. At 
the first explosion, Greunwald has lit out like a banshee 
for his bunker, from which site, we suppose, he is howling 
into his radio for tactical air support, and remembering 
ruefully that hand splayed out across the map with its 
ominous portent. Steinhagen and I smooch down into the 
damp earth, bury our faces in it. wriggle and writhe as 
incoming rounds chew up the dirt around us and explode 
in the trees, showering our backs with fragments. We can 
hear Nhiao from the other side of the perimeter: “Putain 
dgieu de merde de bordel de dgieu de merde de merde et 
merde... dix mille fois!"
After a while, the intruders expend their initial load 
and have to hump back for more or wait for somebody to 
hump it in. Steinhagen and 1 crawl around to the other 
positions to check for casualties. No one hit. By common 
accord we slither back down behind the roadblock to 
where we have left Greunwald. pausing outside the 
bunker to listen.
Music! It's a tragic opera in that bunker. An aria, an 
exquisite, airy ululation of heart’s agony rises, thin and 
wispy. We can hear thumps and crashes, grunts and 
slaps, percussive counterpoint. Now and again—do we 
really hear it?—a solitary, an ethereal, a divine... plop! 
Greunwald is at close quarters with the brak drahak. who 
for their part are apparently giving as well as they get. The 
swatting and slapping reaches a fever pitch. We can hear 
the Major slamming them in the darkness with the butt 
of his M-16. clomping them with the heels o f his jungle 
boots, pummeling them with those great red fists. But he 
won’t get out of that bunker. And still they come: plop! 
plop! We listen, breathless, in the darkness for minute 
after exquisite minute, not daring to move, savoring the 
symphony. Now and then a pause, as both adversaries 
regroup, the silence punctuated by heart-rending 
harumphs of anguish. Then back to the bashing and 
plopping. Ecstasy.
But all things end. The mortars let go again, and 
Steinhagen and 1 skitter back to our hole to burrow into 
the darkness. There, side-by-side, huddled together in 
the night, breathing in a common rhythm, we bear 
nevertheless aloneallalone the ageless solitude of soldier’s 
fear.
For two days we remain in contact, doused with 
mortars and RPG’s. raked with 12.7 mm fire from another 
hilltop a kilometer distant, scrambling in and out of our 
foxholes, desperately directing air strikes all around us. 
patching up wounded men as best we can between 
barrages. Steinhagen. catches an 82mm fragment right 
in top of his head. It bounces off his thick skull but parts 
the flesh, sending rivulets of blood down his face. Howling 
and cussing, he tries to slug me while I sit on his chest 
and swaddle a dressing around his head in the dark only
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to wind up wallpapering his eyes and winding it across 
his mouth. “Thunuvabith!" he spits out through the 
gauze.
In the flushing sunlight of the third morning: si­
lence. They have got tired of messing with us and have 
diverted their traffic along some other leg of the trail. We 
can hear the trucks running a kilometer or so away. Here, 
though, we have the jungle to ourselves and stand in 
dubious glory astride Route 538. The gutted chassis of six 
1948 Chevrolet stake and platform trucks bear wordless 
testimony to our interdiction. We lug our casualties out 
to an LZ, booby trap our roadblock, and—at long, long 
last—fish Major Greunwald out of his bunker. A great, 
bulky, ballooning tomato, he emerges into the daylight. 
His red skin crosshatched with scratches and welts, face 
bulging out in grotesque excrescences, fingers swollen 
and puffy, he lolls vacantly in an improvised stretcher, 
sucking in glucose through the clear feed tube of an IV 
draining a wrinkled plastic packet one of the 'yards holds 
overhead as the medic, biting his lip, thumbs in vexation 
through his manual in search of a classification for this 
particular injury: “anaphylaxis," he settles on. scribbles 
out a toe-tag, and waves the litter off in the direction of 
our extraction LZ.
*  m *
A week later, the Battalion stands at attention as the 
Commander reads out a citation for the Bronze Star 
Medal and a Purple Heart awarded to Major Ernest T. 
Greunwald, 045-35-4675, 11th Raider Battalion (Indig­
enous). Vietnam. Republic of, this 25th day of November. 
1968, for heroism shown and wounds received in ground 
combat during protracted operations in denied and en­
emy-controlled territory. The Major, his face still dis­
torted from swelling, his legs still unable to support him 
without crutches, his skin now painted in bizarre, swirl­
ing patches of a bluish ointment, erks and harumphs his 
gratitude. He will, he announces on this proud occasion, 
be going down to Saigon where, evidently as a result of 
impact produced by his seminal Report o f Excremental 
Activity along the Ho Chi Minh Trail and his bold and 
personal execution of the S.L.A.M.. he has been 
asssssssssssssssssumed into the bosom of that enor­
mous, churning operations complex, an appropriate 
theater for the deployment of his gifts and vision. There, 
with the willing complicity of computers and graphs and 
readouts and charts, amid the comforting companion­
ship of Order. Method, Efficiency, and Consistency, 
removed from the sordid world of Things That Happen, 
Greunwald will spend this war. tranquilly dreaming 
dreams and gathering patiently... data/
Out on the East wall of the compound that after­
noon. filling sandbags with a dozen 'yards under a 
cloudless sky, Steinhagen and I plump down the heavy 
sacks, smeared with sweat and sand, warmed by a 
benevolent radiance of sun and survival once again. We 
peer off into the distance, toward Cong Turn, where a C- 
130 is lumbering off the strip, nosing South. Greunwald. 
Steinhagen takes off his salt-stained patrol cap, fingers 
gingerly the spikes of sutures along the top of his head.
The 'yards point and chatter among themselves in so 
dang, which even after all these months I cannot under­
stand. though this day its seems to me they are whisper­
ing to each other “brak drahak." I heft another sandbag, 
toss it to Steinhagen. who plants it on the wall with a 
whump! “EnlisLed men," he spits. "Like little children."
P o e tr y  by K en WoU e
Faces o f V ietnam
Old faces... but no new faces.
When I'm in Washington DC and in front of that cold black 
granite wall with all those names on it I can only think, no.
I can only see their faces, not their names, past faces, their 
faces looking back at me. Whose face, their faces.
Of all those names on the wall. I can't match any of those 
names with their faces and when I look into those faces I see 
my face looking back at me. and my face turning into their 
face, which face or whose face.
Their blood dripping from their faces onto my hands, I turn 
and face another panel, those other faces with more blood 
pouring onto my hands.
1 see one face, or two faces, or three faces, when will it end. 
How many more faces until it ends.
When I face the wall I now see more faces looking back 
at me. My face joining with their faces. Some of those faces I 
see but can't see. Why.
1 look into that face and I see beyond him into more than 
58,000 faces. Some of those faces are VC. for they have 
faces too. Their faces whose faces.
A face, a friend's face, or the VCs' faces are coming through 
the wall to take me on a long trip to see those in the w a ll 1 
see blood dripping from the wall.... on my buddy's face, on 
this place with all those names.
Ken Wolfe. 68-32 60th St.. Ridgewood. NY 11385. Ken 
Wolfe, aka "Wolfman." an AT&T data tech since his 
'homecoming’ in 1968, began writing poetry as an exten­
sion o f PTSD therapy, is currently building a desktop 
publishing business and has published several poetry 
chapbooks fo r other poets. A computer hacker, Ken scans 
the nation’s bulletin board system in search o f missing 
buddiesfrom his Vietnam years (1967-1968). He was with 
H Battery. 3/16 Arty; and A Battery. 2/11. 101st AB Div.
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P o e tr y  by CaroL BLair
Welcome Home, Ken Wolfe 
Vietnam Veteran, Silver Star
I caught you.
Your look of hatred.
(I was faster at turning 
Around, than you were,
At pretending to trust.)
I caught you.
That deep, black.
Glistening, searing stare. 
That told me.
You see yourself as a killer. 
That you would kill again.
I caught you,
And I love you.
For letLing it happen.
March. 1986—Carol Blair. 68-32 60th St.. Ridgewood. NY 
11385. Carol Blair is a poet and illustrator, a native New 
Yorker formally trained at the New School fo r Social 
Research and NYU. She has been a Vietnam Era activist 
since the mid 1960s. Married to a Vietnam vet since 1986. 
she is currently the Art Editor o f the New Press Literary 
Quarterly, under whose auspices she and husband Ken 
Wolfe host a weekly poetry reading in Queens. NYC.
PoETRy by D on K unz
ViETNAM  W a r  M e m o r Ia L
When you go to the wall.
You can feel all the heat of that cool decade 
Radiating back in waves from that beautiful cinder, 
That charred tombstone rising from those years 
Of snipers' bullets and policemen's billies.
Of burning cities and Black Panthers.
Of acid tests and other massacres 
Of whose ashes this wall is made,
So that it reaches out to include you 
And will not let you pass 
Without at last being 
In Country.
Without at last seeing 
The writing on the wall.
Don Kunz. English Department. University o f  Rhode 
Island. Independence Hall. Kingston. RJ 02881.
MAkiNq S acrifices
Paul Schultz. 1605 Golden Oak Lane. Madison. Wl. 53711
Dad comes through the back door into the kitchen where 
Mom is putting cookies on a metal tray. He stands on the 
edge of the rug by the door and lifts his boots to look at 
the bottoms, then at the shiny floor, then past me into the 
living room where Mom has oiled furniture, reflecting 
sunlight through the window over the couch. From my 
chair in the corner of the kitchen I can see into the living 
room. The TV is on with coverage of the Democratic 
candidate, Hubert Humphrey. Dad looks in at the carpet, 
freshly vacuumed so that it stands up like small spears. 
He steps from foot to foot, hitting his leather mittens 
together, but he stays on the rug. A white rind of snow 
outlines his boots.
"He's coming in from the car," Dad says, sounding a 
little out of breath. “I offered to carry his duffel bag. but 
he said he had it." He laughs. “As if I didn't know how Lo 
carry a duffel bag." He takes off his hat, a bright 
checkered cloth with a stiff bill, and brushes back a thin 
handful of graying hair.
“Well," Mom says. “I got the house clean but I haven't 
made lunch yet. I wonder if he’ll be hungry or if cookies 
and coffee will be enough." She adjusts molasses and 
peanut butter cookies on the tray and even from the 
corner I can see her fingers shake.
“I guess 1 carried a duffel bag long enough when my 
country asked me to," Dad says, looking at me.
"Peanut butter is his favorite," Mom says.
Dad nods at me. "You wouldn't know anything about 
that, would you?”
“What?" Mom turns to face him, their eyes meeting 
for the first time since he came in.
“I was talking about our number two son here," Dad 
says, jerking his thumb at me.
There it is, I think: always number two. "C’mon Dad." 
1 say. “Give me a break."
Mom looks at me and says. “I hope you'll try to get 
along with your brother." I can tell by the lines going up 
alongside her nose and between her eyes that she’s pretty 
worried. "Promise me you won't get into it about Vietnam. 
Will you, please?"
“We might," I say. "If he’s for it, if he hassles me about 
it, we probably will." Mom watches me but Dad. as usual. 
choosing not to hear, goes to the door and peers out the 
small window.
“Here he comes." Dad says, rubbing his hands and 
kicking his boots together. He tightens his grip on the 
knob and says, 'Tve got the first two weeks all planned. 
We're going hunting and ice fishing. I think I’ll take him 
out near old Shipman's coulee. We could shoot fox out 
there." He glances at the ceiling. "I should show him the 
new bathroom I put in upstairs."
Mom turns away from me. “I’m sure he'll find it 
eventually," she says, going to the counter to put on a red 
and white flowered apron. She smooths the apron over 
her waist, then reaches up to pat her new hairdo where 
it puffs into a high bouffant.
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I hear a hydraulic ‘whoosh’ as the outside door opens 
and half closes. Dad holds the inside door and steps 
aside. “Got everything there, son?"
Adam comes in, his light brown hair ridiculously 
short and his face longer and thinner than I remember. 
He holds a full duffel bag in one hand and a folded cap in 
the other. His army coat is open, exposing his green 
uniform underneath. “Hi, Mom." he says. He nods at me 
and 1 nod back. He looks very slick and veiy military and 
I feel sure we won't hit it off. I have a hard time looking at 
him in that uniform and 1 feel this funny feeling like anger 
come up inside.
"Let me take your coat,” Dad says. Adam slips out of 
it and hands it over, along with the bag. Dad takes his 
coat and pulls up the heavy bag and goes by me. trying 
to walk straight as though the bag is not that heavy. He 
hangs the coat in the hall closet and sets tire bag on the 
stairs; then he comes back to stand by my chair.
Mom has started walking toward Adam. but he says. 
“Just a second." and reaches down to undo his shoelaces. 
“I don't want to get your nice clean floor dirty." Still the 
apple polisher. 1 think, and. of course, it works.
“Don't worry about this old floor," Mom says, grasp­
ing him around his waist and pressing her head against 
his chest. She throws her arms around his neck and, with 
eyes closed, says. “It's so good to see you."
"Hey, come on now,” Adam tells her. “No tears now. 
all right? Can't stand to see a girl cry." He hasn't lost his 
touch.
Stepping away, she wipes her eyes with the back of 
her hand. “Have you given up eating?" she asks, trying to 
laugh.
“You sure got a sun tan," Dad says. He looks down 
at me. “Remember your brother?" That angry tone is still 
there like I should be doing hand springs or something. 
Still, without planning to. I'm on my feet and heading for 
him. We shake hands and he stares at my hair and 
paisley shirt and patched bell-bottoms. He doesn’t say 
anything. We let go. embarrassed. I think, by the formal­
ity.
"Were you a CO over there?” I ask, unable to hold 
back. Mom gives me a quick glare. I'm now a half a head 
taller than Adam arid about that much less than Dad. so 
when he comes up I'm aware of his presence, standing 
there with his hands on his hips. He's mad again, but it's 
too late to take back the question.
“No.” Adam looks puzzled. Turning the sleeve of his 
jacket to me. he shows me three stripes. “Does this look 
like a CO?"
I stare at him. "Do you know what a CO is?”
"Commanding Officer," he says.
“Commanding Officer? Boy are you out of it."
"What then?" He blinks.
"Conscientious Objector!" God, 1 think, command­
ing officer, what next?
"Oh," Adam says. "Well, I wasn't either one of those." 
I hear Mom's nails ticking against her cup.
"We didn’t have much time for those guys when I was 
in," says Dad. Adam and I look at each other as Dad goes 
to the table. He motions for us to join him and we sit. Mom 
pours coffee.
“I made your favorite," she says, setting down the 
tray. Adam smiles as Dad studies his brass and ribbons, 
as usual ignoring me.
From his side pocket. Adam takes out a grey metal 
cigarette case and matching lighter. He unbuttons the 
jacket, exposing a poplin shirt and black tie. Mom brings 
him a small, brown ashtray with a red apple painted 
inside it. “It looks too pretty to use.” Adam says, inspect­
ing the ashtray.
“A little better than you're used to, I'll bet," Dad says, 
like he knows all about it. "Here, let me take your jacket."
“Coffee cans filled with water," Adam says, taking off 
the jacket and handing it to Dad and then lighting his 
cigarette.
‘That’s not good for you." Mom says.
Adam studies the smokingtip. “1 guess I hadn'tgiven 
it much thought.”
"More important things to think about, huh. son?" 
Dad puls the jacket on slowly and with deliberate care. 
It's snug in the shoulders and requires stretching to 
button. The sleeves come to within an inch of his wrists.
“It's tight on me. too. Dad." Adam smokes his 
cigarette while Dad stands looking down at the jacket, 
sucking in his gut. We can tell he's having fun with it, 
imagining what it would be like.
“It isn't either," Mom blurts. “You're just being kind. 
Take that thing off before you rip it."
“It's not that bad, is it?" Dad says, examining the 
neat rows of multicolored ribbons and the stripes on each 
sleeve. “I should get my old uniform out of the attic." He 
glances at Mom. who says nothing. "I had some decora­
tions of my own after Italy."
“It looks great. Dad," Adam says, puffing on his 
cigarette.
'Thanks son." Dad smiles, reassured, I suppose. He 
leans down and pats Adam's shoulder and Adam jerks 
away, bumping the table and spilling coffee.
“Excuse me." Adam's voice is quick and tense. "1 
wasn’t expecting that." The movement was so sudden 
and unexpected that we just sit there, looking at him. 
Then Dad settles in his chair and we watch Adam brush 
cigarette ash from his lap. Mom wipes the table and sets 
the cookies closer to Adam. 1 can see how hard she's 
working at this, trying to keep it together.
“Sorry," Dad says with a note of apology. “I didn’t 
think you were so jumpy."
“It's okay." Adam says, relighting his cigarette, his 
hand shaking. Mom tips the cookie tray toward him.
"I made your favorite," she says. “Go ahead. Have 
one." Adam holds his hand over the tray, his forehead 
showing several thin, white lines through his deep tan.
“Do you feel all right?" Dad asks.
“I guess so." Adam says, his hand still poised over 
the tray. “This is just going to take a little getting used to. 
that's all." He doesn't look too good. He went pale when 
Dad thumped him and the color hasn't returned. I've got 
to get him out of here, 1 think, before they badger him to 
death.
“What's that, son?" Dad leans toward him, keeping 
his hands on his lap. Adam selects a cookie from the tray.
“Maybe you would rather have lunch?" Mom asks.
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"No," he answers. 'This is fine." He sets the cookie 
down as though unsure what to do with it.
“What takes getting used to, son? Being home? 
Being back in your own home?" Dad’s hands hang limply 
between his knees.
“I don't know." Adam says, watching the ashtray. 
"You look forward to something for so long and then it 
happens and it comes so quickly that it's hard to stay with 
it." Mom and Dad don't understand this at all and I’m 
sure they're going to keep after him. Adam looks down at 
the table.
“Come on." I say, standing. “I want you to meet 
someone." Adam looks up at me, dreamy eyed. I know I've 
got to get him out of here. “Come on.”
“You're not leaving, are you?" Mom asks.
"Yeah. It won’t be long. 1 want him to meet Barb. I'll 
bring him right back for you." Adam starts getting up. 
"Why don't you go upstairs and change out of that 
uniform. You don't want to get caught wearing that in a 
university town like Madison." Oh shit. I think. Now I've 
done it. Mom ticks at her cup again, but I force my self not 
to notice.
“Oh," Adam says. “Why not?"
"Don't pay any attention to him," Mom snaps. “And 
don't be gone too long."
"Your mother is making a good supper tonight, so be 
home on time you guys."
"Beef stew." Mom says.
Adam, ever the diplomat, answers, “Sounds great."
We go upstairs to what used to be our room and 
stand for a moment in the doorway. The room is built 
under tire sloping roof, so that as we grew, we had to bend 
further to reach the head of our bunks. Each bed is 
covered with the same style of bedspread: dark brown 
wagon wheels and curving lines of rope on a light beige 
background. It’s one of the things that Mom and Dad 
never got around to replacing, same with the lamp 
shades: cowboys lassoing cattle from rearing mounts.
The bunk beds are separated by night stands and a 
low bookcase holding texts and novels. On Adam's side, 
above The Growth of The American Republic and Moby 
Dick, two diplomas hang near the dormer window. The 
first says that he graduated from West High in 1962 and 
the second that he graduated from the University of 
Wisconsin in 1966. On my side, set between a poster of 
Nixon and Agnew seated on a Harley and looking like 
Hell’s Angels and another showing a line of people 
walking, bent backward with the bottoms of their shoes 
huge, my diploma says West High, 1965. Across the room 
is a study table between two metal closets.
I think about all the horsing around we used to do 
here and then how it all changed. I feel like I want to throw 
a pillow at him. Adam walks into the room, stepping 
gently as though he’s afraid of breaking something. 
What’s it going to be like having him back, I wonder.
Adam unlatches his closet door and opens each 
panel. “Pickings are pretty thin," I say, passing behind 
him on the way to my bunk against the far wall. He finds 
an ashtray, lights another cigarette, and sets the tray on 
his bunk near his closet.
“What are you majoring in?" he asks.
"Protesting," I say, leaning back against the wall, my 
hands behind my head.
“No, really."
“Political Science."
He blows smoke out of his nose. "Political Science." 
he repeats.
"You heard it here first.” I grin. “Actually, I'm doing 
pretty well in school, too, even though most of my time is 
taken by the movement.”
“The antiwar movement?” He holds the cigarette in 
his mouth and squints at me.
“Yeah. We had quite a time this fall.” I think about 
the Mifflin Street riots and about the bombing at the 
ROTC building. I think of the sit-down in the administra­
tion building to protest the ROTC program and how the 
school called the Guard on us. It makes me mad all over 
again just to think of it. I wish Adam would take off that 
uniform. "Pigs," I say, remembering.
"What?" He’s checking out his closet.
“Pigs!" I see them chasing us across campus, 
running with their clubs raised, swinging at us as though 
we were trying to fight them, as though we wanted to do 
anything more than just get away. Adam gives me that 
blank look and 1 say, “Cops! Christ, it’s like talking to 
someone from another planet."
“Sorry," he says, taking off his shoes and placing 
them carefully under his bunk so that only the highly 
polished tips are visible. He has that dreamy-eyed look 
again.
“Boy," I say. “I'd like to get some of whatever that is 
you’re on."
“I'm listening," he says, standing and pulling off his 
shirt and tie.
“Don't you ever laugh?"
He forces a thin smile. “Just trying to catch up.”
I think about the Guard again and bring my feet to 
the floor. “One time," I say. ‘They called the Guard in and 
they chased us all over campus: down Bascom Hill to 
Lake Street, down State Street toward the Capitol. Man, 
it was like a war, you know? Tear gas everywhere, people 
running around with blood gushing out of their heads, 
faces all bloody, screaming, falling down in the street, 
getting trampled."
"What year are you in?" he asks, surprising me.
"I don't know," I say. "Sophomore. I guess. Junior 
maybe. It depends. I know one tiling though. Johnson 
and his pigs aren't going to get me over there."
“What will you do?” He hangs up his green slacks.
“Go to jail if I have to." I say. He turns away from the 
closet and looks at me.
“Jesus. There you go again. Don't give me that death- 
warmed-over-look.”
“I was thinking, that's all."
“About what?”
“I don’t know," he says softly, staring away. “Every­
thing. Two days ago 1 was in the Nam. Yesterday I was in 
California. Today I’m back in Wisconsin." He looks 
confused. “We took a shelling at the airport just as I was 
getting ready to leave. 1 was thinking about that, about 
sitting in that shelter, waiting to go off red alert so I could 
board the plane to come home." He looks around the
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room, th en  pulls a faded pa ir of Levis from the closet. He 
sh a k e s  them  o u t an d  s tep s  in to  them . They’re s h ru n k  to 
m id-ankle.
He tak es  o u t a  b lack  tu rtleneck  an d  says. “I’d be tte r 
w ash  u p  a little first. He to sses the  sw eater onto h is bed 
an d  peels off h is  tee sh ir t  an d  I see th is  ugly welt on h is 
stom ach .
“J e s u s ,” I say. “W hat did you do to yourself?" A white 
sc a r  ru n s  from h is  side ju s t  beneath  h is  rib  cage a round  
to h is  s tom ach  w here the sk in  b u rs ts  o u t in a  ganglia of 
tw isted sc a r  tissue .
“I zigged w hen I shou ld  have zagged," he says, 
sniffing the a rm p its  of h is  tee sh irt.
"No kidding!" I say. shocked . "God. th a t’s  ugly."
Adam  throw s h is  tee sh ir t  onto the clo thes ham per 
an d  goes to h is  bag. “It happened  during the big Tet th is 
p a s t w inter. It h a s n ’t fully healed yet. I w as lucky it d idn ’t 
go in th a t deep."
“Yeah, right." I say. It m u s t have h u r t  like hell.
“We w ent o u t in the  m orning  in o u r APCs. I w as on 
the  50 th a t day." He g rab s  h is  toilet k it and  towel and  
w alks to the  bath room . I follow along and  he ta lks while 
w ashing.
“Hold the  phone," I say. “W hat’s an  APC? W hat’s  a
50?"
“A rm ored Personnel C arrier, we rode in them . I w as 
on the 50. a  m oun ted  m ach ine gun. Anyway, we got 
cau g h t o u t in the  open and  were runn ing  back  for the 
base. We h ad  to shoo t o u r way in." He p au ses , th inking  
it th rough , I guess. “W hen you’re on the gun, you s it in a 
ch a ir  w ith the  50 in front of you." He sp la sh es  h is  face 
an d  a rm p its  an d  p icks up  the w hite towel and  begins 
drying off.
“Every once in a  while you have to lean forward and  
pull back  the  a c tio n ." He s its  on the toilet se a t an d  drapes 
the towel a ro u n d  h is  neck. “Well. I leaned forward and  
pulled back." He rocks backw ard  on the sea t. “You have 
to pull p retty  h a rd , a n d  w hen I jerked  back, all the  way 
back , a  ro und  cam e th rough  the a rm rest and  caugh t me. 
T h a t’s w h a t I m ean  ab o u t being lucky." He sh ru g s. “A 
m om ent sooner or later. I’d have been sitting  right in the 
way."
His voice so u n d s  so  casu a l, as though  h e ’s talking 
ab o u t som eone else. “F ar out," I say. They sho t my 
b ro ther, I th ink . They ac tually  sho t him . How can  he be 
so n o n c h a la n t a b o u t it?
We w alk back  in to  the  bedroom . He seem s to be 
w arm ing up  to th is  stuff. “The troops call the  p lane th a t 
b rings you b ack  the  freedom  bird. Every tim e a 707 w ent 
u p  you could h e a r  th is  loud cheer all along the  fence 
w here m ore so ld iers were w aiting to be processed. Guys 
would be yelling an d  waving. Freedom  bird. There goes 
the freedom  bird!’" He a c ts  like he can really see the thing. 
"We’d w atch  them  fly over the  runw ay lights th a t lit u p  the 
underbelly  of the  p lane. Those lights were beautifu l," he 
w hispers.
I w ait a  m inu te . “Hey. Come back to ea rth , okay?"
"What?"
“Whew! You were really gone, m an." I point a t  him  
an d  laugh. "You shou ld  have seen  yourself! You were in
the zone, m an . Your eyes were like ten  million m iles 
away." I’m laughing  p retty  hard .
“Only ten  th o u san d ,"  he says. He looks down a t h is 
stockinged feet and  tw itches h is  toes an d  then  he looks 
back  a t  m e an d  he says sim ply b u t earnestly , “D on’t point 
a t  me."
“Don’t point a t  you? Now w h a t’s  this?"
“I don’t know," Adam  says. “It ju s t  bo thers  me."
“You su re  you’re  n o t on som ething?" I ask . “I’ve got 
som e really good s tu ff over a t  B arb’s, so  h u rry  u p  and  get 
som e clothes on. Let’s get going." I rem em ber w hat 
happened  b ack  a t  the  tab le and  I w an t to get him  o u t of 
here.
Adam goes to h is closet and  is s ta n d in g  there  w hen 
Dad com es in w ith th ree  bottles of beer. "Hope I d idn 't 
b reak  any th ing  up," he says, passing  o u t the  bottles.
“Not a t  all," Adam says. “I’m ju s t  looking for som e 
shoes an d  all I have are  e ither old sn eak e rs  or my hun ting  
boots."
“Put on the h u n tin g  boots," I say. “T hose don’t look 
too o u t of it." Adam carries the  boots to h is  bed and  
begins string ing  the th ick, raw hide laces.
“Be nice if we could do som e h u n tin g , w ouldn’t it 
son?"
Come on. Dad, I th ink . I w onder if he’d be so  anxious 
to go o u t an d  shoo t som eth ing  if he  saw  A dam ’s scar. I 
w onder w hat h e ’d th in k  then . Adam rem ains ben t over 
h is  boots, pulling the  lea th er s trings. “We could go after 
fox or rabb its  or ju s t  go pop som e gophers."
Adam glances up. "G ophers?" He looks like m aybe 
he d idn ’t h e a r  him  right. I p ictu re  h im  roaring  along 
blazing w ith th a t 50 he talked abou t, an d  th en  going ou t 
w ith a .22 to pop’ gophers.
Dad s ips h is beer and  then  says. “We could go after 
crows, too."
“W hatever." says Adam , s tand ing , h is  voice d istan t.
I’ve go to get Dad off th is. “Hey Adam ," I say. “Show 
Dad your scar."
“Scar?" Dad ask s , stepp ing  forw ard. “Let’s  see, son." 
Adam gives m e a ha rd  look an d  tu rn s  to Dad.
“Okay," Adam  says, “b u t don’t tell Mom."
“S he’ll see it anyway." I say. “W hen you pu t on a 
sw im m ing su it  th is  sum m er, sh e ’s  going to see it."
Adam pulls u p  h is  tee sh ir t an d  sw eater. “My God," 
Dad says, com ing close and  ru n n in g  a  finger over the 
scar, tracing  it from side to front. He d rin k s  quickly and  
takes Adam by the shoulder.
"You know  o u r prayers were w ith you .” I can  see the 
pride in h is  eyes.
“As if th a t had  any th ing  to do w ith it," I say. Dad 
glares a t  m e and  I add , “You ac t like you’re happy  ab o u t 
it or som ething."
"Listen here, young m an," Dad says. “You and  those 
long-haired freaks you ru n  a ro u n d  w ith till all ho u rs  of 
the n igh t w ouldn’t know the m eaning  of the  word sac ri­
fice." I groan, b u t he keeps it up . "You’re all too busy  
stay ing  o u t all h o u rs  an d  com ing in red eyed talking 
rubb ish . D on’t th in k  I d on ’t know  w h a t’s  going on."
“W hat’s  going on. Dad?" I ask . I’ve a b o u t given u p  on 
th is  anyway. Hell w ith it.
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“You’re o u t th ere  sm oking th a t pot. T h a t’s w hat’s 
going on. T h a t’s w hy your m other is worried sick about 
you .”
Adam had  tucked  in his tee sh irt and  straightened 
h is sw eater. He tak es  Dad by the elbow. “Don’t tell Mom 
abou t th is, okay?”
Dad. red faced, says. “All right, son. If th a t’s w hat 
you want." His sh o u ld ers  sink  back  to their norm al level. 
I’m still chewing on th a t word ‘sacrifice’ and  thinking 
w hat to say  w hen Dad a s k s . “I’l 1 be t you never sm oked any 
of th a t. Did you. A dam ?”
Adam glances a t  each of us. “Actually, I did. It was 
pretty  com m on over there. T hat and  a  lot of o ther things, 
b u t I ju s t  sm oked grass."
“I’ve heard  they  have som e pretty  good stu ff over 
there," I say.
"When did you sm oke th is stuff?" Dad asks.
“On the  coast, a t  a  place w here the natives would 
take their fishing b o a ts  ou t onto the harbo r a t night if they 
heard  there would be any  trouble coming. We used to sit 
on the  hillside dow n from the  com pound and  pass the 
pipe and  w atch  the  harbo r fill up  with boats. We could 
coun t them  by th e  little lan te rn s  th a t sw ung from the 
m ast and  rocked w ith  each  wave. It w as a  beautiful sight 
and  we tried to get ou r coun t down to a  science, b u t we 
never did. Around fifty though and . su re  enough, later on 
the siren s w ould go off and  we’d have to run  for the 
bunkers."
“T hen w hat happened?" Dad asks, gripping his beer.
“We’d becom e part of the firing line and  w atch the 
perim eter. O nce in a  while there’d be a  sapper a ttack  and 
we’d fire like crazy w here flares lit up  the fence line. In the 
m orning we’d find bodies draped  over the barbed  wire or 
tangled in the concertina. It w as am azing how far they 
could m ake their w ay th rough  all th a t wire."
“B ut w hat ab o u t sm oking th is  g rass?  W hat was the 
point of that?"
“I don’t know." Adam sh rugs, looking up  a t Dad. 
“Don’t m ean n o th in ’." He sm iles and  I s t^ r t laughing. Dad 
s ta re s  a t  bo th  of u s . He lifts his arm s and  lets them  drop.
“I give up." he  says. Then his face brightens. “Say, I 
cleaned your old double  barrel. Rem ember? The one you 
used to shoot?"
“I rem em ber I cou ldn’t h it any th ing  with it." says 
Adam.
“You’re ju s t  being m odest," Dad says. You could hit 
a bird on the wing a s  well a s  anyone. Here, I’ll get it." He 
ru sh e s  from the room .
‘T h a t’s  okay," Adam calls after him. “I’ll look a t it 
later." B ut Dad is gone. I can h ea r him  in the guest room 
closet w here he keeps all the hun tin g  stuff.
“Do you still go out w ith him?" Adam ask s me. He 
looks a little pale again .
“No way," I say. “I’m no t in to  th a t hu n tin g  trip." Dad 
com es back  in holding a sho rt, double barreled 20 gauge.
“Here she  is," h e  says, holding it up. "See. I stripped 
the  stock  w ith a  razor blade. I th ink  I got all the scra tches 
out."
“It looks great, Dad," Adam says in a low voice.
“And then  I s ta ined  and  finished it."
"You did a  good job  on it too."
“And I blued the barrel so th a t old w ear m ark s  don’t 
show." Dad steps from foot to foot the  way h e  does w hen 
h e  gets excited. He points to different p laces on the 
shotgun."
“It looks b rand  new," Adam says, touch ing  the gun 
a s  though it’s  hot.
"I b rought your old hunU ng vest, too," Dad says, 
holding it up. “See? The shells a re  still a rranged  ju s t  the 
way you used to do it." Adam takes one side of the vest 
while Dad holds the  other. They s tan d  close together, 
Adam  pale like in the kitchen.
"Go ahead . Try it on," Dad says, holding the vest. 
Adam  slips it on. looking down w here it p resses  onto his 
shou lders  and  aga inst h is  chest. He seem s to  be holding 
h is  breath .
“Here you go." Dad says, hand ing  him  th e  shotgun. 
Adam  takes it and  holds it on h is fingertips. "W ant me to 
get your h a t and  jacket?"
"No," he m um bles, th a t dream y look back.
“Go ahead," Dad insists , oblivious as  u su a l. “See if 
it feels like it used to."
Obediently. Adam raises the  gun . closes one eye and 
sigh ts along the barrel. Then he drops the  sh o tg u n  on the 
bed and  steps back, rubb ing  h is h an d s  on  h is jean s . 
Shaking, he tears  off the  vest and  throw s th a t  down too. 
I s tep  forward. “Don’t you see. Dad," I sh o u t. “C an’t you 
see he’s sick of guns and  killing? He’s opposed to the war, 
too, a re n ’t you Adam ? He’s aga inst it j u s t  like me." The 
certain ty  of it fills me. Dad’s noticing me now. "He knows 
h e  was ju s t  being used, sen t over there  to sh o o t a t those 
poor b as ta rd s  and  to m ake m oney for a  b u n c h  of fat ca ts  
here!"
Dad s tan d s  there, a sh en  faced, unblinking . "No,” he 
says, waving me off.
"That’s right! All the facts are on ou r side." I s ta r t 
ticking them  off: "The Geneva Treaty. SEATO, the G ulf of 
Tonkin. For once it’s tim e you faced the tru th , saw  the 
whole thing!" I tu rn  to Adam for support. He’s shak ing  his 
head  from side to side, h is palm s flat ag a in st the wall.
“Admit it," I yell. “You fucked up, d idn ’t you. You let 
them  draft you and  send  you to Vietnam!"
Adam ’s voice is weak. "I don’t know."
"You don’t know?" I feel the  g round slipping. “You’ve 
got to know."
“I ju s t  w an t to forget the whole thing." Adam  says. 
“It’s  over and  I ju s t  w ant to forget all ab o u t it." He m ight 
be talking to himself, looking p as t my shou lder. I’m losing 
again: I know, b u t I can ’t  quit. I s tep  closer.
“People are  laying down som e heavy sacrifices right 
now and  you’re saying you ju s t  w ant to forget it? You 
d idn ’t have the nerve to resist! People a re  ou t in the 
s tree ts  getting their heads busted  and  getUng se n t to jail. 
We’re taking all kinds of abuse  over th is  th ing because  we 
know  w hat’s right! And you ju s t  w ent along w ith  it." I lean 
tow ard him, tapping out my points aga inst h is  chest. He 
com es to life, g rabs my finger, and  bends it dow n sharply. 
My finger cracks and  I drop to the floor. T here are  tears 
in my eyes b u t I can see him  line up  h is right boot for the 
kick. Then he lowers h is foot and  lets go of m y finger. He 
s its  against the  wall, knees up, h is elbows on  his knees 
an d  h is forearm s back over h is head.
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“Leave him alone!" Dad says. “Leave each other 
alone."
I hear Mom's voice, high and nervous, calling from 
the stairs. “It's all right." Dad says. “Nothing to worry 
about." He leaves the room and I hear her steps ap­
proaching.
Adam's head, turned to the window, rests on his 
arm, folded over his knee. My finger throbs. I sit back 
against his bunk and hold my finger and look at him. We 
sit like that in silence, the shotgun lying heavily on his 
bunk. Mom and Dad looking into the room at us.
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avocation is writing and. when 1 can catch one. teaching 
composition or creative writing classes. I have a Masters 
in English and an M.F.A. from Colorado State University. 
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such as Colorado Review, Sycamore Review, and Grass­
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small Wisconsin circus town. I have also written a short 
Vietnam war novel.
"Armed Right"
Obituary Notice
Colt Industries and the U.S. Army issued 
a joint press release noting with concern 
the passing of Brad Dorn of Colt Indus­
tries. Mr. Dorn will be remembered as the 
Colt spokesman who put to rest the specu- 
lation regarding the reason that so many 
soldiers and marines were dying with a 
cleaning rod stuck in their rifle bore. 
Dorn quashed the rumor that the mal­
function was caused by a design Haw: 
“God don't make no junk and neither 
does Colt." And that was that. LTC 
Bishley of the U.S. Army, who was on the 
original Army design team—Bishley is 
now working for Weptronics Amalgam­
ated—had to concur: “God told us that 
chroming any of those parts was unnec­
essary and damned expensive as well." 
Mr. Dorn’s widow was given a chromed 
cleaning rod mounted on a handsome 
plywood plaque. She was overwhelmed 
with emotion and had to be carried off tire 
podium. The Army band played on....
ThE K i ILer , T rainecI ANd D evastatinq
Dan Seiters. 1033 VV. Willow, Carbondale. IL 62901
Overeducated, overweight, unable to button the top 
button of his trousers, PFC Roack J. Owen stood among 
strangers. Before this dark morning he had been a 
civilian to tire core of his toenails, a man placidly seeking 
a Ph. D. in American literature. Then came shock, an ink- 
visaged condor to pluck the cherry from his heart. Roack, 
who suffered nausea when he neared an armory, who 
long ago had splotched with hives at the sight of his scout 
uniform, received notice that Uncle Sam desired him. 
body and soul, head and heart. He had drunk and chewed 
himself to fat. but was not fat enough to fail the physical. 
For the first time failure had been his goal, and he failed 
to fail.
The notice came at 10:00 one vile morning. By noon 
he was drunk. Not roaring drunk. Sagging, hissing 
curses. His wife settled his affairs, packed his belongings 
while he waited, cloaked in dread. He did nothing but get 
in the way, fearing that any overt act amounted to 
admission that his future was indeed military.
Roack had suffered shocks before, but nothing this 
violent. For him time slumbered like a winter bear, then 
pounced like a leaping wolf. He would bump along at the 
same age. same place for a seeming millennium: sud­
denly he would find himself, five years later, a thousand 
miles down the road in a different bar. Like the time he got 
fat. All his life he had been thin. One night, though, his 
fingernails turned purple, his arms and legs prickled 
from lack of blood, and his chest tightened. A coffin 
seemed his next bed. So he stopped smoking, started 
breathing, lived. Fat overtook him within a fortnight.
‘Temporary." he thought until several years later his 
mirror mouthed back at him. "All. Roack. you’ve run to 
fat.” And he was fat, big bellied, short legged.
This admission caused pain, yet it was balm in 
Gilead compared to the notice that he would be trans­
formed utterly into a trained killer. A terrible beauty is 
born. That notice and five weeks of booze later, he started 
toward Oklahoma. Through the Ozark Mountains he 
watched tensely, hoping to see a naked woman in the 
woods, or a diving hawk in the sky. Either would have 
been a sign of good luck, an omen that 1968—the year 
Robert Kennedy and Martin Luther King were assassi­
nated and Roack Owen was ordered back to active 
military duly—was about to change for the better.
A small sparrow hawk, even a skirt blowing high in 
the breeze, might mean he wouldn’t have to go to Viet 
Nam, or if he did go. he wouldn’t get shot, or if he were 
shot, he wouldn't lose anything important, or if he lost 
something important, he would die and not live maimed. 
But he saw no sign.
Minutes from being AWOL Roack surrendered the 
vain hope that he might be bold enough to take charge of 
his life and flee to Canada. That hope dead and all 
courage sapped, he signed in at Ft. Sill. There he learned 
that he could accompany his wife back to the hotel for the 
rest of the night, but that he must return, killing skills
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honed, no English teacher but a fighter. A fighter. He saw 
the irony. No bullet had been fired, no saber drawn. Yet 
he was slaughtered, defunct in spirit. But the news that 
he would not have to spend the night in the barracks 
enabled Roack to eat for the first time all day. He and his 
wife ate burritos from Sydney's and went back to the hotel 
to prepare his khaki uniform for Saturday morning 
inspection.
Reporting for duty the next morning, Roack thought 
he had dropped into an alien galaxy. With over 20 years 
of education, he had spent more time in school than his 
colleagues had spent on earth. Also, nearly five and a half 
years ago. fear of the draft had moved him—as it would 
later move Dan Quayle—to join the reserves. Before his 
unit dismantled, he had earned the rank of specialist 
fourth class, but unbeknownst to him, he had been 
busted and was now a PFC. That meant he had to rip off 
the old stripes and sew on his demotion. Or his wife did.
At that very time the PFC stripe had changed, had 
added a rocker to the single set of mosquito wings that 
once proclaimed a man a first-class private. The new 
stripes, upside down, precisely filled the outlines left by 
his old stripes. When his wife stitched them on upside 
down, they looked fine to Roack.
During his years of freedom from the military, the 
army had also discontinued the long-sleeved khaki shirt 
he wore. And so Roack. fat to the peril of every button on 
his uniform, hoping only to go unnoticed, stood his first 
inspection wearing a shirt that militarily did not exist. 
And on the sleeves of that obsolete shirt, his stripes were 
upside down. As he stood, rigid, hearing the captain's 
appraisal of his performance so far that first morning, he 
knew why he had seen no naked woman leaping grace­
fully through the trees.
Roack had been summoned to resume his stance as 
trained killer because of the Pueblo crisis in which Lloyd 
Buecher had lost a ship to someone we considered an 
enemy. Thai crisis ended long before he sobered up. 
almost before he got drunk, but the wheels had begun to 
grind. The nation needed men who could climb poles in 
her defense, string wire for her freedom. Roack's records 
proved him just such a man, though he had climbed no 
poles, had no idea how to attach the climbers. He doubted 
not that he would learn, and that one day. on his first of 
fifty poles, 190 pounds of ruined muscle would plop to the 
ground.
Oddly, he never found out. Early in his career, the 
army's newest poler was painting a porch. Roack knew 
the old adage that what is not worth doing twice had best 
be done well the first time. He did a good job, worked 
quickly because the odor of paint made him sick. His 
work contrasted strikingly with that of a colleague on the 
other end of the porch, a lad later discharged for insuffi­
cient funds upstairs. Roack painted so well, in fact, that 
powerful people wondered if he were a painter in real life.
“No," he said, “an English teacher."
"In grade school? High school?"
“No. college." Roack mumbled.
Astoundingly. his lot improved. A teacher in college. 
This made him strange, a man deserving richest scorn, 
deepest awe. He was doubtless queer, probably per­
formed unpronounceable sex acts, maybe was crazy, but 
surely he must know nearly everything in the world. And 
he was friendly.
Roack found, in fact, that his work toward a Ph. D. 
in American literature made him a logical target of those 
who sought marriage counseling, wondered what color 
blood was before it escaped from the skin, agonized over 
the difference between a flea and a gnat. A soldier who 
came early to him was gnawed by curiosity as to what an 
atom was and exactly how he might go about smashing 
one. Roack answered these questions with eloquence, 
free from the facts that sometimes caused long pauses 
between words when he knew what he was talking about.
Roack rose rapidly—from pole climber to porch 
painter to pubic information clerk. As editor of the 
Artillery Observer, his main job was to make nose 
pickers look interesting. He might have excelled at this 
had trivia not tangled his talent. Chief among his tasks 
was to wield a mighty mop and pail. And a buffer, of 
course. The colonel's ash tray, too, was his domain. And 
the colonel's rug.
All of this was possible because he did it. But nearly 
everyone demanded that his desk should be a paradigm 
of order. What to Roack seemed a quintessential slab of 
heaven seemed chaotic to career soldiers. They failed to 
appreciate a filing system comprised of piles of paper.
Normally carefree, Roack shriveled in his green suit. 
Always he had grinned at the wee nervous who seek 
disaster in each comer, who make projects of crossing 
streets, who clutch detail to fluttering breasts. But trivia 
now cast his days in dread. No matter how often he 
checked, he always forgot his hat, his belt. Somewhere 
between home and the base, demons smudged his buckle, 
unbuttoned his shirt pockets. Constantly he worried 
about puny, stupid things, fretted even more because 
they bothered him. He saw himself clearly, sneered, 
thought it sad that no one sewed his cock in his mitten 
before he went out to play soldier.
But joy surfaces, perhaps even in hell. Army life is a 
melodrama, and when the crew-cut. fat-faced punk gets 
his. there's glee in the balcony. So it was when LT Shike, 
Custer T., received his army commendation medal. Little 
Custer Shike. A child with power bulging from bars on his 
shoulders and a rump big enough to blot the moon. Even 
more terrified of going to Viet Nam than Roack and his 
fellow Fort Sillians, Custer reenlisted for two years in 
Germany. And his terror was justified: if ever officer were 
slain by his own troops, LT Shike would be the first to 
suck mud.
The pending departure of Custer for Germany sent 
joy through the ranks. Men drank and shouted and 
danced in the aisles, then relaxed, breathed the way they 
do when a whining brat goes to bed, when a bully moves 
out of town. Shike was all of these, whining-brat bully 
with snot in his voice. He talked as if someone had 
tweaked his nose.
A man of strong conviction. LT Custer Shike had 
once ordered Roack to replace the recruiting sergeant's 
red curtains with something suitably drab. Rather than 
tell the good lieutenant what he thought of this order. 
Roack complied. No son of a draper, he spent the after­
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noon complying. And when he finished, the office indeed 
looked depressingly military. Shike found that a comfort.
And Roack. once more, had bowed, had carried out 
an absurd order. “Order" was one word, "Absurd" the 
other. Would he ohey an absurd order in Viet Nam? 
Would he burn a village of women and children simply 
because some moron ordered him to do it? Some did. The 
military had trained him to obey. He hoped he would not, 
that for the first time in his green suit he would have the 
balls to be human. Yet as he hung the drapes he could not 
be sure.
Shike, though, was ecstatic. Roack. an enlisted 
man, a peasant in whom he could sense a smoldering 
hatred, had obeyed his order. But suddenly fearing a 
sergeants’ rebellion, or perhaps the tail of a comet, or 
maybe the spontaneous combustion of his inner or­
gans—Roack never knew what Custer feared—First LT 
Shike ordered him to take down the brown curtains and 
drape the red ones again, and that before he went home 
for the evening.
Second thoughts pricked Custer to cowardice be­
cause he had neglected to consult the recruiting ser­
geant, a big. big man. Distraught to distraction, Roack 
smiled and complied, convinced that refusal meant mili­
tary prison. He could see LT Shike as he squirmed in 
sexual rapture before a military court: “Sir. I accuse PFC 
Owen of disobeying a direct order. Such callous disregard 
of duly constituted authority poses a direct threat to the 
security of the nation. This man's conduct cannot be 
ignored, must be punished to the exquisite limits pro­
vided by military law.”
Intellectually, Roack knew he could not be taken out 
and summarily shot for a breach so small, but emotion­
ally, he did not know it. The military universe was more 
whimsical that the civilian. Given two choices—one mad, 
one sane—Roack knew which would be the military way.
As his departure approached, Custer pleaded, coaxed 
until COL John W. Brown, whom Roack called Urinal 
Colonel Jack Drab, promised him an army commenda­
tion, or ARCOM. as the clever abbreviation went. Some 
received tire ARCOM for heroic action in Nam, some for 
murderous action, some for action that saved lives, and 
most for nothing at all. Custer got his for keeping the floor 
clean, morale low, and his nose dirty. When he wrote the 
story of Custer's ARCOM, Roack surrendered—again— 
everything that enabled him to call himself a man. He 
wrote in the Artillery Observer that "LT Shike received his 
ARCOM for meritorious service."
What he did not write, but what he wanted more 
than anything to immortalize, was the incident just 
before the awards ceremony. Roack was in the latrine 
when the lieutenant came in, puppy-dog excited, to 
relieve himself.
“Good afternoon. PVT Owen," Shike said, trying to 
sound calm, needing to seem to understand the ARCOM 
for the piece of tin it is. wanting to mask the fact that he 
had probably been masturbating in glee over the prospect 
of getting this most common of awards. Bliss, however, 
cracked his voice. He cackled as he headed for the urinal.
Suddenly, a plaintive moan floated from the urinal. 
Excited LT Shike, joyful, about to receive an award for
soldierhood. had just urinated on himself. His once- 
khaki fly was now deep brown and obviously damp.
“Oh, no," screamed the Shike. "Oh my God! 1 had a 
hair on the head of my peter. Caused a divided stream!!!"
Leader o f men First LT Shike grabbed his head with 
both hands, gawked at his fly. stricken. “Ho. God, ho God, 
oooooh Gawd!" He wailed again. “Nooooooo!”
He jumped, hopped as if bees nipped his brain.
“Oh my God! Please, God! No! No! Oh my God!"
He clutched his head as if that were the offending 
organ.
Minutes later Custer stood at woeful attention while 
COL Brown pinned the medal on his chest. Smiling a 
wolf-grin leer that cracked his lips, Roack photographed 
the ceremony, shot from all angles that would match fly 
with mournful face. These pictures would go in the group 
record, in the Artillery Observer, and Roack would try to 
place them in the post paper.
In a moment of rare decency, Roack considered not 
telling every enlisted man. every officer in the 214th 
Artillery Group what had happened in the latrine. But 
that moment passed and joy won. As a nod to decency, 
however, he did not tell Group Chaplain Paul Unger.
No one in the army was exactly like Custer the 
demon-clown, but no one was totally different, either. 
Roack was an alien, and because he was stuffed with an 
unhealthy mixture of terror of and scorn for all things 
military, the most paranoid soldier in the army invariably 
dropped his guard at least once a day. He would say 
something he really thought, or smile at something 
sacred. Laughter nearly choked him. for example, when 
the big kids inspected him on Saturday mornings. One 
man stooping to pass judgment on another’s shave- 
haircut-shoeshine filled him with incredulous glee. Yet 
his very joy was his enemy. He dreaded the day when he 
would collapse, flaccid in mirth, before the inspecting 
officer.
Saturday mornings, monstered by inspection, caused 
strain. Roack never passed an inspection, though he 
sincerely wanted to and worked harder on it than most 
soldiers. Then his wife started shining his boots, polish­
ing his brass. He passed. Passed an inspection. The first 
time CPT Phillips walked by without ranting, Roack 
wanted to call him back to do his job.
When he got used to passing inspections, though, 
his mind and eye conspired to send him to the stockade 
forever. As he stood rigid at attention, his mind flipped 
him a picture of CPT Phillips, no warrior barred and 
ribboned and suited as soldier, but a youngish lout 
sucking mop hair, a great fool clad in scullery maid's dull 
panties and training bra. Roack held his breath until his 
lungs screamed. He did not laugh. Reading his distress 
as awe for an officer. CPT Phillips told him to relax. And 
Roack relaxed, having learned in invaluable military 
secret: hold your breath and you won't laugh and you’ll 
look as if you respect the chickendinker in charge.
Finally, though, it was COL Brown who forced Roack 
to pray nightly that they would never have anything 
important to do. Tall, thin to gaunt, COL Brown was a 
military cliche, a mental, moral, physical cripple. Sol­
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diers walk ramrod stiff, some sage once told him. He 
believed. Stomach sucked in, buttocks nonexistent, back­
bone starched, COL Brown walked with the silence, but 
none of the grace, of a candle flame. His temples were 
catfish-belly white where the barber had scraped away 
the hair. But his most distinguishing characteristic was 
a love for swagger sticks.
COL Brown felt so strongly about swagger sticks that 
he nearly did the unthinkable, practically defied GEN 
Hunt, his mothersuperior officer. When the selfish Hunt 
banned swagger sticks, he ripped from Brown one of the 
chief joys of command. Indignant, Brown decided that 
officers in his command should always carry tire gauges. 
This gratified his stick fetish. If questioned, the officer 
was instructed to reply that he merely anticipated a 
shortage of air.
And so it went. Dull, sometimes amusing. Roack 
accepted the army as one learns to live with foul air. Each 
day, no matter what happened, he got to cross 86,400 
seconds off his calendar. Day by day, as freedom neared, 
the rut grew smoother—until the 1968 Democratic con­
vention.
Riot training smashed the routine, called for extra 
hours from everyone; the result assured no one. Roack 
had coveted but failed to land the role of rioter during the 
training. Rioters still wore green suits, but they got to 
wear black armbands, throw cardboard rocks at tire 
troops, and call the soldiers every vile name they could 
conjure. When the disciplined federal troops beat the 
rioters into strands of barbed wire, pounded them into 
the ground with rifle butts, Roack rejoiced that his 
request had been denied.
Although the troops knew they were headed some­
where, no one knew where, not even when they boarded 
the planes. Chicago seemed obvious. Everyone knew the 
1968 Democratic convention would cause riots. But just 
that week Russia brazenly raped Czechoslovakia. During 
three days of that mad week, Roack had been ordered to 
watch TV newscasts. If anything untoward and dramatic 
happened in Czechoslovakia, he was supposed to inform 
COL Brown. He sent in capsules of Cronkite's CBS news 
updates every hour or so.
Roack's unique position as public information clerk 
made all soldiers expect him to know the future. But he 
got no information beyond what Walter Cronkite passed 
out to the world. Still, he knew they were going to Chicago 
as surely as he knew in 1968 that no one would ever stride 
the moon. It gave him perverse joy, though, to look like a 
withering calf, hang his head and say, "Ah, lads, we're 
going up in the air, and when we come down, we’ll not be 
in the good old U.S. A." A man's expression altered, 
Roack noted, when he learned from a reliable source that 
he might have to brave the entire Russian army.
On the night of departure about 5,000 troops gath­
ered at midnight to hear an officer tell them that their 
mission was vital. Roack sincerely hoped not, but he did 
worry. He would carry a weapon into the streets of 
Chicago. The man who even tried to be fair to flies, who 
warned them three times before squashing them, might 
have to shoot a human being on State Street. His sole 
salvation was that he hadn't the foggiest notion how to
load his rifle. Although a friend in personnel had oblig­
ingly cut orders citing him as an "expert” with the M-14. 
the only militaiy weapon he had ever used was the M - l. 
which died about the same time as his long-sleeved khaki 
shirt.
He saw how bad the trip would be the moment they 
prepared to start the convoy to Shephard Air Force Base 
in Texas, where they would board the planes. Although 
he had never driven a military vehicle, his designation 
was assistant driver. He falsely assumed an assistant 
would never drive. At worst, he might have to change 
tires, or lift the hood and report that he found the motor 
unfathomable. But when the order came to start the 
engines and turn on the lights, SGT Sayers, the driver, 
was gone.
Frantic search in darkness yielded neither ignition 
nor light switch. Men screamed, horns cursed. Anxious 
to disassociate himself from the lifeless vehicle, Roack 
leaped from the jeep, pretended to be a road guard at the 
side of the convoy. SGT Sayers returned, solved crisis 
number one.
They drove through darkness, boarded planes in 
gray, landed sleepless at a strange place on a blurry 
morning. It wasn't Midway, not O'Hare, but a barren cow 
pasture he knew not where. Czechoslovakia! His face 
contorted. He thought of the Russian army, but most of 
all, he prayed that his colleagues were better soldiers 
than he was.
Word spread quickly that they were just outside 
Chicago at Glenview Naval Air Base, a place desolate 
enough to sour the sun. Relieved, but weary and sick 
from lack of sleep, Roack began to help set up camp.
The pup-tent city was large and. depending on turn 
of mind, impressive or depressing. Roack found it nearly 
stimulus for tears, vowing that if he survived he would 
never again camp out.
“Strike the tents!" some dolt shouted. The lines, foul 
in uniformity, were not straight at all.
Roack had half expected it. Depressed nearly to 
anger, tire men struck the tents. In middling bad humor, 
they set the tents up again, and alas, the next order was 
not to be believed. They struck the tents, set them up 
again. They did that five times, every flapping tent, and 
might have done it a sixth had darkness not mercifully 
intervened.
That set the tenor for a long week. Next day perma­
nent work details were passed out to those without 
specific jobs. Some had that bane of civilized soldiers, 
permanent KP. Roack’s function was less than essential, 
so he volunteered to be permanent night CQ (charge of 
quarters). That meant he did nothing during the day, 
little at night. He answered the phone, performed janito­
rial necessities, pretended awe for those who outranked 
him. And because he was public information clerk, and 
because he could count, he piled the Chicago newspapers 
that arrived each morning into seven stacks to be deliv­
ered to the battalions. That, next to his perpetual war 
against dirt and other unauthorized matter, was his 
martial reason for being.
Fortunately Roack's unit didn’L invade Chicago. The 
men had only to keep from looking sufficiently bored to
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compel the officers to invent absurd jobs for the good of 
the collective morale. But night duty enabled Roack to 
sleep during the day, and when he was not asleep, he had 
the good sense to carry a clipboard and look pensive. A 
clipboard, a frown, a musing motion in stroking his chin 
saved him hours o f grief.
Only once did he have to do anything difficult, so he 
considered himself a moderately good soldier. Once, 
though, a midnight emergency call came for a member of 
the MP company camping with the artillery group from 
Ft. Sill. As CQ. Roack had to deliver the message. He knew 
roughly where the MP tents were, but the night was black, 
and there were nearly 3,000 two-man tents in that broad 
city of strangers. No house numbers, no street signs.
Stumbling over ropes, cowering from cursing sleep­
ers. waking the wrong people, he finally found the right 
tent. He awakened the man gently, anticipating his 
shock, feeling sorry for him because he was about to be 
rousted from sleep and told of an emergency by a green- 
suited stranger. When Roack told him that a woman had 
called proclaiming herself in dire straits, however, the MP 
rolled over and said, “Tell her to go fuck herself.”
Having confirmed and reconfirmed that answer, 
Roack returned to headquarters, wondering how he 
would translate that vile message to the lady on the line. 
LT COL Joe Florian, who had been sitting with Roack 
when the phone rang, solved the problem. When Roack 
repeated the MP’s words to him, COL Florian said. “Owen, 
you drag that women-leaving son of a bitch back up here. 
By the balls if you have to."
The black road through ropes was no less hazardous 
this trip. Those he mistakenly roused a second time, in 
fact, were measurably less friendly. When one man 
threatened him with death and started our of the tent, 
Roack roared, “I’m Major General Roack J. Owen. Zip 
your foul lip before I string your ass up from the yard­
arms!" The man retreated.
When he found the right tent, the MP growled, Tell 
COL Florian to go fuck himself."
That. too. would have given Roack great joy, but he 
chose not to do it. and his military career prospered. 
Loyally and patriotically, he dragged the recalcitrant MP 
to the telephone. The MP learned without surprise that a 
lady totally unrelated to him was about to bring forth his 
child. Choosing not to believe it, the MP told the lady to 
go fuck herself.
The dull week seeped back into the universe. News 
of departure from Glenview elated every troop, and they 
packed, high spirited. All except Roack, who failed to get 
all his gear back into the duffel bag his wife packed before 
he left. He sacrificed several pieces of equipment—lost in 
the heat of battle, he later claimed. But still the bag gaped 
open. When he moved the bag. objects fell out, wounding 
his mirth all the way home.
Back at Ft. Sill, soldiers returned to wine, women, 
and song while Roack. military journalist, wrote the story 
of how they had protected Chicago. Because the 214th 
Artillery Group hadn’t done anything, the story was 
difficult to write, yet it must be an important story 
because the government had spent so much money 
getting 90 troop carriers from Sill to Chicago and back to
Sill. He learned differently, though, when he took his 
story to the post paper. The civilian editor merely grinned.
“Owen, you’ve got a remarkable imagination." he
said.
Roack waxed militarily profane in complaint. “If I 
had imagination," he explained when he calmed down, 
“half the troops would be food for worms and the ones still 
alive would owe every breath to the noble Roack Owen."
The editor sighed, licked his teeth. "You tell a strange 
tale, Owen. Seems like you think approximately 5,000 
Sill men went to Chicago.”
“We went," Roack protested.
The editor smiled, shook his head. “No." he said.
Roack nodded. Then  I guess I can't use the story in 
my paper, either?"
“1 wouldn’t. Not till we get a change of policy."
Roack shrugged. “Look, man. we can’t deny we went 
to Chicago. Local TV cameras watched us go. saw us 
come back.”
“Who's denying it? We're just not admitting it."
And there was a difference and Roack was humble 
and proud in the face of sophistry once more. He consid­
ered rebellion, but only for a moment. ’To  hell with it." he 
thought, recalling the furor when he wrote that the 
government lied concerning the conduct of the Viet Nam 
War.
He was not being bold, not even rebellious, when he 
wrote that: he was merely acting as a journalist. He had 
heard the lies, seen the truth. Also, he felt certain that no 
one read his paper. At least one person, however, must 
read every page mimeographed on a military machine, 
because Roack soon found himself confronting the post 
information officer. Forth Army had discovered his indis­
cretion.
Roack prepared to shout censorship, but the officer 
held up in imperious hand to stop the words. “You know, 
Owen, the army called you back so you could string wire. 
It's windy up there on poles. Lonely. And Owen, one 
phone call from me and you’re a lineman again."
A lineman. Dastardly, dangerous work! Unless they 
agreed to string all wire along the ground. So a fight not 
fought. Another fight not fought.
His training had worked. As propagandists had 
hoped, he saw the army as a vast, inimical universe, 
himself as a gnat trying not to be seen, dashing between 
winds and swats of whimsy. Because he never saw 
himself as an adult in the army, he could not act like one. 
Just as he had solemnly promised earlier never more to 
think that the government was less than perfect, he now 
promised to kill his story and remain forever silent about 
the meritorious acts of Ft. Sill men in Chicago. And yes, 
he thought, a thought so heavy it forced him to his knees 
even as he descended the headquarters stairs. Yes, he 
might carry out any order. Any order.
Then he had to race a deadline. His Chicago story 
covered most of his Artillery Observer. Since the last 
edition, the 214th Artillery Group had been in Chicago 
to shoot whatever dangerous hippies interrupted busi­
ness as usual. Chicago, a city banned in his paper. 
Because no one remained behind to be meritorious at Sill. 
he couldn’t fill the hole.
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As he wondered what to do next, the deadline 
passed. No one cared, and he considered missing the next 
deadline. Loo. He felt tics and pangs and agues over 
capitulating, killing his Chicago story. He couldn’t even 
fool himself, convince himself that he had suppressed tire 
story because running it would be self-destructive, a 
futile gesture at best. He loved the grand, empty gesture, 
and he had just passed up the opportunity to make a good 
one. He could never like himself as well again.
Maybe he would write the story some day. Probably 
not. though. There was no way he could make himself a 
heroic figure. Or even a tolerable one. Besides, he'd be 
free from the army in a few months. He'd continue to 
cross off days, and four days before he was supposed to 
be released, he would go to the post headquarters to see 
if perhaps his papers arrived early. He would go the next 
day and the next and finally, just in time, his discharge 
would come in.
Driving through the gate, a civilian once more, he 
would give the guard the finger. Probably all civilians did 
that. Then he would dump his uniform into the Salvation 
Army box, and he and his wife would head for California.
But he thought he had learned something. As a 
soldier he had drained months from his allotted vat of 
time because circumstances had paralyzed him. Because 
he had not been able to decide on anything, he had lain 
limp without will. Because he had felt sorry for himself for 
having to waste his life in the army, he had wasted every 
hour. Seldom did he start anything of his own because he 
knew that any moment, the army would want him. He 
had not even planned so much as a picnic. He had 
surrendered every minute to the army, a glutton that 
would eat a life with no regrets.
A  civilian now. he saw clearly how inane he had been. 
It was scarcely the army's fault he had allowed it to halt 
his life, to rob him of his very existence. It was his grave 
error, not the army's that he had allowed days to slip away 
without touching so much as a moment. He had been so 
dazed, so cowardly, so confused, that he might have 
obeyed the ultimate absurd order.
"No more, "he resolved, slamming his beer on the 
table at the restaurant where he and his wife had stopped 
to decide whether to take the northern or southern route 
to California. "No more indecision," they pledged to­
gether. trying to decide.
They saw the irony and the laughter started. To­
gether they laughed, and Roack sensed a mighty burden 
slip from his chest. Intellectually he had known all 
afternoon that he no longer had to wear the green suit, 
but now he knew it, felt the fatigue shirt melt from his 
back. Tire army would not gel him back, and even if it did. 
his head had cleared. Roack Owen would not torch tire 
village.
With the green weight gone, his shoulders expanded 
and his chest puffed up to the size it had been the split 
second before he read his draft notice. He breathed freely, 
easily, laughed again as he took his wife’s hand in both 
of his. His grip was strong, but caused no pain as he 
asked, "Do you care which way we go?"
“No." she said. "It makes no difference."
He nodded. "This tavern's pleasant enough," he said. 
"It's across the state line from Ft. Sill. There’s really no 
reason to make a decision. We're out of the army and we 
can stay anywhere."
“So?" she asked, looking fierce.
“Well, why not spend tire rest of our lives light here? 
Or at least till we consider all the angles, till we decide 
with a certainty that would satisfy even the contemplative 
Hamlet that we want to go one way or the other. After all. 
one way's bound to be more fun than the other."
She stood, shoved her fist into his face. “Roack, 
that's paralysis again. That's green-suit thinking."
Then she saw that he was grinning, that he could 
actually joke again. “Let’s go south." he said.
And they started, each leaving half a beer.
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New Product
Tired? Life just another series of meaning- 
"Amed Right" less exercises? Perhaps it is time you took 
stock and looked over your options. Re­
member that for most of us it is going to be 
a slow slide into the memory closet, abuse 
by our SOs, and getting ripped off by a 
rapacious economic system. The Vikings 
knew... and so does Weptronics! We care! 
Sign up for our Nova Plan and you can 
check out in style!
For example, if you were a fighter pilot we 
will strap you into a surplus model of your 
favorite plane and shoot you into the strato­
sphere. At the touch of a button (perhaps 
pressed by a Significant Other), you will 
simply blow up. Gone. Fini. Just a memory. 
Tankers, think of the possibilities—fried 
by your favorite munition! Engineers—cut 
the wrong wire (boom sir). You get the 
idea....
No more boxes in the ground. Opt for 
style, power, and give your SO a sense of 
pride. For an additional fee, we will con­
sider strapping in the SO of your choice, a 
nice way to pay old debts.
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BURNINQ Sh iT  ANd FilliNQ SANdbAQS
David A. Willson. 23630 201st Ave. SE. Maple Val­
ley. WA 98038.
When folks discover that I’m a Vietnam Vet they often ask 
whether 1 filled a sandbag or burned any shit when I was 
in Nam. During my year in country I never heard Vietnam 
referred to as Nam, but I did fill lots of sandbags and burn 
lots of shit. There even exists a black and white photo­
graph of me and the chaplain's assistant burning shit. We 
are standing on a defoliated, barren expanse of hard red 
laterite. naked to the waist, smoke billowing into our 
faces from the shit we managed to ignite.
We poured gasoline into the sawed off fifty-five gallon 
drums of shit; it mixed with the piss that was covering the 
shit. We then lit long sections of toilet paper and dropped 
them into the barrels, hoping for success.
It wasn't easy to get the mess to ignite. The hard part 
was getting the piss burnt off the top of the shit. We 
soldiers were supposed to shit and piss separately but 
boys will be boys. They didn't give a shit — and so the 
sawed off barrels contained piss and shit in a very 
difficult to ignite mixture. The piss in the barrels made 
the containers even more difficult to carry from the 
latrines up onto the burning site.
Each barrel had two holes on opposite sides of the lip 
into which we inserted a long pipe. Each of us took an end 
of the pipe. “One, two. three.” We picked it up and 
marched off. The barrels were always filled to their very 
brims. Slosh, slosh, slosh. The piss kept slopping over the 
edges and splashing our leather and canvas jungle boots.
When we arrived at the burning site, which was 
upwind from the mess hall, we conjectured that no one 
would know whether they smelled dinner cooking or our 
shit burning project. We lit our barrel and stirred the 
unsavory concoction with the pipe we'd used to carry it up 
there.
The chaplain's assistant, with whom I was paired, 
always mentioned Dante's Inferno at the point that the 
foul smelling plume of smoke shot upward toward the 
Vietnamese heavens. I always laughed politely, secretly 
thrilled to be paired with such an erudite fellow. I knew 
the literary score, having been an English major at the 
University of Washington.
I also knew that our detail stank far greater than our 
noses could perceive, but I didn't care. Being evolution- 
arily advanced I could close my nostrils and not smell a 
thing. And I am the one man in ten thousand born 
without the capacity to have wisdom teeth.
The thing 1 liked about shit burning detail was that 
it involved no typing and no one supervised or observed 
us. Everyone steered clear of us, before, during, and after. 
We were our own bosses: we moved at our own pace. We 
were the shit Gods and no one fucked with us.
We stirred and stirred and kept pouring gasoline in 
to keep our obscene stew cooking. After a few hours, only 
a few crisp giblets of shit remained stuck in the bottom of 
the barrel. We chipped them loose with our pipes, flipped
the honey bucket over and banged on the bottom hearing 
the shit shards rattle loose onto the brick-like soil. A job 
well done. We then took our empty container back and got 
another full one and did it all over again. A simple 
repetitive task. We enjoyed it.
We did not enjoy filling sandbags. That was a differ­
ent fatigue detail altogether. It involved direct supervi­
sion and a large group of enlisted men. A dozen or two of 
us, supervised by two or three lifer staff sergeants, would 
be unloaded from a truck at the sandbag filling site. The 
sun was hotter for this chore somehow. There were huge 
bails of green nylon reinforced burlap bags which we had 
to break loose and fill with short handled entrenching 
tools. A few hours of this work and I was light-headed, 
hating the lifers, hating Vietnam, and hating the hooches 
around which we had to stack the filled bags.
Once filled, the bags weighed sixty to seventy pounds. 
When the laterite was dry, it was like chipping concrete 
to get it loose enough to shovel into a bag held by a sorry 
enlisted man. When wet, it was like shoveling the heavi­
est, stickiest clay you ever saw.
We asked the sergeants the theory behind stacking 
these things waist high around our two-story hooches 
and were told by one of the lifers. “Rocket attacks.” When 
we argued that was a stupid reason because the rockets 
would come through our roofs, another lifer said, "For 
when we're overrun by gooks and fighting hand to hand." 
We laughed at that until he got really angry and made 
violent threats of bodily harm.
This was in July and August o f l  967 and we all knew 
that Long Binh was a huge, impregnable Little America 
which would never be threatened by the little brown 
people we had come to liberate from communism.
We filled bags until our spines felt like they were on 
fire and our arms felt stretched out so our knuckles 
would drag in the dirt. 1 never did this detail with anyone 
I knew, always with strangers. The sandbag filling did not 
bond us or make us express camaraderie. I thought of 
films I'd seen of chain gangs in the South and of Alan 
Lomax's Folkways recording of prison labor working in 
teams and of the great Leadbelly. We didn’t even have a 
radio to listen to. It was forbidden. I filled sandbags and 
wished for Leadbelly, his strong voice and twelve string 
guitar.
"Captain send me down
A cool drink of water.
Bim!
Just to heal my back, buddy
Just to heal my back.
Bim!"
But this wasn't Louisiana State Penitentiary at 
Angola, this was Long Binh. Vietnam. No Leadbelly, no 
song. But when the lifers pushed us too hard, we'd talk 
back and slow down and mutter at them.
'"What you fucking going to do, send us to Vietnam?"
We were getting short. We had the attitude. We knew 
exactly how many days we had left, and we had not a clue 
that in a few months the Tet offensive would change 
everything in Vietnam. By then I was home in Seattle,
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watching my hair grow long and listening to Leadbelly 
records.
"Bring me a little Sylvie
Bring me a little water, now"
Seattle had plenty of water and not a sandbag or a 
barrel of shit in sight. 1 didn’t intend to ever think about 
Vietnam again.
FLiqkr to  S aIqon
David A. Willson
In those days I always carried a paperback around with 
me so that if I hurried up and waited. I'd have something 
to read. That week in Seattle I'd been carrying around 
Anthony Burgess' The Wanting Seed. I'd read Clock­
work Orange, Enderby, and Tremor ofIntent and liked 
them so I thought I'd probably enjoy The Wanting Seed. 
I'd been busy that week in Seattle saying my goodbyes, 
wrapping up loose ends and doing things I thought I 
might not get to do for at least the next year.
I went on a picnic to Carkeek Park with my family, 
went to a movie, ate hamburgers and walked around the 
streets of the University district, very much aware that I 
was on the brink of my life's Great Adventure, that I was 
about to participate in the Great Event of my generation. 
I knew that my part would be a small one, but I would be 
a witness at least.
After endless red tape and rigmarole I found myself 
safely aboard a large airplane bound for Saigon. 1 settled 
in with my book and began reading. The first hundred 
and seventy page flew by. It wasn't quite the usual stuff, 
but when I got to Part Five. Chapter One and read on page 
172 Beatrice-Joanna's observation “Sex. War and sex. 
Babies and bullets." I started paying closer attention to 
the text. The cover blurb called the book a “terrifying 
novel o f the population bomb." And so it had been. Now 
it appeared that the war was being offered as a population 
solution. I felt slightly queasy. I read on. On page 178 I 
learned that questions of who and why are not the 
business of soldiers. 'The enemy is the enemy. The enemy 
is the people we’re fighting. We must leave it to our rulers 
to decide which particular body of people that shall be."
Those words made my hackles rise. I realized I had 
no clear idea of why I and my several hundred comrades 
were being flown to Vietnam. Less than a year ago. I had 
never heard of Vietnam. I had collected stamps from 
French Indo-China, but Vietnam had meant nothing to 
me. Now it was about to mean eveiything to me.
1 read on. "We shan't be alive to see it, but we're in 
now for an era o f endless war—endless because the 
civilian population won't be involved, because war will be 
conveniently far away from civilization." (p. 184).
I thought, that makes this war perfect and this novel 
prophetic. When I was first told I'd be heading off to war. 
I'd assumed that Vietnam must be one of those little
Caribbean countries. My brother-in-law had fought in 
the Dominican Republic and told me chilling stories of 
urban warfare in which the enemy had strung wire across 
streets to decapitate the American soldiers driving jeeps. 
Gordon told me that armorers had installed pipe on the 
front fenders of the jeep to foil these urban guerrillas. 
He’d also told me stories of tire girls in all shades of brown 
who'd serviced tire troops. With these thoughts whirling 
in my head I'd asked the sergeant if Vietnam was in the 
Caribbean. “No dummy. Vietnam has got gooks. It's in 
Asia. Like Korea, only hot." I later learned that the closest 
he’d ever been to Vietnam was Korea, which wasn't close 
enough.
I read on, “You will be fighting an evil and unscrupu­
lous enemy in the defense of a noble cause." (p. 187). I’d 
heard that rhetoric before in the thirty minute movies I 
was shown at Fort Ben Harrison in between remedial 
typing and stenography classes. The sergeants called 
them counter-insurgency. The enemy had insurgency, 
but all we had was counter-insurgency. Didn't we have a 
plan of our own? Did we just wait for the enemy to act and 
then respond? That seemed lame. That reminded me of 
the film Rio Grande in which John Wayne was not 
allowed to pursue the Indians across the river into 
Mexico. John Wayne hated that policy and discussed it 
with J. Carrol Naish while they drank bad coffee. I 
remember their discussion better than I remembered 
anything from the counter-insurgency films. I'd gone to 
see Rio Grande with my friend Jon Westling at the 
Capitol Theater in Yakima in 1950. Jon was now a 
Rhodes scholar in England, and I was a private bound for 
Vietnam, reading a prophetic and depressing novel.
I read on. "The enemy.' whispered Mr. Dollimore 
with awe, 'is only about a hundred yards away over there.’ 
He pointed..." I read on. "There's no enemy over there. The 
whole thing’s a fake. Very shortly this trench will blow up 
and the blowing up will be done by remote control, by 
some big bloody spider sitting at base." (p. 200). I quit 
reading. I put the book away. I was not going to read any 
more because I was too queasy. The image of the “big 
bloody spider" stuck in my brain. I could picture him 
clearly coming for me. Spiders had always scared me. 
Like rats bothered Winston Smith in Nineteen Eighty- 
Four. I thought of the jungles in Vietnam and of the 
spiders in those jungles who might have my name on 
them and for the first time I became aware that it was 
possible I might die in Vietnam. 1 didn't want to die in 
Vietnam or anywhere. I had other books to read. I had 
brought some of them with me. I dug around in my stuff 
searching for a better book to read. I found it. Louis 
L'Amour's Hondo. I'd seen the movie starring John 
Wayne. I'd especially loved the scene where John Wayne 
had taught Geraldine Page's kid how to swim by throwing 
him into the creek. Jon and I had seen Hondo at the 
Capitol Theater. We thought that Geraldine Page was 
pretty stupid to tiy to live alone with her boy in Indian 
Country, until John Wayne came along. We’d especially 
like Wayne's dog and had hated the Indians for killing 
him.
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1 opened Hondo and started reading. “He rolled the 
cigarette in his lips, liking the taste of the tobacco, 
squinting his eyes against the sun glare. His buckskin 
shirt, seasoned by sun, rain, and sweat, smelled stale 
and old. His jeans had long since faded to a neutral color 
that lost itself against the desert." That was more like it! 
1 soon lost myself in this take of white man’s struggle 
against the Apaches and thought no more of Vietnam 
until 1 finished it a few hours later. John Wayne wouldn’t 
be in Vietnam, but I would. I hoped that 1 wouldn't 
disappoint him.
My FiRST W EEks In-C o un try
David A. Willson
I have been trying to remember what it was like for me 
when I was first in Vietnam. The first few weeks I felt 
totally alone. It wasn’t that the country felt alien. It didn’t 
at all. 1 was too scared to leave the USARV compound at 
Tan Son Nhut. My life was a triangle. 1 got up in the 
morning in the barracks (called a hooch) went to the mess 
hall and messed, went to work in theIG building, messed, 
went back to work, messed again and then back to the 
barracks and bed. The next morning I got up and did it 
again. Many weeks passed in this simple way.
The country seemed like San Diego, where I spent a 
few months with my mother during WWII while my father 
went through marine training, like San Diego, but with­
out my mother. Both places were warm and had cock­
roaches, but San Diego was easier, because my mother 
looked out for me.
Here in Vietnam. I kept thinking. I’m on my own. 
Nobody cared whether I lived or died. I tried to find some 
solace. I remembered that I’d loved going to the San Diego 
Zoo.
I asked around of people who seemed like old Asian 
hands. “Is there a zoo?” Everyone knew there was a zoo. 
Most had even been there. I tried to find someone who 
would be willing to be a companion on such an expedi­
tion. For some reason I thought I might be comforted by 
the familiar sight of exotic animals in cages.
Maybe the zoo would have sun bears. 1 thought that 
they were indigenous to this neck of the woods. Malay 
sun bears, Malaysia couldn't be too far away. In Seattle 
the sun bears loved Milk Duds, and I loved throwing them 
to the bears and getting them to do their little tricks. 
They'd clap their paws and even occasionally do somer­
saults. They loved Milk Duds.
I wrote my mother and asked for a few boxes of Milk 
Duds. I figured that because they were hardy enough to 
survive the cases in movie house foyers they would 
survive being shipped to me from Seattle. I was right. I 
sampled a few when they arrived and they nearly sucked 
the silver fillings out of my molars.
David Chevalier, a SP 6 who was a stenographer in 
the same office I worked in. had agreed to accompany me 
to the zoo. David referred to it as the Jardin Botanique.
1 remember little of the trip to the Saigon Zoo. except 
that we went in a sort of a cab which David called a cyclo.
I was overwhelmed by my first exposure to an Asian city. 
The smell, yes, it was very different from Seattle, or 
Indianapolis, or even San Diego. There was a crush of 
people, bicycles, and military vehicles. And the heat and 
humidity seemed much greater than within the protec­
tive confines of the USARV compound.
We arrived at the zoo. paid and entered through 
turnstiles. I wanted to see the sun bears first, so that's 
where we went. The Saigon Zoo was very different from 
both the San Diego Zoo and the Seattle Zoo. I was unable 
to take it all in, but there were platoons of boy and girl 
scouts in neat uniforms, a man painting faces on bal­
loons. a little girl selling neat triangles of pineapple from 
a huge platter. “Don't even think about it," David 
cautioned. ’The stuff would kill you for sure. You'd linger 
for days and then die in a huge pool of your own liquid 
shit."
Who needed that sort of experience? 1 waved her 
away. Besides I had my pockets full of boxed Milk Duds, 
for the bears and for me. One thing about Milk Duds, they 
made me very thirsty and what could I drink? If the 
pineapple would kill me, so would the watermelon, or the 
weird colored drinks 1 saw for sale. And the water—"Don’t 
ever drink the water," we’d been told a million times. I 
could get very thirst in such a country. It was an overcast 
day. but hot. very hot. Both David and I had long since 
developed enormous wet sweat spots everywhere our 
civilian clothing touched our bodies. That is to say, 
everywhere.
The bears. We arrived at their cage, which was more 
of an open pit. A low wall and a steep walled waterless 
moat protected us from the laziest bunch of sun bears I'd 
ever seen. Would Milk Duds mobilize them? 1 opened a 
box, dug out a few, separated them from each other and 
started tossing them to the bears. They galumphed over 
to where the Duds landed and snuffled them up.
Soon they were snorting and clapping their paws 
and doing somersaults. They loved the Milk Duds. No zoo 
keeper materialized to stop the fun, either. Asia, at least 
the Saigon part of it, didn't seem as well monitored as 
America.
There were things to like about Saigon, the Paris of 
Asia. I was now prepared to seek out other entertain­
ments. We spent an hour or two gawking at the rest of the 
zoo, the Jardin Botanique and left. Our bargain had been 
that after the zoo we’d go to Tu Do Street and see what it 
had to offer. David had assured me that I would find 
wondrous sights to gawk at. I hoped he was right.
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A ShOT ANd A WoUNd
David A. Willson
Folks who have read the first two books in my REMF 
trilogy. REMF Diary and The REMF Returns have 
marveled at the risk-free tour of duty that the REMF 
served in Vietnam. They assume that I and the REMF are 
the same man. that our tours of duty were the same. Not 
true. There are similarities, I admit. But unlike the 
REMF, 1 never served in Italy. I've never even been to Italy. 
Also, I never had a fixation on Madame Ky. although 1 did 
admire her style and felt my heart race when she ap­
peared in her black go-to-hell jumpsuit.
But the REMF books are novels, after all. And my 
tour of duty was not a novel. In the REMF novels I took 
every step I could to remove all glory from the war, to 
produce novels which showed how boring, humdrum and 
banal the Vietnam War had been.
To produce this effect. I had to leave out even the 
small moments of risk and adventure I had confronted in 
Vietnam. Weren't you fired upon, even once, in Vietnam? 
I’m asked. 1 usually deny it. but one time a round was 
fired, possibly in anger, in an area that I was on guard 
duty, armed and in uniform.
1 do not count the time I was part of a large group at 
a firing range firing for qualifications. A shot exploded 
from agroup of ARVN soldiers next to us. They were being 
put through the same routine. One of the tiny soldiers did 
something his sergeant did not like. The sergeant jerked 
the carbine away from the private and began beating him 
over the head with it. Somehow it discharged during the 
pummeling and a shot went into the air. It caught our 
attention, but no one thought much of it. We were once 
again glad to be Americans.
I had received perimeter guard duty at Long Binh, 
drew a weapon with no ammo, and reported for duty in 
the evening. This duty commenced at sundown and 
ended at sunup. I was mildly apprehensive, not about the 
risk of having my throat cut by a V.C., but rather about 
being inspected lay some pistol of a captain who'd ask me 
chain of command questions or want me to present arms 
or perform some other arcane military duty. I didn't even 
like being watched while 1 typed a memo or a TWIX, and 
I'd actually become semi-competent at that during the 
ten months I'd been assigned to be a USARV. 1G. stenog­
rapher.
Three of us. another other SP4 and a sergeant, were 
assigned to a bunker for our duty. We had to cross a rice 
paddy on a boardwalk to get to our bunker. The boards 
were slippery and I hadn’t a clue why. So I asked.
The sergeant informed me. “The tide."
'The tide? What fucking tide?"
“You don't know much, do you?" He then explained 
to me that when the tide was in the area we just crossed 
had two or three feet of muddy water over it. I couldn't 
figure it out. I had not looked at a map of the area so I had 
no idea where Long Binh was in relation to anything, like 
the coast or a river. I knew I was about thirty miles sort 
of north from Saigon, but that was it. I had no interest in
the geography, ethnography or any other -ography. I 
didn't care if the crop was rice, cane or asparagus. I knew 
the area was known for ceramic elephants about knee 
high because I'd tripped over them, but beyond that I 
didn't give a shit about anything in the area. It was rural 
and I'd grown up in rural Yakima for which I had 
contempt. 1 left Yakima in 1960 after I graduated from 
high school, just to get the hell out of ruralville. At least 
Yakima had apples. I never saw an apple tree in Vietnam, 
or an apple either.
Guard duty. We arrived at our bunker. If the French 
hadn't built it, you could have fooled me. It looked like it 
was straight out of Beau Geste. It smelled like a latrine. 
We made ourselves comfortable on the hard concrete 
floor. I said very little during the hours of duty and neither 
did the other SP4. The sergeant talked nonstop. The total 
content of him monologue related to the women of 
Vietnam and what lousy pussy they were. Several times 
he told us that his wife was a better fuck. After one of 
these statements the other SP4, a pimple-faced white boy 
from Texas, drawled, "Where did you say you hailed from 
Sarge?"
The sergeant glared at him and wanted to why he 
asked.
The SP4jusl shrugged and said. “Just makin' polite 
conversation, Sarge. Don't get your tail in a knot."
The sergeant didn’t mention his wife again that 
night. Outside the perimeter was a huge earth mover with 
a big light on it. It was knocking down big trees like they 
were wooden matches. The driver sat all alone on his seat 
like a sitting duck. He looked more vulnerable than a 
pony express rider thundering through Indian Country. 
"That’s a roman plow," said the sarge. "I wouldn’t trade 
place with the operator, even thought he's getting rich on 
that thing and we’re not."
"What could happen to him, Sarge?" I asked.
“The gooks could get him. The V.C. They are out 
there." he said and pointed toward the jungle the tractor 
operator was clear cutting.
“Out there?"
"You better believe it. Right out there."
After that we took turns dozing. About two in the 
mominga shot was fired from thejungleand I jumped out 
of my doze, adrenaline pumping.
“Look at that.” the sarge pointed. The roman plow 
was still well lighted but its saddle was empty and it 
traveled in a straight line away from us until it disap­
peared from our field of vision. We peered out into the 
night, clutching our ammo-less rifles, wondering.
At dawn we were relieved and recrossed the now 
flooded paddy on the slippery boardwalk. I parted from 
my two companions and went to my usual mess hall, ate 
a hearty breakfast and went back to my barracks, turned 
in and slept all day.
The wound is a horse of a different color. It was 
incurred when our company of clerks was mobilized late 
one night. Our company sergeant explained to us that 
our mission was to defend the golf course adjacent to our 
compound from a battalion of NVA who had been re­
ported moving in that direction (this was at Tan Son Nhut 
before our battalion moved toLongBinh). This time we all
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received one M-14 each, no ammo, and were taken in 
trucks to the other side of the golf course where we were 
instructed to occupy the swampy stinking ditches be­
tween the road and the wire fence around the gold course, 
in dismounting from Lhe trucked I slipped and twisted a 
knee when I landed crooked on the tarmac. It hurt, but 
I ignored it. Dead Head Ed and Charlie and I contem­
plated the ditch we'd been instructed to hunker down in.
"I’ll be damned if I’ll go down in there." said Charlie 
in his Tennessee accent. “Leeches."
"Listen to those frogs. What a symphony." com­
mented Ed. They were making quite a racket.
“Where are the NVA?" I asked, favoring my bad knee 
a bit. but stoic, very stoic, giving my best John Wayne 
imitation.
“Yes. bring them on. We’ll club them to death with 
our empty rifles." Ed demonstrated a wicked butt stroke.
We stayed there all night, never saw an NVA, were 
transported back to our company area at dawn in the 
same truck, ate breakfast, showered and put on fresh 
jungle fatigues to wear, as was required while we typed all 
day in our air-conditioned office.
Later Ed and I went over to the bar at the golf course. 
As we sat at our table sippinggin rickysand looking down 
from the terrace across the golf course, Ed commented. 
’The greens look fast, don't they?"
“Yes, they do," I responded. “And don't those sand 
traps look deep."
“Lucky for those NVA that they chickened out last 
night or they would have been goners in those sand 
traps."
“Yes, indeed," I replied. From where we were silting 
we could see a colonel take a bogey five trying to extricate 
himself from a deep sand pit. He looked like he was killing 
cobras and when he finally emerged onto the green, his 
face was as read as a red flannel shirt.
“He’ll never survive his tour of duty at that rate," 
commented Ed. We toasted the colonel wishing him ill. 
After another gin ricky and three gin and tonics my knee 
felt much better.
“White men should steer clear of Southeast Asia," 
quipped Ed, his last intelligible remark of the evening. 1 
agreed. We paid up and stumbled home to our hooch.
A notHer Vietnam War Story or Two
D a v i d  A .  W i l l s o n
I'd been in Vietnam more than a year, first at Tan Son 
Nhut for about nine months and then at Long Binh for 
four months. I'd already extended one month and thir­
teen days and was being heavily encouraged to re-up and 
extend for another one year tour of duty. The enticements 
were considerable: cash bonus, rank and of course, the 
chance to continue serving my country in a foreign war of 
liberation. To help liberate an oppressed people from the 
heavy heel of Chinese communism—that argument was
pure bullshit to me. A better argument would have been— 
Do you want to stay in a situation where you have power 
totally out of proportion to your age, experience, training 
and rank? Or do you want to go home, take off your 
uniform and be a nobody in a job where you have no 
autonomy, no power, and are surrounded by people who 
have absolutely no interest in where you have been for the 
past two years or in what you have been doing?
I'd kept in touch with what was happening back 
home in Seattle by reading the daily papers so I was aware 
of the antiwar movement, and I was aware that nonmili­
tary types assumed that everyone in Vietnam wearing an 
army uniform spent their days and nights bayoneting 
babies and burning villages.
I did have a clue that folks back home would not 
believe me when I told them I spent my tour of duty typing 
letters and memos. They've never seen a movie or read a 
book which showed men at war doing activities of that 
sort, so why should they believe me?
I had about half talked myself into at least consider­
ing re-upping when one sunny day in September 1967 I 
found myself alone in my hooch with the mamasan who 
polished our boots and generally looked after the place, 
making beds, sweeping and so on.
I was trying to nap before I went back to the office to 
do evening duty. Mamasan had taken one pair of my 
several pairs of jungle boots and had been polishing the 
black leather parts of them to the usual obsidian shine. 
I'd been trying to doze. Her rhythmic slapping of the rags 
on my boots had lulled me almost to dreamland.
Thump! I woke up with a start. Mamasan had 
slammed my boots down under my cot. She stood by my 
cot looking down at me. I'd never had a conversation with 
her, although I’d seen my buddy Dead Head Ed spend 
hours conversing with her. He never told me what they 
discussed, but he was from California so I figured that 
whatever it was, it was his own business. I waited for her 
to say something. But nothing.
"Yes, Mamasan. May I help you?"
“Help yourself, G.I." she said cryptically.
“Willy. Call me Willy. What are you saying?" This 
was ridiculous—a dialogue with the mamasan. What 
could she and I have to say to each other? I looked down 
at my boots. They looked great as usual.
“These boots are made for walkin'" I commented, 
sticking to the only subject I felt we had in common.
"And walkin' is what you should do, Willy.”
“Or what, Mamasan? These boots will w ik  all over 
me?"
“Fuck the boots. Willy. It's sandals that will be 
walking all over you. Uncle Ho's sandals."
"Fuck the boots? Fuck the boots." What's this shit. 
I thought. This was pretty weird shit. Mamasan goes 
dinky dau —the headline will read. I never heard her say 
the F word before.
“What are you driving at, Mamasan?" I asked, tired 
of beating around the bush. And then the really weird shit 
began.
“Go home, Willy. VC come and kill everybody."
“Everybody?" 1 asked with my usual cynical noncha­
lance.
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"Everybody who doesn't run and hide will die!” She 
spoke with a steely tone which chilled my blood and 
expunged and extirpated what few thoughts of re-upping 
I'd harbored in my callow, power drunk brain. The source 
of her English didn't occur to me till much later.
"Electric typewriter and air-conditioning will not 
save your G.I. ass."
I looked the mamasan up and down. What could she 
know? What makes her so smart? What is this shit?
On the other hand, what the fuck do I know? And 
besides, it’s her country. It may be an open cesspool 
without a decent T-bone steak or a baked potato in the 
whole shooting match. And their horses. I'd seen bigger 
jackrabbits back home in the hills around Yakima.
But it was her country and she's fond of it and she 
knows the place.
“Yes, Mamasan. To make you happy. I'll di di mau. 
I'll be home in October and I won't come back."
“Good, you watch Tet fireworks on TV. Think about
me.”
“Sure, I will. I'll think about you."
Sure I'll think about her. Fat fucking chance that 
Seattle TV will show Saigon Tet fireworks. But they did 
and 1 did think about mamasan. And 1 have thought 
about Vietnam plenty these last twenty-five years.
I had no idea 1 would. It never occurred to me as a 
possibility. I intended to do like my father's generations. 
Come home, go to school, get a degree, get a good job, buy 
a home, raise a family and own a piece of the American 
Dream. But it never worked out for me.
When I ask WWII vets why. they know. Chuck Yeager 
said it best. "You Vietnam vets were fucked up before the 
war. It wasn't the war that did it."
Other WWII vets knew, too. “You lost your war. If 
you’d stay'd away from drugs and rock and roll you 
coulda kicked them little gooks asses! Think we could? 
beat the Krauts and Japs if we'd been stoned and had a 
transistor radio stuck in our ear?"
Or—the Depression prepared us for our war. You 
were all too soft. You had everything handed to you. You 
never had to work for anything.
Needless to say I steered clear of WWII vets after a few 
exchanges of this sort. Being called a crybaby Vietnam 
vet wasn’t fun. especially by a paunchy half drunk WWII 
vet in a fez.
When Mamasan told me to go home it never occurred 
to me that the Vietnam War would fuck anybody up or 
that it had fucked me up. That, twenty years later I would 
be panhandled by Vietnam vets years younger than I. 
who were homeless, shit in alleys and slept and ate in 
Dempsey dumpsters.
It never occurred to me that I would join a Vietnam 
vets organization and that just attending meetings with 
all those vets would stress me out more than being in a 
war zone ever had.
Twenty five years after arriving home in Seattle from 
Vietnam, I was on my way to a Vietnam Veterans Lead­
ership Program meeting at a veterans hall at the Seattle 
Center. A statue of a steel helmeted doughboy stands out 
front.
I parked my car near the Center, just across the 
street from a state liquor store and headed down hill 
toward my meeting.
“Hey, wanta help a fellow Vietnam vet?"
This came from a small disheveled stereotype of a 
street person about my age. bearded and a large pack on 
his back.
1 turned and confronted him. I was tired and irritable 
after a long day as a reference librarian. I was in my work 
garb - a tweed sports jacket, a button down blue shirt and 
a rep necktie. I had short hair and this guy pissed me off.
“You still humpin' the boonies?" I asked. “Why the 
hell do you think I'm a Vietnam vet?" I asked in my 
angriest tone.
“Calm down, bro. Aren’t you?"
“Yes. I am," I admitted. "I am. But you can't assume 
that of everyone our age."
"And 1 don't either. With you I took a lucky shot. I 
need money for a place to stay. I got into town too late for 
any of the missions. They're all full and I don’t want to 
sleep in the street again tonight." He was matter of fact 
and didn't whine.
"So what do you claim you did in Vietnam? Besides 
killing babies and burning villages?"
“I don't claim. And I did kill babies and burn villages.
I was a dog handler and a tunnel rat and did two and a 
half tours until 1 was wounded and sent to Japan."
"Prove it."
"What's in it for me? I’m not information central. Ifl 
show you. will you give me $20.00? It won’t kill you. you 
are doing well. Look at the fine Harris tweed."
He had a point, but I was still a hard ass. My years 
as a welfare caseworker had left some ice water in my 
veins.
“Yes. but I want picture I.D. and your DD 214."
"Done," he said.
He dug around in his clothes and came up with the 
picture l.D. It was him all right.
“Okay, now the DD 214."
He dug around more and he came up with a much 
folded DD 214 which he unfolded carefully and held up 
for my inspection. I reached for it and he pulled it back.
“No. no. that’s not part of the deal. No touching, no 
touching."
His tone was different. I'd heard that tone before. He 
expected to be obeyed and he was. The DD 214 supported 
his story. It all matched. Much later I thought of fakes and 
forgeries, but at that moment I believed.
I plucked a twenty dollar bill from my shirt pocket 
and wished him a good night. He said. ’Thanks," and that 
was the end of it. I'd noticed by his dates that he'd been 
in-country during the Tet offensive.
I went off to my meeting, nodding at the statue of the 
doughboy as I entered the hall. I sat on a hard chair and 
listened to loonies argue for three hours that there were 
still POWs in Russia from WWII. that North Korea still 
had POWs from the Korean War and that hundreds of 
American soldiers were slave laborers in Southeast Asia 
(and piss poor workers they’d be, 1 thought). But I never 
saw a shred of evidence, nor did I believe any of it for a 
second. But I didn't really believe mamasan about theTet
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I think about mamasan and wonder about her. Was 
she a serving colonel in the Viet Cong? A nice, middle- 
aged lady who gave good advice to a young American 
soldier? Or both? If I'd stuck around for another tour 
would she have done her commie duty and put a bullet 
in my worthless ass and render me incapable of typing 
another memo. Can't type standing up.
If, when the office complex had been overrun by VC 
and/or NVA, could I have gotten my.45 out of the office 
safe and put a bullet in Mamasan if she'd attempted to kill 
me or destroy my carefully maintained file system and my 
suspense file on congressional investigations?
I would never know, for I took her advice and went 
home and left the U.S. Army. 1 never returned to Vietnam, 
but I did watch the Tet offensive on TV. And did think of 
mamasan, and I did wonder what she and Dead Head Ed 
talked about in their endless conversations.
I never found out what happened to my file system 
or my suspense file or the large office filled with people 
who I had known well, who I'd worked closely with for 
months and who I'd been to countless office barbecues 
with.
I wondered, but, I never tried to find out. I didn't 
really want to know. I was afraid I'd find out that they’d 
died at their electric typewriters in the chill air-condi­
tioned atmosphere of USARV HQ while I sat at home in 
Seattle watching it all on TV.
I thought I was all done with this piece but totally by 
accident I stumbled on a letter from my army buddy, 
Dead Head Ed. that I'd forgotten I'd ever received.
It’s postmarked Dec. 26, 1967 from Santa Maria, 
California. Ed had left Vietnam before me, so he had no 
information about Long Binh that I didn't have. I didn't 
save my answer to his letter, but I did write on Ed's 
envelope that I mailed it 6 February 1968. I wonder if I 
mentioned the Tet offensive or asked Ed what he and 
mamasan talked about.
Ed’s letter:
Hello there Willie. Thought I'd take this opportu­
nity to see if we're both alive after a few months of this 
harrowing civilian experience.
I've been having some good times around here, but 
I'll have more and really feel better if I ever get my trust 
in girls regained, it's terrible but there's only one 
reason I see to take one out. No respect is my problem 
I guess.
I broke down and got some transportation, a Chevy 
station wagon of 57 vintage. I suppose you guys see a 
lot of demonstrators and sit ins up there, heh? We had 
a group that was going to demonstrate while the CIA 
was interviewing seniors, so the CIA didn't come and 
some bitterness followed, about the seniors not getting 
to apply for jobs. Who wants a job with the CIA anyway? 
What's wrong withjobs on Tu Do Street? Christ, school 
starts again in about a few more days and I don't have 
a place to live yet. We were going to get an unfurnished 
cottage but I guess not now. I might end up in the dorm 
this quarter. I think it might be though, for one quarter 
anyway.
Well keep in contact and let me know what you're 
doing now. Oh yeah tried ft 13 a few times. It is good, 
hope it's legalized. Happy New Year, Willy,
Ed
I'm tempted to call Santa Maria information to see if 
I can find Ed. One of these days maybe I will. I wonder how 
he’s doing. I wonder if he remembers what he and the 
mamasan talked about.
Dnm'rf W i l l s o n  i s  Viet Nam Generation's c o n t r i b u t i n g  
editor fo r REMF issues.
Ask Mr. Guilt
"Armed Right1
D e a r  M r. G uilt,
T h e  T V  a n d  r a d io  c o v e r a g e  o f  o u r  M a r i n e s  in  
„ S o m a l i a  i s  r e a l l y  w o n d e r fu l.  G u n s ,  t r a c k s ,  h e lo s.  
p la n e s ,  a n d  t h o se  g r e a t  b ig  s h i p s  a l l  b r in g  b a c k  
t h o se  m e m o r ie s  a n d .  w elt, y o u  k n o w ....  m a k e  m e  
f e e l  s o  h a rd ,  s o  v i t a l  b u t  s o m e h o w  h o llo w . I  r e a l ly  
w a n t  to b e  there. T h e  la s t  t im e  in  C h u  L a i  w a s n 't  
r e a l ly  th a t  b a d .  w a s  i t ?  C a n  y o u  h e l p ?
S t i f f  in  S e a t t le
Mr. Guilt understands. You need Mr. Guilt's 
book, T ip s  f o r  th e  T u rg id , wherein are listed many 
exercises and tips for making the feelings you 
describe go away. Here are only a few. (Remem­
ber, you might not want members of your current 
family present while you do these.)
Tip #22: Buy a live chicken, stun it, cut into its 
body cavity, plunge your hand into the cavity. 
While it is twisting in pain, pump it full of 
morphine, all the while saying. “The dustoff will 
be here soon (insert f r i e n d ’s  n a m e 1. just hang in 
there... soon, oh please make it soon." See how 
long you can keep it alive. When it dies, cook it 
and eat it.
Tip #33: At your next road pizza, jump out and 
make it walk away, make it dance, identify it and 
pretend it isyourbest friend. Write a letter to his/ 
her parents explaining how the death occurred. 
While writing the letter repeat Mr. Guilt's man­
tra. “He is just sleeping, he is just sleeping."
Tip #45: Read the letter to your children and 
explain to them why it is a good thing. Go on a trip 
to Disneyland.
Tip #67: Put on a 75-pound pack and run 
around your back yard until you collapse and 
when you come to, do it again, and again. Such 
fun.
Tip #68: Get a country ham. Call it Ralph. Take 
it to your local grade school and explain to the 
children that the ham is all that was left of your 
friend after his track hit an AT mine. Eat part of 
the ham. Watch the kids' faces.
Remember, these and other tips are available for 
you when you begin to feel indestructible, pow­
erful, and begin to lose your higher reason.
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ATTACk!
Nick Boldrinu 9517 NE 180th, HB301, Bothell, WA 98011.
Tet. January 31st. 1968, the beginning of the Lunar New 
Year: The Year of the Monkey. It is by far the most 
important Vietnamese holiday of the year, yet Westerners 
cannot possibly comprehend its significance. Tet is Christ­
mas. Thanksgiving, the Fourth of July, and your birthday 
all rolled into one.
During the evening of January 30th, a large VC force 
infiltrated the Vinatexco textile factory across Highway 
One from Tan Son Nhut. At 0300 hours the following 
morning, the western side of the base, which housed the 
command for MACV (Military Assistance Command, Viet­
nam) came under attack from three VC battalions: the 
267th, the 269th and the 271sl. They also launched 
attacks against the north and southeast gates. The 
western perimeter was breached and the communist 
forces reached the runway. As luck would have it, I lived 
near the southeast gate, just outside Saigon city limits.
We were defended by the 377th Security Police 
Squadron, the ARVN 52nd Regional Force Battalion and 
two platoons of MACV Headquarters’ guard force. Hand 
to hand fighting occurred on the western end of the 
runway. We watched the attacking aircraft and heard the 
sounds of battle throughout the afternoon.
The 3rd Squadron. 4th Cavalry, commanded by Lt. 
Col. Glenn K. Otis was responsible for driving the VC back 
into the textile mill, which was then leveled by air strikes.
That morning the base was heavily rocketed and 
headquarters issued a statement that they were being 
launched from the southwest. That particular piece of 
military intelligence was of little comfort to us Gls. What 
the hell did we care what direction those damn things 
came from? We were much more interested in learning 
when they were going to stop.
February was a bitch. Tan Son Nhut was pounded 
hard on the 18th by over a hundred 122mm rockets. Five 
men were killed, one-hundred-and-fifty-one wounded. 
We were hit again on the 20th. and on the 26th we had 
four more killed and thirty-five wounded. We were rock­
eted a few more times that month but during March and 
April it quieted down.
Around the first part of May rumors of another 
impending large-scale attack started circulating. Two 
NVA battalions were moving in and preparing to attack 
Saigon and TSN.
Attempts to locaLe hidden enemy arsenals and launch 
areas were fairly successful. Had it been otherwise, the 
outcome of Tet would have been a rather different story. 
The directional information was, of course, extremely 
useful to the searchers. Stars and Stripes reported that 
on that day alone, forty-six crew-served and 216 indi­
vidual weapons were seized.
The enemy often calculated firing coordinates with 
information received from civilians employed on the base. 
You had to be careful not to piss off your mamasan. Ifyou 
did, you might soon observe her pacing back and forth 
outsideyour hooch. She wouldn't be trying out a new pair
of sandals. She’d be counting the paces from a known 
landmark to your bunk.
The rocket-firing positions were tough to find. The 
VC would dig a slanting trench at night, aimed toward the 
designated target. A rocket would then be placed in the 
upward angled ditch ready to fire. A pair of wires would 
be attached to the igniter and then to a simple switch and 
battery several yards away. This makeshift but very 
effective launch pad would be concealed under leaves 
and temporarily abandoned. When the enemy felt it was 
time to kick ass on the American Warmongers and their 
warplanes, they would simply sneak back in, flip the 
switch, and send the rocket on its way. then dissolve into 
the darkness.
The attack on Saigon was badly coordinated, basi­
cally due to the enemy's poorcommunication. Our EC47s 
contained electronic surveillance equipment that could 
pinpoint their radio transmissions to within a few feet. 
Seventy-five percent of all enemy engagements in South 
Vietnam were initiated or supported by a handful of old 
Gooneybirds left over from World War II, but this was 
privileged information.
I helped to maintain the APN-82 Doppler Radar 
Navigation system on those aircraft. It was an integral 
part of the Electronic Counter Measure system which 
was. of course, top secret and rarely was anyone but the 
flight crew allowed on the aircraft when the ECM equip­
ment was turned on. even for testing.
All Charlie had to do was press his radio transmit 
button, and within two and a half minutes all the aircraft 
in the world would unleash their ordnance upon his 
head. If the resultant horrendous tumult of explosions 
and destruction didn’t reduce him and his radio to a 
blood stain, at least it made it difficult for his voice to be 
heard over the background noise.
On Sunday May 5th, the entire population of Tan 
Son Nhut began preparing for the worst. The bunkers 
had been inspected, sandbags repaired or replaced and 
the rats kicked out. The barracks were cleared for quick 
egress. The residents of barracks 1230 were getting their 
shit together. There were no actual orders given to 
perform these precautionary measures, being in readi­
ness was simply the smart thing to do.
I had recently purchased a reel-to-reel stereo tape 
recorder at the BX. ft was an excellent machine and could 
record or playback up to six hours. I hooked up two 
microphones and hung them on the wall just inside the 
window screen. I wanted to record the beginning sounds 
of the morning rocket attack that was sure to come. 
Around midnight I put it in "record" mode and hit the 
rack.
At 0550 hours, A1C A1 Leister was returning from the 
latrine. He was halfway up the stairs when he saw tracers 
angling skyward toward a Cobra gunship passing over­
head. The firing originated less than a hundred yards 
away, near some civilian houses directly across the 
perimeter. The perimeter consisted of a thirty-foot-wide 
minefield running completely around the base between 
two twelve-foot-high rusty barbed wire fences.
The gunship immediately swung around and fired a 
salvo of a dozen rockets into the attackers’ position. The
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record level meters on my recorder instantly pegged at 
maximum and the barracks shook.
The impatient enemy soldier, greedy for what he 
must have thought was an easy chopper kill, was history. 
The all-important element of surprise was lost. As so 
often happens, a mere handful of bullets quickly erupted 
into a hellish free-for-all in a matter of heart-thumping 
moments. The enemy decided to go for broke and started 
launching rockets and mortars all across the base. A1 and 
I were soon huddled in the bunker doing what we usually 
did during those stressful moments.
Fear can be handled many different ways. Twenty- 
seven times during my time in-country, 1 had experienced 
total fear. Twenty-seven times I knew I was going to die a 
horrible death.
1 have seen men weep. I have seen men wet their 
pants. 1 have watched men shake or become paralyzed 
from fear. I have also seen men appear unaffected during 
these terrifying moments when death thunders and 
crashes all around. My reaction to overwhelming fear 
consisted of losing conscious control over my breathing.
I would immediately suck in a full breath of air then 
hold it for several minutes at a time until I calmed down. 
That is not to say 1 did not breathe, but I was only able to 
expel a tiny amount of air at a time. 1 often tried to force 
the air out, but no matter how hard 1 tried I could not 
succeed. It was difficult to talk during those moments, f 
would squeeze out one or two words, then expand my 
lungs to the limit, try a couple more words, then take in 
more air. 1 gave up trying to conquer this after a while. At 
least it was better than wetting my pants.
The rocket attack waned after twenty minutes or so, 
but though we waited impatiently, the comforting "All 
clear" siren remained silent. This was unusual and 
caused us some concern. An occasional, "What the fuck 
to we do now?" was murmured back and forth in the dark, 
sweat-saturated air of the bunker.
Bob Hurley was the first to make a move. He lived on 
the second floor with A1 and I and his bunk was at the end 
of the building that faced the perimeter fence.
Bob continuously pissed us off. Every time there was 
a rocket attack he would always be the last one out of the 
barracks. We'd be jammed in that bunker all prepared to 
give that one big sacrifice to our country, when the 
asshole would saunter up to the entrance and mutter 
something about how much sleep he was missing, or 
about getting rat shit on his shower clogs. Hell, some­
times he didn't even bother to get out of his bunk.
He was a dumpy little bastard. He wore his hair long 
for an enlisted man, sort of cocker spaniel blond. His skin 
was pallid as plaster, except for the pimply terrain of his 
face which he kept fresh by constant picking and squeez­
ing. His eyes were horseshit brown as was his personal­
ity. Other than that, he wasn't a bad guy.
“Fuckabunchathisshit!" Bob complained. “I’m goin' 
back to bed."
That started the ball rolling and we all departed the 
relative safety of the bunker to make our way back to our 
areas. "Hero Bob" (we had a lot of nicknames for him) had 
once again demonstrated his superiority over his peers 
and now things could get back to normal.
We didn't know it at the time but that rocket attack 
was merely the prelude to a full-scale attempt to capture 
the South Vietnamese Armed Forces Headquarters near 
the Phu Tho racetrack, less than a quarter-mile away. 
Those preliminary rounds were merely to soften us up.
Soon we heard our 105mm howitzer batteries com­
mence firing. This was a familiar sound, only now there 
was a difference. We seldom heard 105mm shells explode 
on their targets because they were miles away. This time 
the report of the shells was louder than the sound of them 
being fired. A lot louder. They were exploding just the 
other side of the fence.
We were getting a little nervous and kept to the 
ground floor. Thai's because there were sandbags stacked 
four feet high all around the building. After a few hours, 
with little ordinance hitting our building, those of us who 
lived on the second floor decided to return to our cubicles.
Ah yes, all this time "Sleepy" Bob lay sprawled out on 
his bunk reading comic books. He angrily denounced the 
noise outside claiming it was interfering with his sleep.
Deep down we realized Bob was as frightened as the 
rest of us. he just lacked the ability to show it. He was 
basically insecure and masked his fear with a phony 
display of bravado. It was something he had no control 
over. He was human after all. One night a few of us got 
together to discuss "Rectal" Bob's actions. We decided 
that Bob Hurley was simply a victim of unmitigated 
circumstances and that he was, indeed, an asshole.
The rest of the morning our imaginations were 
continuously stimulated by the small arms fire traveling 
back and forth from the barracks area and the civilian 
houses across the fence. Though starting with an occa­
sional pop. pop, pop of an M-16 around 0600 hours with 
only brief flare-ups. it had reached epidemic proportions 
by noon.
Since arriving in-country I had become a crazed 
photographer, record keeper and souvenir hunter. I had 
used up my ration card (and plundered cards belonging 
to two other guys) buying photo and stereo equipment at 
the BX. I photographed everything. I carried a little 
Minolta 16mm spy camera everywhere I went because 
the Air Police and army MPs wouldn't allow photographs 
to be taken in certain sensitive areas. I took hundreds of 
feet of Super-8 movies and had by this time accumulated 
a substantial visual record of my "war days."
When the proverbial shit hit the fan, / was out ojfilml 
I tried to dash over to the Base Exchange a few blocks 
away but the apes (Air Police) turned me back. No one was 
permitted out of the barracks area.
Now that was a truly brilliant defensive strategy. VC 
are running around the barracks, bullets and shrapnel 
flying everywhere. Frightened men ducking for cover. I 
should have thought of such an ingenious solution: keep 
the unarmed troops inside where the action is. Why let 
them out where they might get run over by a goddamn 
jeep or bus?
I had half a roll of film left in my movie camera but 
that was it. One guy had a roll of 35mm slide film and was 
willing to donate it to me for ten bucks. Payday was last 
Friday, but now it was Monday, and like everybody else, 
I was broke.
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Around 1400 hours, we heard a large truck pull up 
adjacent to the side of the building. It was in fact directly 
outside my window.
I was threading another tape reel onto my recorder 
when I noticed A1 rise up from his chair to peer down at 
the street through the screen. He had been involved with 
his own recorder, taping a letter to his wife Nancy. He 
always did this when there was suitable background 
noise, such as outgoing 105s or small-arms fire in the 
distance. Great sound effects. A1 had a flare for the 
dramatic.
"I don'tbelieve this shit!" A1 yelled. I couldn't hear the 
rest because a quad-fifty mounted on the back of that 4- 
by-4 truck started shooting through the fence at the NVA. 
Four rapidly firing barrels blasting away. The heavy.50 
caliber slugs, nearly the size of my thumb, peppered the 
buildings which splintered and shook. The seriousness of 
our situation was starting to sink in.
I glanced down the aisle and noticed "Numbnuts" 
Bob Hurley was. to all appearances, engrossed in a 
Superman comic book. I was leery of that end of the 
building, but decided to walk over and discuss the 
situation and perhaps reason with him.
Bob was still in his skivvies. Some of us were also in 
our skivvies, but we were at least wearing our helmets 
and flak jackets over them.
"How thick is that wall behind your bunk?" I asked 
thinly. He was laying on his right side with his back to the 
end wall. It consisted of siding nailed to 2-by-4 studs, 
nothing more. Outside that wall, a hundred yards away, 
was a whole shit-pot full of enemy soldiers that couldn't 
wait to kill every American pig in sight. His head was 
propped up on his right palm, and he was holding onto 
the magazine with the other. He'd had a lot of practice... 
looking at magazines with one hand.
“Fuckifiknow," he answered, somewhat distract­
edly.
“Think it'll stop a bullet?" I asked sarcastically.
This conversation was destined to be short-lived at 
any rate, but just as his beady eyes swiveled toward me, 
readying a clever reply, there was a loud clac/cagainst the 
half inch siding. Simultaneously the comic book jerked. 
Superman's indestructible face shredded as a 7.62mm 
round from an AK-47 punched its way through the wall, 
past Bob's thick neck, through the magazine and then 
hummed over my shoulder.
“Guess I’ll find me a poker game somewhere." said 
“Intelligent" Bob. He tried to execute a casual stroll to the 
other end of the barracks but the quivering of his flabby 
ass ruined the illusion. His luck was on the wane, but 
that’s another story.
I turned in die same direction and returned to my 
cubicle to check my supply of fresh underwear.
Soon everybody heard what happened and they 
came over to finger the hole in the wall and inspect 
Superman's acne. Searching vainly, we were unable to 
find where the bullet had gone. Bob still had the magazine 
for a souvenir but I wanted that bullet. I visualized how 
I would hold it up in front of my friends and relatives and 
say, "Yep! This little fucker damn near blew my head off 
over there in Vietnam." I didn't know it at the time, of
course, but Uiere was one more bullet with my name on 
it yet to come.
The quad-fifty finally withdrew about an hour later. 
The firing died down and I eventually shut off my tape 
recorder.
We thought the war was over for a while and tried to 
leave the barracks for the chow hall. We were hungry as 
hell but were still restricted to the area.
Our little “pop business” did one hell of a job that 
day. We sold over four cases of various soft drinks plus 
two cases of beer. By the time they let us leave the area 
for dinner the price of a can of pop had gone from twenty 
to fifty cents. I believe that little refrigerator paid A1 and 
1 back in full with just that one day’s take.
I wasn't long before we heard a lot of yelling coming 
from the direction of the chow hall down the street, in the 
opposite direction from the fighting going on all day. 
Directly across the road from that mystery food empo­
rium was a huge radar dome at least a hundred feet high. 
As I peered out from the second floor doorway I saw troops 
below scurrying for cover in all directions.
A shot or two rang out from that general direction 
but the shooter was hard to pinpoint. People were yelling 
about a sniper up on the walkway that surrounded the 
dome perimeter. Now the chow hall would remain closed 
for sure. It took two hours to straighten out this organized 
mayhem. After several hundred rounds were fired to­
wards the suspected sniper, it was finally discovered that 
he was an AP that climbed up there to get a better shot 
at the gooks across the fence. Someone Lhought he was 
an infiltrator and wounded him. Unable to identify him­
self. he nearly died from loss of blood until someone 
finally got close enough to see him and managed to call 
off the target practice.
A few minutes after the "sniper" incident. 4th Cav­
alry troops trudged down the road towards us with their 
M-16s unslung. They approached cautiously and looked 
as though they meant business. They crossed over to an 
empty field of waist-high grass near our barracks. They 
spread out on all sides of the field and one of them 
shouted over to us to go inside our buildings. We would 
hear none of that shit. This was. after all. our damn 
barracks area, and by God it was our war. too.
I heard the unmistakable snick and clack of Zippo 
lighters as a couple of the soldiers set the dry grass 
ablaze. In less than a minute the half-acre was engulfed 
in flames. An air force fire truck dispatched a couple of 
men with hoses to prevent the flames from spreading to 
surrounding buildings. Carefully walking into the smok­
ing and still burning grass, the soldiers carefully poked 
and probed. Evidently they found no enemy sappers and 
soon they departed. A few weeks after 1 returned to the 
World, A1 would witness the crash of a Huey in this same 
field.
Faithfully. 1 preserved the burning of the grass field 
with my movie camera. When I finished the ro ll! proudly 
popped it out and added it to my growing pile of undevel­
oped film. 1 didn't know it but I should have saved some 
of dial film. A hell of a lot more was going to happen before 
the day was over.
About an hour after the fire was extinguished, a 
rumor started that a prisoner had been taken after all and
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was being interrogated nearby. You can imagine what a 
stir this caused. A chance to see a real live Viet Cong!
On the other side of the still smoking field was a 
Quonset hut storage building enclosed with chain link 
and barbed wire fencing. In front of this building an 
officer was angrily shouting questions at a small man in 
black clothing, standing defiantly a few feet in front of 
him. A dozen or more soldiers were standing there, 
watching intently. Suddenly the officer reached over and 
grabbed an M-16 from one of them and. at waist level, 
pointed it threateningly at the man before him. He 
shouted once more, hesitated briefly, then the weapon 
bucked in his hands. The black figure reacted exactly as 
though struck violently in the abdomen by a battering 
ram. His feet literally lifted a foot off the ground as he was 
propelled backwards several feet to flop, crumpled on the 
ground like a discarded rag. The pop. pop, pop sound of 
half a clip fired on automatic reached our rears. This was 
different than killing an unseen enemy with bombs or 
rockets. This was not kill or be killed. This was on a more 
personal level than that. As observers, we reacted by 
casting searching glances among ourselves. Finding noth­
ing more than mirrored confusion we silently wandered 
away. A lot of us found ourselves approaching a level of 
maturity for which we had not been prepared.
The first sergeant came by later to see how we were 
holding up. He reassured us that we would be protected 
and made a casual inspection. He unlocked the twelve- 
foot metal Conex container outside our barracks and 
checked inside to make sure all weapons and ammuni­
tion were secure. We told him we wanted our weapons but 
he refused. He reminded us that although we had weap­
ons training, we had not been instructed in warfare 
tactics and therefore had to leave that part up to the 
experts. True, we probably would have shot each other to 
pieces, but it’s still comforting to have a loaded weapon 
within reach of an outstretched hand.
Disappointed, A1 and I returned to the sanctity ofour 
cubicle. I popped the top off a cold bottle of Ba Muoi Ba 
and as I raised it to my lips. 1 heard the damnedest sound 
I have ever heard in my life. It was the prop wash from an 
A1E roaring directly over the barracks. Helicopters flew 
close overhead all the time, but never an airplane, and 
never at an altitude of forty feet. I set the bottle on the 
desk. We stared at each other in stunned silence when a 
shockwave hit the barracks and the floorjerked sideways 
at least a foot! The bottle lurched over and a foaming 
mixture of hops and formaldehyde formed a puddle at my 
feet.
A boom resounded at the same instant and immedi­
ately we thought the building had taken a direct hit from 
a 122. We looked around and were relieved to see 
ourselves still standing and the barracks in one piece. 
That same old this-one's-got-my-name-on-it wave of 
total panic washed over us. When it subsided and we 
could think coherently, we rushed outside to where a 
crowd was gathering. Everyone was gaping down the 
street toward the perimeter fence. Just then we heard the 
roar of another plane and looked back over our shoulders 
to see a second Skyraider approaching. A bomb fell 
tumbling over our heads, followed by a tremendous blast.
A huge column of billowing dirty brown smoke emerged 
from the bowels of an already shell-pocked house. The 
cheering was spontaneous. What a wonderful sight to 
behold. The enemy that was forever harassing and blast­
ing away at us was getting paid back. Actually, they 
probably felt they had come here to pay us back, but 
whatever the case we cheered the planes onward as they 
continued to make their bombing runs directly over our 
heads.
Later, soon after returning to the States, 1 was 
introduced to the antiwar sentiment I'd heard so much 
about. A party was given in honor of my safe return from 
Vietnam. I was repeatedly asked to share my war stories 
with the guests and I sensed they were disappointed 
because I couldn't replay those dramatic television news 
scenes they had all watched in the comfort of their living- 
room battlefields. I couldn't shock or enthrall them with 
tales of hand-to-hand jungle fighting. No hair-raising 
rescues from a downed helicopter in the delta. No bailout 
over North Vietnam. No tales of a Purple Heart.
Technically, I suppose 1 qualified for one, but it 
would have been as fruitless to explain why I didn’t want 
a Purple Heart as it would be to explain why I cheered with 
enthusiasm each time a particularly beautiful bomb 
blast disintegrated commies. I described the scene of the 
bombing attack outside our barracks that day. how we 
cheered. I told them of the happiness and glee we felt as 
we watched (admittedly from some distance away) jets 
dropping napalm on VC that had infiltrated the base and 
were trapped in the ammo dump on the outskirts of Tan 
Son Nhut.
Two girls in their late twenties (one was a good friend 
whom I had known nearly all my life, the other was a girl 
1 had just met) turned on me with anger and were 
disgusted that I had cheered while men died. The only 
thing I could say in my own defense was that they simply 
couldn't know what it was like unless they'd been there. 
They thought this was a cop out. But to see the truth 
behind death and pain and horror—you simply have to be 
there. There's no other way. You have to have personally 
crossed that threshold. After that, it's a matter of inten­
sity. There are individuals who have never suffered more 
than a minor traffic accident ora hangnail and they will 
never believe this. On one hand, I'm glad they've never 
had to endure the anguish and pain that soldiers through­
out history have shared. On the other hand, it both 
frustrates me and pisses me off that people can be so self- 
righteous and goddamned narrow minded. Reality dic­
tates repeatedly that people lull people, either for God. 
politics, or some other excuse. Such is human nature, 
like it or not. Unfortunately, sometimes, just for an 
instant, it's fun.
Sorry I got off the subject there for a minute. That 
particular discussion twenty-four years ago has both­
ered me for a long time and it sometimes helps to get those 
feelings of past frustration out in the open.
Anyway, here we were watching these two South 
Vietnamese-piloted Skyraiders, and what a fantastic 
sight! They came in low and fast just barely skimming 
over the rooftops of the buildings. We could see the pilots' 
faces through their canopies as they approached.
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One of several 250-pound bombs would suddenly 
release from a wing and fall, wobbling directly above our 
heads, not twenty feet up! A1 and I stood gripping the 
railing on the top stair landing. We could almost reach 
out and pat them as they sped by.
My recordings of these bombing activities are perfect 
up to the point o f the explosions. Our barracks actually 
rocked back several inches and jarred the recorder so 
violently that the sound was badly distorted. After each 
bomb exploded there would be perhaps half a minute of 
relative silence, then the falling shrapnel would strike the 
heavy corrugated tile roof. Some of these shards pen­
etrated and struck inside the building.
With each pass, the sound of the engine would 
change from a roar to the undulating whoosh of propwash. 
There was a brief pause while the bomb rushed to its 
target, then booni The whoosh was our cue to hit the 
deck, just in case of a near miss, or if any of the shrapnel 
decided to head our way.
It was during these tense moments that I became 
eligible for a Purple Heart.
For an American soldier to be awarded the Purple 
Heart, he must be physically or mentally injured during 
the course of enemy activity. Practically any injury would 
suffice in some cases. Fortunately, a rash from shitting 
your pants didn’t count! This is not to discredit individu­
als who suffered serious injuries (diarrhea notwithstand­
ing). Stubbing one's toe during a rocket attack was. for 
instance, one way to get one. Frankly, I feel that if a 
person wants to wear a medal of any kind he should at 
least earn it.
Each time a bomb fell, we'd lie on the floor and listen 
for the shrapnel to stop pelting the roof. To me. the 
metallic rain sounded like loose earth falling into my open 
grave, hitting my coffin. Once, a loud thump came from 
directly above my cowering form. A fist-sized piece of 
jagged metal had pierced the thick asbestos roof and 
struck the plywood floor less than a foot from my hel- 
meted head. It missed my left hand by two inches. As I lay 
there, partially covered with roof fragments, I stupidly 
attempted to pry the object out of the floor with my bare 
hands. Like a damn fool 1 hadn't stopped to realize that 
fragments from a 250-pound bomb were bound to be 
extremely hot! Had it hit me of its own accord and burned 
me I’d have been out there looking for the meat wagon 
(and a Purple Heart) in a flash. All 1 had to show were a 
couple of burned fingers and a red face. Another oppor­
tunity presented itself a month later, but that's another 
story.
The high point of the battle came when an army 
Cobra gunship suddenly joined the fray.
The AH-1G Huey Cobra is an effective death-dealing 
helicopter. It has the same 1100 horsepower Lycoming 
T53 engine as its predecessor, the UH1 Huey, that is so 
often associated with the Vietnam war. Head-on it re­
sembles a guppy, but its bite is deadly. It's a narrow two- 
seater aircraft. The pilot and gunner sit in tandem, 
gunner in front. It has a top speed of 220 miles an hour 
and an initial rate of climb of 1580 feet per minute. The 
turret mounted directly beneath the nose can carry either 
twin mounted 7.62mm six-barrel miniguns that each fire
at a rate of up to six thousand rounds per minute, or a 
pair of 40mm grenade launchers with up to three hun­
dred rounds. Its stubby wings can carry multiple rocket 
pods and.50 caliber machine guns or 20mm Gatling 
guns, each capable of firing a barrage of ten shells a 
second. The Cobra was the first helicopter to successfully 
perform a complete loop in flight. It can even do barrel 
rolls.
As the Cobra sped directly toward us it suddenly 
twisted right, then left, apparently avoiding ground fire 
from the target area. It was actually flying lower than the 
AlEs. While performing these maneuvers, the whirling 
rotor blades nearly pointed straight down and passed 
between the rooftops of the barracks.
It didn't fire during this strafing pass. At the last 
second the pilot chose a different tactic. He circled and 
came at the houses from another direction. I don't think 
he was aware of friendly troops so close to the target. He 
couldn't have seen anyone until he was right on top of us. 
Thank God he delayed his attack. A few hundred empty 
20mm shell casings ejected from the spinning barrels of 
those miniguns traveling at over two hundred miles an 
hour would leave a devastating path of destruction.
He made several attacks on the ruins left by the 
Skyraiders and as a grand finale he unleashed his entire 
salvo of rockets in one gushing stream of hissing white 
smoke. Twenty-eight rockets, in rapid single file, homed 
in on the enemy and exploded in a staccato of sound. I 
had to replay my tape recording at least a dozen times 
before I could accurately count how many were fired in 
that one barrage. He must have seen one hell of a target. 
After that, he and the A lE s left the vicinity.
The battle had wound down and a few guys actually 
made it to the chow hall. A1 and 1 sat mound bullshitting 
about tire day's activities and compared notes. We didn’t 
feel like going to the chow hall, even though the food was 
good most of the Lime, though a guy gets tired of washing 
it down with Kool-Aid. We had recently talked a couple of 
cases of C-rations into falling off a truck, and whenever 
we felt the urge we'd whip out our trusty government 
issue P-38 knuckle scraping can openers and shred the 
lid off a can of "whatchamacallit," and chow down. It 
wasn’t always in the best of taste (let “Ham and Lima 
Beans" be my witness) but it sure as hell beat standing in 
line for over an hour. In this manner, I went from a skinny 
145 to a scrawny 127 pounds.
Everyone was getting hungrier and hungrier and A1 
and I got richer and richer as we finished selling the last 
of our hidden cache of C-rations. Well, those things were 
always falling off trucks anyway, weren't they?
Since his discharge from  the Air Force in 1968, Nick 
Boldrini relumed to college to finish two years o f study in 
electronics. During the 24 years since his service in Viet 
Nam, he has enjoyed part-time self-employment as a 
general contractor, plumber and salvage diver. He has 
entertained as a singer and guitar player in cocktail 
lounges from  Oregon to Alaska. He has two patents 
pending and copyrights on a song or two. He has been 
employed by Xerox Corp. as a service technician fo r the 
past nine years. He married in 1983 and has a six-year- 
old daughter.
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Poetry by Jon Forrest GIacIe
THe LifEquARd at EaqIe BeacN
(North of Hue. 1969)
Someone in clean starched fatigues 
is repainting the latrine.
Its walls are covered 
with the graffiti of survivors, 
mostly "You have not lived 
until you have almost died.”
Many from our Company have died.
Last night. Metsu and I 
strung claymore mines 
along the edge of the shore.
We scared off three Gls 
looking for a quiet place 
to blow their dew.
They didn’t know.
that pulling guard on paradise.
the guards smoke dope too.
The salt in the sea 
cleanses our cuts, 
somehow stopping the jungle rot.
We're not allowed in 
without a lifeguard around.
It's surprising how many cannot swim.
There's a golf course here.
Officers and noncoms 
have the advice of a pro. 
not twenty miles from where 
Doc John died disemboweled.
There's plenty of good hot food.
We drink cold, cold beer 
and fill sandbags with fine white sand, 
watching the lifeguard at Eagle Beach 
work on his tan.
NoThiNq Remains
Almost twenty years after the last helicopter 
fled Saigon, nearly two decades after 
the last domino fell,
John Balaban reports,
"Whatever we left, nothing remains."
Try to imagine the countryside 
without gunships overhead.
The bomb craters have been filled, 
planted with eucalyptus and bamboo.
No free fire zones remain.
Forget the chopper pads, 
the guardtowers, the sandbag bunkers, 
and the foo gas drums 
behind the concertina wire.
All perimeters have been breached, 
the jungle has reclaimed LZ Bongo 
and Ap Bai Mountain is green again. 
Unlearn the stench 
of human shit burning in diesel.
The afterimages of tracers 
should fade from your eyes;
Puff no longer pumps death 
from the night time sky.
All that are left are statistics, 
letters, photographs, unread books, 
television cliches and memories 
that howl on sleepless nights.
The American dead are only names 
on a long black wall in Washington.
Your friends who survived 
are fat and forty, balding and soft, 
drink too much in the Legion, 
fly POW/MLA flags, 
and dwell in their pasts.
What you knew has no juice left 
and is as dry
as the white sand dunes of Eagle Beach, 
as dry as the pages of history texts.
The spilled blood did not compress 
as hard as coal nor as black as oil. 
it turned to dust or joined 
the dioxin in the soil.
Don't trust your memory, 
it plays tricks on you.
"Whatever we left, 
nothing remains."
Jon Forrest Glade, 222 N. 11. Apt. #25. Cheney. WA 
99004.
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Book Hi: vows
Dan Scripture is Vietnam Generation Book Review 
Editor. Please send him queries about reviews at Col­
lege Eight. University o f  California, Santa Cruz. CA 
95064. fa x 408/459-3518; phone 408/459-4790: email 
scriptu@cats. ucsc. edu
David A. Willson, The REMF Returns (Seattle: Black 
Heron Press) 1992. $19.95 (cloth; $9.95, paper).
Reviewed by David E. James, Division of Critical 
Studies, School of Cinema, USC, Los Angeles, CA 
90089-2211
David Willson's The REMF Returns is a novel in the form 
of the diary of an American soldier in Vietnam in 1976, 
serving out the short end of his tour as a rear-echelon 
clerk. Continuing the project of his previous REMF Diary. 
it seems unassuming, but actually it’s a real intervention 
in the hegemonic mythologization of the invasion. The 
drama recorded here is not one of action, but of inaction, 
of mundane routine interrupted by petty jealousies and 
trivial encounters. Defeat occurs, not on the battlefield or 
even in the bordello, but in the typing pool; and triumph 
is a good tune heard on the radio.
The importance of Willson's mode appears initially 
as a matter of literary innovation. Even more than in 
Michael Herr's version, the Vietnam he produces is one 
not of primal confrontation with primeval nature, but of 
a mass-media mishmash of endless textuality: indeed, 
nothing in the narrator's experience is as real as the 
novels he reads and the TV he watches while off-duty. 
And while like virtually the entire Vietnam narrative 
industry, the REMF sequence prioritizes the enlisted 
soldier's first-person account of his actual experience, 
here that empiricism only deflates the pretensions of the 
generic norm. In these matters, literary qualities trans­
late directly into political utility, specifically as an anti­
dote to the imperialist bombast of the Rambo clones, an 
ideological camp that in fact can easily accommodate 
ostensible opponents like Oliver Stone.
But a more general property ofWillson’s mode is also 
coming into focus. Given the narrator's obsession with 
rock and roll, it's right that, in the year when Nirvana 
shredded the collusion of corporate rock, the most inter­
esting perspective on Vietnam, Inc. should be an indie 
retrovirus from Seattle. Like his homeboys, Willson is 
distinctly Sub Pop, preoccupied with half-pleasures 
snatched from under the detritus of mass media and in 
the gaps between cursory gestures toward social inter­
course. And he’s underground in Dostoevsky's sense as 
well: "I'm bitter, bitter and whiny," he remarks accu­
rately: but it's the whiny that makes the bitterness 
interesting. And so both the novel and the narrator find 
themselves stuck in Jin-de-siecle accidie, in the ironic 
dog-days, not of the Johnson years, but of the Bush 
years. The book must have been written in a recycled
Brady Bunch t-shirt. The narrator knows the generic 
Vietnam-exploitation maven "likes to sing along and he 
likes to shoot his gun, but he don’t know what it means." 
But he also knows that these days all he can say is 
“Nevermind."
Wayne Karlin, US (New York: Henry Holt) 1993. 
Reviewed by Renny Christopher
On the day that I finished reading Wayne Karlin's new 
novel. US. which takes as its plot-motor a quest for the 
mythical MlAs, I was driving across town here in “liberal” 
Santa Cruz. California, and for a few blocks I was behind 
an older brown Volvo that had two POW bumper stickers 
on it. One said “Prisoners of Weir: Bring Them Home." The 
other had the black POW/MLA flag and the legend: 
"They're fighting for your freedom." The car also had a 
third bumper sticker that said “MARINES" in large letters 
against a jungle camouflage background. (I guess the 
bumper sticker, like the car, predates the most recent 
war and its desert camouflage.)
It is the ghosts of the war in Viet Nam who continue 
to haunt us in what Karlin calls the “national religion" of 
the POW/MLA “issue" that drive this novel. The main 
character. Loman (yes, named after Death o f a 
Salesman's every man figure), a REMF vet who now runs 
a bar in Bangkok, is known as Kon Aim Harm Kon Die. 
‘The One Who Carries the Dead." because of his trips in 
search of the MIAs. But even he has come to see them as 
an illusion, although his desire is for them to be real. It’s 
only the bungling, always-one-step-behind Congress­
man Mundy, resurrected from Karlin’s previous novel, 
who believes that they're real. But this is no government- 
conspiracy narrative, like Rambo. Karlin’s government, 
personified by Mundy. isn’t capable of creating anything 
so coherent and organized as a conspiracy. The funniest 
scenes in this very funny book are those in which various 
people make fun of Mundy. who never quite realizes he's 
being made fun of. The difference between him and 
Loman is that Loman eventually gets the joke—the jokes 
played on him by the war, the Vietnamese, his own 
government, etc.
One of the singular tilings about Karlin is that he is 
a believer in ghosts. As in Lost Armies, ghosts speak in 
this novel, which is populated by nats. mischievous 
spirits which live in Burma, where the MIA quest takes 
Loman and Mundy. The consciousnesses of the living are 
possessed by the consciousnesses of the dead. One of the 
names given America by Chinese immigrants was “Land 
Without Ghosts." Perhaps we are now becoming an old 
enough culture to have ghosts: perhaps ghosts have 
accompanied Asian immigrants here, to bring this land a 
depth it didn't previously have.
Loman agrees to undertake Mundy's MIA trip to 
raise some cash for his bar in Bangkok. But what he gets 
caught up in leaves him spiritually, if not physically, MIA 
himself. The Americans are not in control. On the Asians’
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own turf it is they who know what's going on, they who 
manipulate the Americans to their own ends. The Thais, 
Burmese and tribespeople have “an agenda of their own."
The action moves toward a mythic figure in the 
jungle, a shape-shifting rebel leader, a magnet for the 
missing, for the lost armies. Taksin. The major conflict of 
the novel turns out to be Taksin's fight with Aung Khin, 
an opium dealer. The MIA quest of Loman. Mundy, and 
Mundy's pet spook. Weyland, who firmly believes that he 
is in control, turns out to be merely a sideshow, just as 
America's war in Viet Nam was a sideshow, an eddy in 
ongoing Southeast Asian politics.
Many lost armies (an idea from Karlin's previous 
novel) appear in US: the defeated Kuomintang armies 
who fled south after the communist victory in China, the 
ghosts of the American armies, and an army of former 
prostitutes—girls sold by their families, who give the 
book something of a feminist slant. It's not giving any­
thing away to say that nobody finds any recil, living 
American MIAs—it's clear from the outset that only the 
willfully ignorant, like Mundy, believe living MIAs could 
be found.
Mundy is a great character. Karlin uses him to poke 
fun at the “I missed the quintessential experience of my 
generation" syndrome that has recently arisen among 
non-veterans, as well as to poke fun at the U.S. govern­
ment and its committees, investigations, and fact-finding 
trips, (at the center of the novel is the idea 'There were no 
facts, only perceptions”). The funniest scene in this very 
funny novel takes place in Loman’s bar in Bangkok, 
where the three veterans who hang out there telling war 
stories make fun of Mundy, who doesn’t get the joke. Fat 
Al. Helicopter Harry, and Chuclcie's-in-Love form a sort of 
chorus in the novel. When Mundy asks them to join his 
team. Fat Al answers:
“It'll be great.... We'll be an expeditionary force. That's 
why you want us vets, right? We've been to the edge and 
the edge is us. You can take the boy off the edge, but 
you can’t take the edge off the boy. There it is. It don’t 
mean nothin'. That's why we love it so. We can use 
double negatives. We can do anything we want."
The novel is full of gems like that. Perhaps the best of 
them is what Taksin says to Loman when Loman has 
finally figured out what's going on, but is still resisting: 
'Then it isn't truth you want. Loman—it's innocence. Are 
still that American?" The innocence Loman wishes for is 
the innocence proclaimed by the owner of that Volvo with 
the POW/MIA bumper stickers.
Unlike so many writers of the war who have been 
retelling the same narratives of “lost innocence" over and 
over for so many years, Karlin is really writing fiction, 
imaginative fiction. And by writing fiction, Karlin is 
creating new insights, new ways of seeing. USis definitely 
worth reading.
"Making Real Movies": From Hollywood to Hanoi
Cynthia J. Fuchs, Film Studies Program, George 
Mason University, Fairfax, VA 22030.
Imagine it. A movie about Vietnam that doesn't 
obsess over self-sacrificing grunts, green lieutenants, 
and the loss of US innocence. Thi Thanh Nga's From 
Hollywood to Hanoi offers a different view of tire cultural 
and emotional fallout from what the Vietnamese call the 
American War. While it's being marketed with a conven­
tional and virtually meaningless blurb from Oliver Stone 
("A must seel"), this is a serious, intelligent, and intensely 
personal film about Nga's ongoing movement between 
the two disparate cultures of the title.
As shorthand terms. "Hollywood" and "Hanoi" refer 
to the political and ideological distances that Nga asks 
her audience (especially those who are used to Stone's 
version of “Vietnam") to bridge. But these terms also 
suggest a doubleness of identity, the persistent self- 
discovery and self-displacement depicted in Nga's literal 
journey from the US to Vietnam.
After she moved with her immediate family from 
Saigon to California in 1966, Nga assumed the name 
Tiana Alexandra. Her memory of this life-shift begins 
with a voice-over description of her "two identities," as a 
Vietnamese immigrant and as a properly assimilated 
American taught to hate "gooks." The movie opens with 
images from a biker movie starring 'Tiana"; as it turns 
out, she became a black belt, chop-socky star of B movies 
and, banking on her status as Bruce Lee's only female 
student, the somewhat notorious perpetrator of "karate- 
size!" exercise videos.
The film begins again: from off camera, she asks a 
young student (with a yellow school bus behind her), "Do 
you feel American or Vietnamese?" That the question is 
put in such a way—either-or—is the problem of identity 
that Nga's film addresses. The choice is clearly an impos­
sible one. compounded by the sexism, racism, and class 
anxieties which continue to shape both cultures. From  
Hollywood to Hanoi illustrates tire effective insulation 
of US pop culture in the 1960s through Tiana's own 
fascination with The Wizard o f Oz. JFK. baseball, and 
the deadpan racist dictates of Jack Webb. As a teenager, 
she was anxious to fit in. “I tried to be everyone." she says 
in voice-over, "from Judy Garland to Jane Fonda to Tina 
Turner." And yet, despite being "Americanized to the 
max," she was unable to “tune out tire war" in the other 
world where her relatives still lived.
Linking her own experience to its intercultural con­
text, Nga also combines rhetorical strategies with humor, 
passion, and wit. Comparing her work to, say, Rambo. 
Nga has said that she's "making real movies.” And in part, 
From Hollywood to Hanoi (partially financed by Stone 
and Michael Moore [Roger 8i Me\) responds to the 
resounding lack of authentic. Vietnamese-produced rep­
resentation in US media. But this "real movie" doesn't 
just present a single alternative view (the Vietnamese 
view?) and deem wrongs righted. It pushes harder than 
that, resists orderly resolutions, and demonstrates that 
the past is constantly being rewritten to serve present
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regimes. One interview with another California child 
emphasizes that what he knows about Vietnam is what 
he sees in mainstream movies: it's a place replete with 
violence and "bad things." But. Nga insists, this idea is 
not only produced by the movies.
We also see two interviews with General Westmore­
land. The first is familiar, borrowed from Peter Davis’ 
Oscar-winning Hearts and Minds (1975): Westy in a 
white suit, seated by a gently flowing stream. “The 
Oriental doesn't put the same value on life.... Life is 
cheap." Cut to Nga’s own interview with the retired 
general, backstage at a Miss Saigon Benefit. He leans on 
a cane, his face leathery with age. When she asks why he 
would have said such a thing. "1 did not say that.” he says. 
So much for Lhe difference between documentation and 
fiction.
And Nga doesn’t shrink from looking at more "bad 
things." She also includes an interview with her father, 
who was in charge o f the South Vietnamese foreign 
ministry's press relations and whose brother, still in 
Vietnam, was the South's Defense Minister. Nga's father 
condemns the legendary brutality of Lhe Communists, 
longs for the resurrection of the South, and tells his 
daughter not to go back.
She does return, however, bringing with her a cam­
era crew and gifts for aunts and uncles she hasn't seen 
for some twenty years. She starts in Ho Chi Minh City. 
“Everyone still calls Saigon Saigon." she reports in voice­
over, a detail that only begins to hint at the ways that life 
in Vietnam is both unchanged and profoundly altered 
since the fall in 1975. She observes, without a trace of 
nostalgia, that “the city was jumping... (once more] the 
Paris of the Orient." Accompanying footage reveals busy 
streets renamed after North Vietnamese war heroes, 
signs of affluence and poverty, and scattered tourists. 
“The [US-imposed] twenty-year trade embargo." Nga says 
wryly, "didn't seem to be very' effective."
While expressing anger at her adopted country's 
revenge strategies. Nga’s irony also underlines main­
stream US misperceptions of Vietnam as an ideologically 
backwards, woefully repentant , and wasted nation. Punc­
tuated by the very emotional responses of Nga's relatives 
to her reappearance, her filmed visit shows us a Vietnam 
not typically visible to stateside audiences. The film offers 
an obvious but useful metaphor in a pair of Siamese 
twins in a hospital's Agent Orange Ward. The product of 
the war—and specifically from Cao Nguyen, a free fire 
zone—the twins appear to Nga to represent the ruinous 
division of the North and South, and her self-division 
between Vietnam and Lhe US. Nga returns to Lhe twins 
periodically, tracking their difficult separation surgery, 
suggesting, perhaps, that any similar self-separation 
would be as onerous for individuals living across two 
cultures.
If, as the Village Voice's Manohla Dargis points out. 
the film plays loose with chronology (for example, cutting 
from General Nguyen Ngoc Loan's execution of a prisoner 
in 1968 to a 1987 movie starring Nga and Rod Steiger to 
the 1975 fall of Saigon), it also never pretends to present 
an intact "history." Indeed, what the movie does particu­
larly well is to call into question any single version of the
war, to scramble the standard, linear narrative of its 
effects, to draw attention to its multiple meanings. It's a 
clever, affecting combination of social anecdote and 
analysis. For example, just after we see villagers fishing 
in bomb craters, the old “Rawhide" theme accompanies 
images of a dude ranch outside Hanoi, where Vietnamese 
tourists ride horses and camp out like cowboys, thus 
juxtaposing the consequences of very different US inva­
sions (military and cultural).
"I am now in the center of reality," Nga says. “The 
history echoes.” The camera pans ravaged rural land­
scapes. children playing as their elders work in rice 
paddies, traditional lives undeterred by the horrific "re­
ality" Nga documents. The history echoes in the faces of 
Amerasian teenagers as Urey describe the racism and 
abuse they suffer, as well as in the faces of My Lai 
survivors. One recalls seeing a mother and child bayo­
neted. She explains that while she doesn’t want to talk 
about the massacre, she feels she must “work to tell," to 
preserve it as a specific and unforgettable past. ‘They 
wanted to make Vietnam their colony." she says angrily 
and, then, with some lingering wonder at the experience: 
“I myself was given candy." When asked why she avoids 
looking directly at her questioner Nga. the woman says, 
"Because you are from America."
Repeatedly tire filmmaker runs up against the con­
fusing multiplicities of her own identity and heritage. And 
she makes sure that we run up against them as well, with 
grimly incongruous footage from Lhe war: American GIs 
with Vietnamese prostitutes and then GIs on China 
Beach, expressing their distaste for Vietnamese women, 
because “they're gooks. y'know, slant-eyed. They're no 
good!" (And here we must again remember Tiana's happy 
karate-chopping.)
The film ends with three more brief, yet devastating 
interviews. First, she speaks with Le DucTho, who recalls 
turning down the Nobel Peace Prize for the negotiations 
he and Henry Kissinger wrought in Paris: he says care­
fully that it was unjustly “awarded to aggressors as well 
as victims." She also talks with General Giap (in mea­
sured. diplomatic French), and his wife. Mrs. Giap wants 
to "tell about the suffering, the pain for American and 
Vietnamese mothers," while her daughter stands behind 
her wearing a shirt that reads in bold bright, kids-shirt 
letters, “Rhinoceros.''
The pain that is at once hidden and exposed by such 
cultural border-crossing (and Uie class distinctions it 
reveals) is only part of what this movie is about. It also 
traces a way toward healing and remembering. Nga asks 
her audience to make difficult connections and differen­
tiations, without making them for us. This "real movie's" 
greatest strength is its faith in movement and transgres­
sion. its willingness to resist boundaries and conven­
tions: if "the center of reality" remains elusive. From 
Hollywood to Hanoi makes its complexity is clear 
enough.
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Peter MacDonald, Giap: The Victor in Vietnam (New 
York: W.W. Norton) 1993. 368 pages, illustrated, 
bibliography, index; $25.
Reviewed by Cecil B. Currey
We need more studies of Viet Nam. for even after all these 
years we still know relatively little about its northern 
leadership from 1940-1973, or about Senior General Vo 
Nguyen Giap. one of the most crucial and important of 
those leaders. Little had been published about him, save 
for some of his own writings, prior to the appearance of 
this book. Before MacDonald's publication, only four 
biographical studies of Giap existed, some outdated, 
some of poor quality, and none of them now generally 
available: Robert J. O'Neill, General Giap: Politician &  
Strategist (New York: Praeger) 1969: Gerard Le Quang, 
Giap: ou, la guerre du peuple (Paris: Denoel) 1973; 
Georges Boudarel, Giap (Paris: Editions Atlas) 1977: and, 
last. Huy Phong and Yen Anh, Nhan dien huyen thoai 
Vo Nguyen Giap: hoa quang vay muon cho cuoc chien 
tuong tan (San Jose, CA: Mekong-Tynan) 1989. No 
source in English adequately covered the life of this 
important general. Another study was needed.
The least we ought to expect is that a new book about 
Giap and Viet Nam be written by someone familiar with 
the country and its histoiy. If a Viet wrote a book about 
some famous American, we would expect its facts to be 
correct. Our response would be predictable if we read a 
Vietnamese account of our own history stating that 
General Robert Washington married Nancy Hanks Lin­
coln and, after her death, wed Marsha Curtis. Were this 
hypothetical history of George Washington written by a 
Vietnamese general, we might expect to see an analysis 
of the battles in which Washington participated and we 
would be disappointed to find no mention of Trenton or 
Princeton and only one sentence about Yorktown.
Giap: The Victor in Vietnam suffers from similar 
inadequacies. Neither text nor index of this book written 
by a retired British brigadier general mentions the la 
Drang battles of 19 October-27 November 1965, arguably 
one of the most important scenes of combat for both sides 
during the whole American experience in Viet Nam. 
Those days convinced Westmoreland that large scale 
airmobility and firepower were the answer to the conflict; 
Giap realized that, in the future, he would have to keep 
his soldiers so close to American lines that they would go 
unnoticed, and so developed his "grab them by their 
belts" strategy.
MacDonald mentions, but does not analyze. Opera­
tions Cedar Falls and Junction City, divisional-sized 
search-and-destroy missions, both of which were impor­
tant actions that Giap had to counteract if he was going 
to continue his assault in the south. MacDonald further 
treats the famous attack on Khe Sanh, which Giap still 
insists was no more than a diversion to draw American 
attention away from the coming onslaught during Tet 
1968, both out of chronological order and context.
The single battle discussed by MacDonald at any 
length is Dien Bien Phu, and even here the author does 
not do well, for at this point in the text appears the only
footnote in the entire book. It informs readers that 
MacDonald has taken his account from Bernard Fall's 
Hell in a Very Small Place. Elsewhere, MacDonald 
mistakenly describes Giap as one of the world’s great 
guerrilla leaders: an implicit confession that he does not 
understand the nature of "people's wars of national 
liberation." And. last, MacDonald falls into the trap of 
discussing battles that were important to Americans. 
rather than those of crucial consequence to Giap. His is 
a biography written from a western, rather them an 
eastern, perspective. Such failures speak volumes about 
the author's grasp of tactics and strategy. A general ought 
to have been aisle to provide more than this for his 
readers.
Norton publicity tells us how MacDonald was invited 
to Viet Nam by the government there to interview Giap in 
preparation for this book. Those unfamiliar with the 
workings of the current administration in Ha Noi might 
not know that all who travel to Viet Nam other than on 
group tours must be "invited” by the government, and so 
MacDonald's invitation was no different than that given 
to many others who have traveled there on research or for 
other purposes. We are told that he also spoke with "high 
level" officials there, but we see little evidence of any 
results from such talks in this text. When the author 
quotes from those conversations, the speakers invariably 
seem to have been some low-level military retirees (lieu­
tenant-colonels or colonels who, forty years ago, would 
have been junior officers or senior enlisted personnel) or 
mid-level bureaucrats.
Nor did MacDonald’s vaunted session[s] with Giap 
provide much help. He produces no new information 
based on any such talks and when he quotes Giap. he 
regularly reproduces a selection from the man's pub­
lished writings. It is probably that when he met with Giap 
(and his illustrations include a picture of the two of them 
together), he listened to a set speech that Giap regularly 
delivers to foreign visitors in which there is no opportu­
nity for questions, for give-and-take, or for free exchange 
of ideas. This has been Giap's pattern for decades and 
this book gives no evidence that he has changed his 
policy. Indeed, we reach page 178 before MacDonald 
informs his readers that "Giap told the author that the 
people and the collective leadership had won the wars, 
and not him...." Giap tells everyone that. It is part of his 
set speech to visitors. So much for the high-level and 
informative nature of MacDonald’s interviews in Ha Noi.
Errors fill these pages. MacDonald consistently mis­
spells French names and he is hopelessly at sea with 
Vietnamese ones. He repeats as fact empty gossip started 
by French journalists in the 1960s: Giap was a “swinger" 
in Ha Noi in the years immediately after the Second World 
War: Ho Chi Minh had to interfere to curtail his woman­
izing by introducing Giap to tire woman who became his 
second wife. In fact, there is no real evidence for his 
purported lifestyle and Giap had known his second wife, 
Dang Bich Ha (MacDonald gives her name as "Ba Hanh") 
since she was a small girl when he lived for a time at the 
home of her father. Professor Dang Thai Mai (named in 
the book as "Dang Thai Min").
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MacDonald asserts that "Dang Thai Minh" was the 
father of Giap'sJirstwife, whom he names as "Nguyen Thi 
Minh Giang." He is thus wrong on two counts. One 
wonders how a man with the family name of “Dang” could 
be the father of a woman whose family name was “Nguyen"; 
in any case, her father was Nguyen Huy Binh, an em­
ployee at the Vinh train station, and her name was 
Nguyen Thi QuangThai! She was four years younger than 
Giap and they met while in prison at the Lao Bao 
penitentiary in the mountains near the Laotian border to 
which both were sent in 1930. MacDonald mentions none 
of this.
The author of this book does not know when Giap 
was bom (25 August 1911, not 28 August), nor that he 
went off from his home village of An Xa to school in Hue 
in 1923 when he was twelve (rather than in 1924 when he 
was thirteen). He tells us that Giap's pseudonym during 
the Second World War was “Nan," when it was actually 
“Van." He does not know when Giap learned of the death 
of QuangThai. He does not know that Major Allison Kent 
Thomas was head of the American OSS Deer Team, which 
parachuted into northern Viet Nam in 1944. He tells his 
readers that Giap named his first military force (in 
actuality Tuyen Truyen Ciai Phong Quan or tire Armed 
Propaganda and Liberation Brigade) the Quan Doi Nhan 
Dan (which in translation means the People's Army 
Daily, a newspaper).
MacDonald does not know when Giap's soldiers 
finally abandoned Ha Noi in a fighting retreat in the face 
of returning French troops. Examples could be greatly 
extended. In his depiction ofTet 1968, MacDonald de­
scribes Giap as the enthusiastic architect of the offensive 
rather than its long-standing opponent. He does not 
know that Ho Chi Minh assigned Truong Chinh to head 
up land reform in the North, nor, seemingly, much of 
anything else. So much for any new insights in this book.
Perhaps, then, it is no wonder that the author follows 
a peculiar style of "documentation" throughout his book. 
Quotes abound, but little supports them. This is particu­
larly aggravating when he uses Giap's words. Unin­
formed readers might assume MacDonald is quoting 
from one of his talks with Giap (sic) when, in reality, he 
is drawing from a printed passage out of one or another 
of Giap's books which have long, been available in the 
West. His bibliography is brief to the point of paucity 
(those valuable conversations in Ha Noi are cited only as 
the result of "fourteen taped interviews with Vietnamese 
veterans and officials"), and he neglects to list a great 
number of standard texts easily available at any good 
library. This kind of documentation hardly supports the 
publisher's claim that here, "for the first time,” is the full 
story...."
Giap never comes to life in these pages. We never 
learn what motivated or inspired him, save in the most 
wooden way. The general seems marionette-like, march­
ing across a stage on which there are few other charac­
ters. We are left wondering what friends he had, what 
enemies, what loyalties. What moved the real-life man to 
decades of the utmost dedication to the cause of freeing 
Viet Nam from the boot print of foreigners in the face of 
staggering difficulties? Other than to say Giap was a great
general (which everyone already knew) it is difficult to 
determine why MacDonald wrote this tome. His words 
plod drearily along until one speedily begins to yearn for 
the final page. Here there is no sparkle, no wit. no charm, 
no mysteries recounted or answers revealed.
Others have judged this book more generously. In 
the book review section of the New York Times (10 
January 1993), Col. Harry Summers, Jr., called it a 
"balanced and most readable biography." In the latest 
issue of his Indochina Chronology, Douglas Pike claimed 
it to be a "well done full scale biography." Their words 
almost call into question whether we three read the same 
book!
MacDonald has previously written four novels, a 
book on bomb disposal, an account of the Bristol riots, 
and “a short history of the world.” That record does not 
provide him with the appropriate and necessary creden­
tials to craft a biography of the brilliant and successful 
Giap. This book has no redeeming merit either as history 
or biography.
Cecil B. Currey is a professor o f military history at the 
University o f South Florida in Tampa and a former Army 
Reserve officer who retired with the rank o f colonel. Author 
o f several books, including Self-Destmction (1981). Fol­
low Me and Die (1984) and Edward Lansdale, he has 
visited Viet Nam three times between 1988 and 1990.
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H e a r t s  an<1 MiNds: TH e Ne x t  
Gen era tio n
Barry M. Kroll, Teaching Hearts and Minds: College 
Students Reflect on the Vietnam War in Literature 
(Carbondale and Edwardsville: Southern Illinois Uni­
versity Press) 1992. 200 pages; $24.95 (cloth).
Reviewed by John Bradley, 2621 N. First St., #8, 
DeKalb, IL 60115; 815/756-1533.
Before I started reading the material, 1 thought I knew 
right from wrong. I had always been taught that 
something either is or it isn't; it can't be both. I know 
now. more often than not, that decisions are very 
complex, and there isn't one right or wrong answer....
I can realize the complexity of problems. (155)
This response to Barry Kroll's course, "Vietnam War 
Literature," apparently typical of the evaluations stu­
dents made of their experience in his class, indicates that 
Kroll did much more than merely conduct an examina­
tion of some of the literature on the Vietnam war. As 
another student describes the course, “it has made life a 
little difficult.” (154)
As a teacher who has offered a course on the Vietnam 
war several times to college freshmen, I find myself 
greatly admiring Kroll's ability to make their lives "a little 
difficult," that is. to involve students' hearts and minds, 
what he calls “connected inquiry," in the process of 
exploring not only the literature of the war, but difficult 
critical and ethical issues as well. Rich in comments from 
his students—Kroll required extensive journal writing of 
his students during the course—Teaching Hearts and 
Minds is an invaluable resource for anyone who is 
teaching or will be teaching a course not only on the 
Vietnam war, but on other topics of complexity and 
depth, such as the Holocaust and nuclear issues. What 
makes this book so valuable for teachers and educators 
is not only Kroll's ability to bring together head and heart, 
analytic and emotive responses, but his ability to directly 
involve and challenge students. 'The literature was excel­
lent," states one student, "but 1 especially like the way I 
was called on to think..." (151)
Kroll's use of conflicting reports on the battle of Ap 
Bac. which occurred on January 2, 1963, one of the first 
major clashes between the Army of the Republic of 
Vietnam and the Viet Cong, provides a glimpse at how he 
so successfully engaged his students. Presenting them 
with two contradictory accounts of the battle of Ap Bac. 
each fully documented, one presenting the ARVN as 
victors and the other presenting the VC forces as victors, 
he asks his students to analyze the two drastically 
different accounts and state what they believe really 
happened. For many students this was the first time they 
had ever confron ted the possibility that a written text told 
only one version of an event.
Can one really believe what he reads in his history 
books? This is an account from one person. Who is this
person? What are his credentials? Was he there? If so,
did he see what happened or did he talk to people? 1
never thought about pondering questions like that
when reading my history book. (73)
Unfortunately, very few students are encouraged to do 
so. And we wonder why so many students find history 
"dry and boring."
Kroll uses this same technique of providing conflict­
ing versions of the "truth" with the question of whether a 
massacre occurred in tire city of Hue during Tet 1968. 
when the Viet Cong captured the city. Teachers of courses 
on the Vietnam war will welcome his list of readings for 
the Hue debate and his two versions of the Battle of Ap 
Bac, as well as how he steered his students through 
frustration at not knowing how to respond to such 
difficult questions. To a student who writes in her journal 
that “I’m sure that with the guidance of Professor Kroll 
everything will become clear" (97). he responds in the 
margin, “Don't count on him too much. He’s still con­
fused a lot too. Basically, I hope you can accept 'intelli­
gent confusion’ as healthier than ‘ignorant certainty.'" 
(98) I can’t help but wish we had more teachers like 
Professor Kroll.
Kroll’s not content with critical inquiry, however. He 
realizes that the leaching ofliterature must also encom­
pass ethical inquiry. One of the ways he did this was to 
have his students confront the issue of what is killing and 
what is murder during a war. “The Rifleman's Dilemma." 
presented in full in the appendix, poses this scenario: 
Should a soldier, positioned on a hill, entrusted with the 
duty of protecting his squad, shoot a woman he sees on 
the trail just ahead of his squad, a woman who bent over 
the trail and then began to dash for cover in the nearby 
jungle? Did she set a mine or booby trap? Is she an 
innocent peasant who dropped something while taking 
cover out of fear of the soldiers? This is what the students 
must decide in their papers.
For students who believed that any behavior is 
justified in a war ("No, actions of war cannot be subject 
to moral assessment,” writes one student. "Those men 
were paid to kill and if it meant killing innocent people 
that is what they did." [134)), Kroll. a Vietnam veteran, 
again makes their lives "a little difficult" by reading an 
excerpt from Mark Baker's Nam. This account of rape, 
murder, and dismemberment apparently caused some 
students to reexamine their beliefs and come to agree 
with William Broyles, another Vietnam veteran, who Kroll 
quotes from Brothers in Arms: A  Journey from  War to 
Peace (unfortunately now out of print): “Even though the 
line between killing and murder is not always easy to 
define, any soldier knows the difference. Murder is differ­
ent from killing." (131)
What's troublesome about “The Rifleman's Dilemma," 
though, as noted by reviewer Mary Louise Buley-Meissner 
in the February 1993 College English, is the lack of 
source material from the Vietnamese perspective, which 
might have enabled Kroll's students to see an even more 
complex picture—why the Vietnamese woman might 
have been frightened of the U.S. soldier, frightened 
enough to run, even if innocent. For this Kroll might draw 
on excerpts from Le Ly Hayslip's When Heaven and
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Earth Changed Places. Hayslip, as a South Vietnamese 
youth, shows fear of both sides. Though I suspect the 
students would still find their sympathies located with 
the U.S. soldier, they need to confront the full complexity 
of the “dilemma." Such an exercise, while it can be, and 
needs to be strengthened, still demonstrates the kind of 
inquiry and learning that went on in Kroll's class.
The ample journal entries make this clear. But with 
so much personal disclosure given of the students’ 
reactions to the readings and to the course. I'm left 
wanting some personal disclosure from the teacher. For 
example, what was his reaction when nearly three quar­
ters of his students decided that the soldier in “The 
Rifleman's Dilemma" should shoot the peasant woman? 
While he does provide one of his written responses from 
a student's journal, it would be fascinating to have 
excerpts from ajournal Kroll himself kept while teaching 
these courses. This is a minor concern, however, and in 
no way detracts from the importance of this book.
Anyone who is interested in or involved with how the 
Vietnam war is and will be conveyed to future generations 
will certainly want to read and discuss this book. With 
Teaching Hearts and Minds. Kroll has made a signifi­
cant contribution to the teaching of this particular topic. 
However, educators in other disciplines should take note 
of this book as well. For Kroll. with his integration of heart 
and mind, proposes a simple yet radical approach to 
learning, one that teachers and students both will greatly 
benefit from, if the comments of Kroll's students are any 
indication: “I will never forget the class—I think it was the 
best and most significant course 1 ever took," writes one 
student two-and-a-half years after the course. (166) I 
sincerely hope that Southern Illinois University Press will 
bring this book out in paperback, so it will be more 
affordable and reach the audiences it deserves.
If part o f the legacy of a war is, in the words of Chris 
Taylor in Platoon, "an obligation to build again, to teach 
others what we know." then Barry Kroll is admirably and 
effectively fulfilling that responsibility. And we can all 
learn from him.
Rooster Crows at Light from the Bombing: Echoes of 
the Gulf War, Anthony Signorelli and Paul Macadam, 
eds. (Inroads Press, PO Box 239, Knife River, MN 
55609) 1992. 89 pages; $8.95 (paper).
Reviewed by John Bradley, 2621 N. First St., #8, 
DeKalb, IL 60115; 815/756-1533.
"Almost two years have passed since the Gulfwar started." 
write the editors of this anthology. "Two years. It’s as if the 
country has already forgotten. We simply wanted to 
remind people of what happened, of what was done in our 
nation's name."
How quickly and how easily it has been to forget the 
first war broadcast live into our living-rooms, kitchens, 
and bedrooms. Could it be that the live coverage makes 
it easier to forget, as opposed to in-depth discussion of
what is going on and why? Or was it the nature of the veiy 
broadcasts themselves, presented to us in such a way as 
to suggest that this war was a bloodless. Star Wars 
adventure, complete with stirring theme song, thought­
fully provided by each network? Or is it because the 
"euphoria" (I'll never forget this image—the audience of a 
college basketball game rising to celebrate the news that 
the U.S. had begun to “liberate” Kuwait) gave way to a 
grim recognition that the Persian Gulf war really didn’t 
accomplish very much?
Whatever the explanation, there is very little re­
minder of what our nation—or should I say, Iraq—went 
through, except for the small, occasional story on the 
strange symptoms some of our Gulf War veterans now 
suffer, or the death of a GulfWar veteran in a robbeiy. As 
one woman stated, it's as if the war never happened, 
except for those who lost someone. The need, then, for a 
"reminder" seems evident.
Rooster Crows at Light from the Bombing, taking 
its name from Bernard Shaw's eerie observation in Bagh­
dad that "the strangest sound was a rooster crowing at 
light from the bombing." presents thirteen poems and 
eleven essays that give voice to memory. Some of the 
writers include Coleman Barks, Robert Bly. Deena 
Metzger, and Michael Ventura. The editors smoothly 
interweave poetry and essays into sections ("Prelude," 
“From the Sands of Sorrow,” "Explosion of Outrage and 
Contempt," “A Snowball of Ashes." “Facing the Dead." 
and “A Surviving Hope,” creating a powerful pull upon 
both intellect and heart. Most of the work here, especially 
the essays, successfully avoid "the slide into mere senti­
mentality.” as coeditor Anthony Signorelli puts it; a 
remarkable achievement when dealing with such an 
emotional topic.
One of the more striking points made by the writers 
in Rooster Crows is the double standard used when
discussing the “sanctity of human life..... We don't know
why civilians were at that location.’ stated Marlin Fitzwater, 
the White House Spokesman, 'but we do know that 
Saddam Hussein does not share our value for the sanc­
tity of human life."’ William Stafford, in his poem. 
“Pretend You Live in a Room." does a wonderful job of 
bringing out the absurdity in such pious attitudes with 
the following line: "Hardly anyone/ got killed, except 
thousands of the enemy."
In his stunning essay. "The Sanctity of Life." Patrick 
Dougherty tells how the Persian Gulf war triggered this 
personal memory:
In Vietnam I was a nineteen-year-old marine. Some­
times. when we had a particularly hard day. we re- 
turned to our hilltop and played catch with a gook skull 
that was our squad’s mascot. As a soldier at war. we 
believed strongly in the sancUty of life—our lives. Not 
theirs.
He shows how memory can haunt us with its unrelenting 
images from the past. But. at least in Dougherty’s case, 
memory can also serve as a way of making abstract issues 
and ideas and even "the enemy" be perceived in a veiy 
human manner. “I tried once to make the enemy dead 
into nonhumans, and it did not work," he writes. "No
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matter what excuse I used, what rationale 1 tried. 1 kept 
coming back to their being people....”
How can only certain lives be sacred and others 
described as "fish in a barrel.” targets at a "turkey shoot," 
or "cockroaches" (a term I heard used by a National Public 
Radio correspondent to describe armed Somalis)? Wendell 
Berry, in his essay. "What the Gulf War Taught Us,” goes 
on to make even more uncomfortable observations. Re­
garding the use of war by a Christian nation, by a 
President who "prays.” Berry notes that for Christians 
retribution is outlawed, "that is, in private life. In our 
national life, it remains the established and honored 
procedure.” How different the Amish, he notes, with their 
belief in peaceableness:
Of course, as the Amish know, peaceableness can get 
you killed. I suppose they would reply that war can get 
you killed, too. and is more likely to get you killed than 
peaceableness; and that when a peaceable person is 
killed, peaceableness survives.
It is the attempt to restore to us our own humanity 
in the face of war that makes Rooster Crows at Light 
from the Bombing such a commendable anthology. Its 
poems and essays make clear Franz Kafka’s “War is a 
monstrous failure of imagination." In her essay “One by 
One." Ann Patchett shows just how imagination can work 
as a force oflife and love as she contemplates the war’s 
American victims:
If I take the deaths in one at a time, I notice that marine 
lance corporal Michael E. Linderman. Jr., of Douglas, 
Oregon, was only 19. and I know what it was like to be 
19. and 1 know what it was like to be 20. I notice that 
there wasn't a standard military portrait taken of 
marine private, first class, Dion J. Stephenson of 
Bountiful, Utah, and so they used his prom picture and 
you can see the hook on the strap of his bow tie. It was 
tlte kind of picture a newspaper would run if he was 
getUng married, or if he’d been killed in a freakish car 
accident, coming home late at night. After you look at 
these pictures, Lhe war becomes difficult to follow, 
because to be decent, you have to stop and love Lhern 
and mourn their passing, and there are getting to be so 
many of them it’s impossible not to fall behind.
It makes you wonder—what if? What if our children were 
to read in school essays and poems like the ones in this 
anthology? What if they began to expand their sense of 
the "sanctity of human life”? What if?
Signorelli and MacAdam have put together a thought­
ful and moving collection of "echoes from the Gulf War." 
1 am heartened by their commitment to memory and our 
common humanity. We apparently need such constant 
"reminding."
John Bradley teaches at Northern Illinois University and is 
editing an anthology o f poems on the Nuclear Age.
A W ar W ith o u t  a Messaqe
David Schalk, War and the Ivory Tower: Algeria and 
Vietnam (Oxford Press), 1991.
Reviewed by Theodore M. Lieverman
In early winter 1971, a group of students and faculty 
members at Vassar College performed a dramatic reading 
of The Trial o f the Catonsville Nine. Daniel Berrigan's 
poetic rendering of his prosecution for burning draft 
board records in a Maryland suburb. Appearing as 
Berrigan was a young history professor. David Schalk, 
wearing a black turtleneck, ancient sport coat, and a 
proud but nervous smile. While his performance may not 
have been up to the standards of Meryl Streep—then a 
senior on campus—it radiated conviction and demon­
strated Schalk's own belief in tire intellectual’s need to 
publicly oppose wrongdoing.
1 thought of Schalk’s performance when I read his 
recently released book, War and the Ivory Tower. 
because that book—as he admits in the Introduction—is 
very much a product of his own experiences and medita­
tions on the Vietnam war. Indeed, his several references 
to Berrigan show that Schalk has lost none of his 
admiration for the outlaw priest's wartime resistance. 
For all his ardor, however. Schalk’s book is a thoughtful 
work of comparative history and deserves to be read.
I should add that David is not just an author to me, 
but my former teacher, thesis advisor... and draft coun­
selor. I pretend to no objectivity here, but find the book 
an important contribution to our thinking about the 
American war in Indochina.
“When injustice becomes master of the world, and 
the entire universe kneels before it. the clercmust remain 
standing and confront it with the human conscience."* 
Julien Benda's formulation of the duty of the true intel­
lectual, the clerc. well expresses the animating belief of 
Schalk's work (Schalk actually cites it himself in his 
earlier study of engagement among the French intelligen­
tsia). Accepting the moral obligation as inherent in intel­
lectual life, Schalk then compares the writings and 
activities of French intellectuals against the Algerian war 
with conduct of American intellectuals during the Viet­
nam war.
He refers to the “painful" similarities between Viet­
nam and Algeria and spells them out. For example, he 
shows how in each country a negotiated peace had to 
await a more conservative administration—de Gaulle 
and Nixon—than Lhe one which originally created the 
quagmire. Schalk notes even the similarity of the official 
optimism about the two wars. While Americans referred 
to "the light at the end of the tunnel," the French talked 
about le dernier quart d'heure, "the last fifteen minutes.” 
Less than a month before the Algerian war caused a 
military coup and the end of the Fourth Republic, French 
resident minister Robert Lacoste said, "We are just at the 
moment of reaching our goal"—Lhat moment in fact being 
four long years and many deaths away.
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As Schalk points out. the comparison of Algeria and 
Vietnam is hardly new—he cites American writers mak­
ing the point as early as 1965. Still, the book usefully 
summarizes the commonality of the two wars and thus 
provides a solid basis for the comparison of intellectual 
movements which follows. He also makes the similarities 
convincing with his deft ability to find just the right 
illustrative quotation.
Analyzing intellectuals' opposition to the two wars, 
Schalk describes three stages of engagement: the 
pedagogic, consisting of "calm, rational” writings to per­
suade leaders of their errors; tire moral, in which the 
writings are marked by protest and “a growing sense of 
outrage and shame;" and finally the counterlegal, in 
which intellectuals are willing to advocate illegal activity 
as morally justified to counter the much larger evil o f the 
war itself. To demonstrate this progression, Schalk fo­
cuses on the articles in the Frenchjournal Espritand our 
own New York Review o f Books (NYRB), showing how 
authors first seek to educate the policymakers. Lhen 
denounce them, then overthrow them.
Resistance to one’s government was not the perverse 
pleasure of the intellectual, but an agonizing obligation 
that was not perceived the same way by every writer, as 
Schalk points out in a short section on Camus—who said 
about Algeria in 1957, “I believe in justice, but I shall 
defend my mother above justice."
If this study is modest in its goals and scope, it 
implicitly maintains its modesty about the limits of 
comparative history. Schalk does not draw grand conclu­
sions, but describes his events and lets them, to a large 
extent, speak for themselves. Like a blind date, compara­
tive history is a tempting but risky invitation, and the 
tendency is to transform lessons from the past into 
axioms for the future. The intellectual underpinnings of 
American policy in Vietnam—such as they were—de­
pended on the experience of the falling dominoes of 
Central Europe in the late 1930s (to which Bernard Fall 
responded with his essay. "This Isn't Munich, It's Spain). 
Politics by analogy is a dangerous business, since all too 
frequently the symbol becomes confused with the reality.
Schalk also reminds us that for many of the antiwar 
writers, in Anthony Lewis’ phrase, "truth is not divisible." 
Thus, NYRB also published articles and letters by these 
same intellectuals denouncing Soviet repression of dissi­
dents, the invasion of Czechoslovakia, and the use of 
torture against American POWs by the North Vietnam­
ese. Many, if not most, antiwar intellectuals also had a 
realistic view of the North Vietnamese and the liberation 
forces, even if it was not a dominant theme of their work. 
Just the war ended in April 1975. Christopher Lasch, 
longtime opponent to the war, wrote in NYRB that “only 
sentimentalists will think that the Vietnamese are now 
going to enjoy 'democratic socialism, popular rule, and 
civil liberties.’"
If there is any weakness in the study, it perhaps lies 
in Schalk's overreliance on the text of what the intellec­
tuals said, rather them any primary material about what 
they did—or did not do. One example I recognized from 
personal experience: the PeLilion for Redress of Griev­
ances (taken from the phrase in the Constitution's First
Amendment), presented to Congress in May 1972 by over 
150 notables, including Larry Rivers. Felicia Bernstein. 
Judy Collins, Noam Chomsky. Richard Barnet, Howard 
Zinn, Arno J. Mayer, and Nobel Laureate George Wald. 
Schalk writes that the signers "obviously believed that 
their act was strictly legal" but that "the government took 
a different view" and arrested ninety-four of the signers 
for “unlawful assembly."
Well, not quite. As one of the arrestees (though 
hardly a notable), I can attest that our detention was 
neither unforeseen nor—in the logic of nonviolent resis­
tance—unwelcome. While presenting the petition was 
legal, sitting in the hallway of the Capitol building for 
several hours despite numerous warnings to leave at 
closing time was probably not constitutionally protected. 
There were, in fact, two different Redress demonstra­
tions, whose primary purpose was to have leading lumi­
naries arrested for civil disobedience and so dramatize 
opposition to the war in the tense period after the 1972 
bombing of Hanoi and Haiphong. None of this was 
immediately apparent from the ad in NYRB which Schalk 
cites as his reference.
In his short epilogue, Schalk completes his circle 
and shows again why it is important to understand what 
happened to France because of Algeria, and what hap­
pened to the U.S. because of Vietnam. He quotes French 
professor Robert Frank on the Algerian conflict: "A war 
without a cause is a war without a message, and the 
rememoration of a war without a message cannot be 
transformed into a true commemoration." To Americans, 
the Vietnam war is the foggy glass through which we 
dimly perceive shapes but no recognizable picture—in 
part because we do not want to admit that Vietnam is not 
a window but a mirror, and that the incomprehensible 
images are our own.
When I traveled to Vietnam in 1990. 1 was struck, 
like most Americans, by the seeming lack of animosity 
over the weir. It was not simply a question of manners, or 
propaganda or government edict—though they may well 
have played a part. The Vietnamese knew at least why 
they fought and how the war fit within their history and 
social understanding. We have no such perspective.
Moreover, Schalk's study suggests that our incom­
prehension is not uniquely American, since the French 
share the same blind spot about Algeria. Is this trait more 
general than we think? What about the Russian view of 
Afghanistan, the English view of India, the Portuguese 
view of Angola and Mozambique? Is it simply the experi­
ence of defeat, or is it the special humiliation of western 
powers vanquished by underdeveloped countries making 
a successful bid for autonomy?
In addition, the comparative approach needs to be 
pushed further. How did Algerian intellectuals react to 
the hour of resistance, in contrast to the French? How do 
the Vietnamese writers compare to the American? For 
that matter, how did the Algerians compare to the Viet­
namese? Asking these questions broadens our concep­
tion of the intellectuals' role in society by encompassing 
their very different experience in the less developed 
world.
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These are all important questions, part of the knowl­
edge that comes when we reconcile ourselves with our 
past. David Schalk's study suggests that we find such 
answers only when we are willing to ask the questions
Notes
1 J. Benda, Introduction to 1947 edition of L a  T r a h i s o n  d e s  
c le rc s : 76, quoted in D. Schalk, The Spectrum of Political 
Engagements: 45-46.
HARdhATS ANd STORMTROOpERS:
P h ilip  S . F oner 's U S  L a B o r  A N d  
t B e  V i e t n a m  W a r
Philip S. Foner, US Labor and the Vietnam War (NY: 
International Publishers) 1989.
Reviewed by Jacqueline R. Smetak, 1310 Roosevelt 
Ave., Ames, IA 50010; 515/233-2208.
New Product
"Armed Right"
Weptronics has noted the interest in memorials 
and the confusion regarding what and for whom 
they should be erected. In order to be response. 
Weptronics has joined with software vendors in 
the U.S., and has made significant contacts with 
the leaders in medical imaging as well as the 
appropriate offices at DoD. We are pleased to 
announce VIRTUAL MONUMENT—the cutting 
edge of memorials to the dead.
Amalgamated Weptronics has donated land and 
a suitably large, nondescript building (tire site is 
still in the negotiation phase) to house the six 
supercomputers needed to run the monument. 
And here is how it is going to work, death fans!
Parents or other SOs will be selected from a 
randomly generated list, courtesy of H.R. Perot’s 
Episodic Data Systems, and will be flown in for 
the day on surplus C5As specially outfitted for 
the purpose. On their arrival at the memorial 
site, they will be met by a representative of the 
service that their son or daughter was in at the 
time of death. If possible they will be met by the 
original officer or NCO who notified the parents 
the first time—just an added nice touch. Family 
members will then be escorted into a viewing 
room and asked to insert a picture, film, ordrawn 
image of the deceased into the Remembrance 
Slot. Instantly, through the miracle of modem 
electronics, a holograph of the deceased will 
appear and speak to the bereaved. Now, here is 
the best part... sometime during the conversa­
tion. courtesy of the records branch of DoD. the 
departed will be shot, step on a mine, get hit with 
an RPG. or burst into flames (if they were a pilot 
or a tanker)... in color and with full sound, of 
course. No playback will be allowed—too much 
like playing God. certain members of the clergy 
have opined.
Members of particular ethnic, racial or other 
contrived groups will be able to view their group's 
Mean Death. A representative member of their 
group will be killed in some representative man­
ner. so meaningful comparisons can be drawn 
about the validity of their own son's or daughter's 
death.
Praise boss when morning work bells chime.
Praise him for chunks of overtime.
Praise him whose bloody wars we fight.
Praise him. fat leech and parasite.
(Wobbly Doxology)
Whether we are old enough to remember the Vietnam war 
or not. we all see the images—of the soldiers, of the 
victims of the war, of those who opposed it. Absent from 
the pictures are working people who. if they appear, seem 
strange and alien creatures—the young construction 
worker captured in a New York Times photo as he 
attacked a wheelchair-bound antiwar veteran with an 
American flag, or perhaps those sad and foolish people at 
the end of The Deer Hunter singing their sad and foolish 
little patriotic song. American working people, although 
it was they and their sons and husbands and brothers 
who were sent off to fight the war. are dim and silent in 
our memories. Philip Foner, Emeritus Professor, Lincoln 
University, Pennsylvania, old time radical and respected 
Labor historian, wrote his book to fill in some gaps and 
set some records straight. US Labor and the Vietnam 
War, barely 150 pages, doesn't and can't, tell the whole 
story. It exists as an ouLline and a collection of docu­
ments; a place to start with what people in Labor did. It 
doesn't fully answer the why, and those who are curious 
will have to search further. But Foner is a teacher, and 
like all good teachers, he gives us a start. The finish we 
will have to do ourselves.
The story of Labor and the Vietnam war exists with 
the larger context of the story of American radicalism. In 
the 1960s. a significant number of American Leftists gave 
up on the revolutionary potential of working class people. 
Following the lead of Herbert Marcuse, they shifted their 
attention to students. Marx had defined revolutionary 
potential not in terms of attitude or ideology or even 
specific activities, but in terms of the relationship of a 
particular class to the means of production. The more 
essential a class was to production, the more inherently 
revolutionary this class would be. In simple terms, if all 
the lawyers walk, it’s an inconvenience. If the line work­
ers walk, everything shuts down.
In the 1930s, the revolutionary potential of the 
working class was fairly obvious, widely understood, and 
readily accepted. Labor unions went from near extinction 
to being a political force that had to be reckoned with, and 
the New Deal so thoroughly incorporated the radical 
agenda that the Communist Party USA, with an esti­
mated membership of over 80,000, endorsed New Deal
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programs with unbounded enthusiasm. Three decades 
later, working class people were regarded by many radi­
cals as rock-headed bigots solidly in support of a hope­
lessly racist and imperialist system. As Carl Oglesby 
stated it in 1969:
A politically practical Left must be able to convincingly 
say. "This is not even a good battle." But how could the 
American Left have said that, since it had traditionally 
endorsed a program whose simplesl driving objective 
was for the same economic security “for the masses" 
which the "masses" in question believed themselves 
already to possess. (3)
Indeed, how could one convince the workers to rise up 
and overthrow a system which was benefiting them in 
real and material ways? The dominant angst of the era 
shifted from a proletarian angst—"Brother, can you 
spare a dime?"—to an angst afflicting the middle and 
upper middle classes and the intelligentsia. Radicals 
were set adrift and when the civil rights movement 
became the dominant cause, what progressives saw on 
the other side were white workers. When the Vietnam war 
heated up. what they saw again were white workers 
opposing them.
The biggest single factor in the latter perception was 
AFL-CIO president George Meany's support for Lyndon 
Johnson and his war policies. Labor spoke with a rnono- 
lithicvoice. Worse. Labor spoke with a Neanderthal voice. 
In May of 1965, Meany declared that the AFL-CIO would 
support the war in Vietnam "no matter what the aca­
demic do-gooders may say. no matter what the apostles 
of appeasement may say." He further argued that those 
who criticized tire war were "victims of Communist pro­
paganda." (20-21) From organized Labor, no other voice 
was audible.
But other voices should have been audible. Accord­
ing to polling information from the late 1960s, most 
Americans were highly ambivalent abut the War and 
among working class Americans, the symptoms of war 
weariness were particularly acute. Working class people 
should have, therefore, joined the peace movement in 
droves, but they didn’t. Citing this polling information, 
Milton Rosenberg, Sidney Verba, and Philip Converse 
pointed out in 1970 that among white male union mem­
bers. twenty-seven percent were "convinced hawks,” that 
is. "people who both refuse to say we made a mistake in 
getting into Vietnam and feel we should now escalate the 
war." However, seventeen percent were "convinced doves." 
that is, people who “feel we did make a mistake and now 
prefer to pull the troops out.” (77) Therefore, although 
these "doves” were clearly outnumbered, as one out of five 
white male union members, they should have made some 
sound loud enough to be heard.
It was the opinion of Rosenberg. Verba and Converse 
that cultural differences between workers and peace 
activists accounted for, at least in part, this silence since 
these differences made communication between these 
groups, at best, difficult. Although workers, because of 
their ambivalence and because they were bearing a 
disproportionate share of the cost, were predisposed to 
support an end to the war. they were not particularly
eager to join forces with peace activists. Rosenberg, 
Verba and Converse comment:
The delight which some radicals on the fringe of the 
peace movement have taken in baiting the conven­
tional virtues and relatively simple world understand­
ings of Middle America have closed many minds. These 
displays of contempt may have been important in 
providing the radicals with emotional thrills or a stron­
ger sense of moral superiority over the less well edu­
cated, but... the price to the cause of peace in terms of 
mass support has been high. (71)
The origins of this baiting reach further back than the 
war, and one could argue that it till started with the 
Massachusetts Bay Colony and John Winthrop's notion 
that the Puritans were the Chosen People. The more 
immediate source of the problem, however, was Ameri­
can pacifism as it developed following World War II. 
During the war, pacifists had been unable to go beyond 
support for conscientious objectors and, after that war. 
found themselves almost totally isolated. Maurice 
Issermann reports that the pacifist movement split be­
tween those who wanted to engage in active resistance 
and those who felt that ’“cultural and personal areas’ 
were really more important than... political and economic 
concerns." (136) The peace movement thus turned 
inward, limiting itself to bearing witness. In I960, when 
pacifists attempted a change in strategy and tried to 
combine bearing witness with active resistance in a futile 
effort to close down the shipyards at New London and 
Groton, Connecticut, where Polaris submarines were 
being built, workers attacked them. Issermann com­
ments:
As far as the pacifists were concerned, the issues in 
New London... were reduced to a question of sin and 
repentance: workers were accomplices to murder as 
long as they contributed their labor to building missile 
bases and submarines. Most of the pacifists came from 
better-educated and more prosperous backgrounds 
than the workers they were trying to reach... They 
made no effort to understand why a high-paying union 
job was not something that workers in New London 
were likely to quit on the advice of high-minded middle- 
class strangers. (163)
Issermann called this an “unfortunate legacy of the New 
England moral reform tradition."
Of course, class differences had caused problems for 
other efforts to promote change, most notably the aboli­
tionist and the suffragist movements, and some of the 
same factors were operating in the case of the Vietnam 
antiwar movement. As Charles DeBeneditti notes, the 
organized opposition to the war came "mainly from 
middle-class, college-educated whites, materially com­
fortable and motivated by largely moral considerations.” 
These people were also “tolerant of changes in popular 
culture, sexual mores, and race relations”:
In contrast, the great majority of Americans favoring 
disengagement from Vietnam were.... in the lower 
economic class, often women and blacks, with grade 
school educations and low prestige jobs. Politically
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inarticulate and generally isolationist, these disaf­
fected citizens opposed the war as a waste of men and 
money.... Suspicious of most authority, they seemed 
ambivalent in the face of cultured change, but they 
made no secret of their dislike for active protesters. 
(394)
Further, indicates DeBeneditti, these potential doves 
may have been "alienated by qualities they associated 
with militant radicals who, although not representative, 
got much media exposure." (394)
Although the media was credited with increasing 
public awareness and changing public perceptions of the 
war. thus helping to bring it to an end, what actually 
happened was somewhat different. According to William 
Hammond in Public Affairs: The Military and the 
Media, 1962-1968, the problem with the public percep­
tion of the war lay not with the supposedly uncooperative 
press, but with President Johnson’s own public relations 
strategy:
The president was convinced that the conflict was 
necessary but believed that the American public and 
Congress lacked the will, without very careful han­
dling. to carry it to a successful conclusion. Accord­
ingly, he sought to move the country toward an accep­
tance of war. but in so doing to alienate as few 
Americans as possible. A policy of gradually increasing 
pressures against North Vietnam seemed the best 
approach.... Johnson had his way. but at the cost of his 
own credibility. (385)
Although the press “dutifully repeated every one of the 
president's assertions.... each official statement of opti­
mism about the war seemed to have a pessimistic coun­
terpart and each statistic showing progress an equally 
persuasive opposite." (386) What turned the public 
against the war “was not news coverage but casualties.” 
Public support 'dropped inexorably by 15 percentage 
points whenever total U.S. casualties increased by a 
factor of ten." (387)
Similarly, the news media did not undercut the war 
effort by presenting antiwar activists in a positive light. 
Todd Gitlin, in The Whole World is Watching: Mass 
Media in the Making and Unmaking of the New Left.
argues that the supposedly “typical" protester was actu­
ally a media construct:
The media create and relay images of order. Yet the 
social reality is enormously complex, fluid, and self­
contradictory, even in its own terms. Movements con­
stantly boil up out of the everyday suffering and 
grievance of dominated groups. From their sense of 
injury and their desire for justice, movements assert 
their interests, mobilize their resources, make their 
demands for reform, and try to find space.... [But] just 
as people as w orkers have no voice in what they make, 
how they make it. or how the product is distributed, so 
do people as producers  o f  m eaning have no voice in 
what the media make of what they say or do, or in the 
context within which the media frame their activity. (3.
11)
As Michael Parenti notes, “protesters are portrayed as a 
deviant and unrepresentative sample of Lhe American
people... marginalized groups presumably lacking in 
credible politics.” portrayed as “violent and irrational, or 
linked to groups thought to be violent, or in some way 
threatening or disloyal." (100) This alone would make 
working class Americans, themselves marginalized and 
anxious about that status, hesitant to identify Lhem- 
selvesas peace activists. In turn, as DeBeneditti reports, 
“although radicals tended to romanticize blacks and poor 
whites, for the most part working-class Americans were 
regarded as inert and inaccessible." (394)
In other words, a peace coalition which would have 
included large numbers of working class people was 
rendered virtually impossible by mutual distrust. In part, 
this distrust was created and exacerbated by each side's 
respective reference groups. DeBeneditti states. “Accord­
ing to contemporary opinion analysts, most people re­
sponded to the Vietnam War as they did to other foreign 
policy developments—not out of a knowledge of the 
situation, but rather in response to cues issued by 
respected reference groups... political parties or religious 
and social affiliations." (395) Although American radicals 
had identified rather strongly with working class people 
for several decades—hence the persistent tendency to 
romanticize them—the McCarthy Purges had made radi­
cal identification with the working class and working 
class identification with radicalism risky for both groups 
since such an identification signified a Marxist Leninist 
orientation. Because the 1956 exposure of the horrors of 
Stalinism had thoroughly discredited the Communist 
Party USA, since the early 1930s the dominant group on 
the American Left, the tiny Socialist Workers Party re­
mained as virtually the only radical group with both the 
desire and the wherewithal to draw workers into the 
peace movement. DeBeneditti notes that SWP did have 
some success in this regard and a detailed account of the 
Party's participation in the antiwar movement may be 
found in Fred Halstead’s Out Now! A  Participant's 
Account of the American Movement Against the 
Vietnam War.
Halstead read the situation a bit differently than did 
some of the others. He did not blame radical insensitivity 
to worker sensibilities for the chasm which existed be­
tween Labor and peace activists. Rather, he placed 
primary responsibility squarely on the shoulders of AFL- 
CIO leadership. Halstead argued that the "AFL-CIO's 
'obsession with anticommunism' had led it into 'open 
collaboration' with the most right-wing, antiunion agen­
cies 'both at home and abroad.'" (363) Although a serious 
rift had developed between AFL-CIO President George 
Meany and UAW President Walther Reuther over the 
AFL-CIO's “blind obedience to the State Department and 
its associations with the CIA... the top UAW leaders never 
laid it out before the rank and file." (362-363) Halstead 
felt that if UAW leadership had been willing to take on 
George Meany. the antiwar movement would have devel­
oped in a very different direction:
[Antiwar labor leaders) could easily have taken the 
leadership of the antiwar movement then and there [at 
the Labor Leadership Assembly for Peace conference in 
1967] if they'd had the will.... They certainly had far 
more resources at their command than those who were
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then leading the movement.... But labor leaders in the 
assembly couldn't bring themselves to take such a 
plunge.... For one thing they still represented a distinct 
minority in AFL-CIO officialdom.... [and al successful 
fight with Meany w ith in  the AFL-CIO would require 
redressing the balance of power by involving the rank 
and file. (361)
This the leadership was not willing to do because their 
own political power had, since World War II. depended on 
their ability to control the rank and file to prevent strikes 
and excessive worker demands. Tom Geoghegan in Which 
Side Are You On? Trying to Be fo r  Labor When It’s 
Flat on It's Back. Gary Gerstle in Working-Class 
Americanism: The Politics o f Labor in a Textile City, 
1914-1960. and George Lipsitz in Class and Culture in 
Cold War America: "A Rainbow at Midnight," deal 
with this in some detail. In essence, the undemocratic 
bureaucracy which came to characterize American labor 
unions was the result of government efforts to control the 
labor force in order to fight the Second World War. This 
control continued after the war. maintained by the Taft- 
Hartley Act of 1947 and by the anticommunist McCarthy 
era purges. Lipsitz notes:
Striking at real and potential rivalries in unions, 
equating excessive militance with treason, and em­
ploying legal restrictions to narrowthe poles of political 
debate, anti-communism proved effective at home, but 
even more so in winning support for the one way [as 
defined by corporate liberalism] to bring about full 
employment and production within the system—over­
seas expansion.... For labor leaders, anti-communism 
enabled them to gain admission to the corporate liberal 
elite and to help make and administer policy to an 
unprecedented degree. In return, they provided a firm 
commitment to labor peace at home. (132)
Thus, another way to read the VieLnam war situation vis 
a vis Labor is that antiwar labor leaders could not have 
done more than they did no matter how much they may 
have wanted to. In spite of Halstead's assertion that these 
people had the resources, their access to these resources 
was blocked by political and institutional factors.
This is essentially the position taken by Philip Foner 
in U.S. Labor and the Viet-Nam War. Although Ameri­
can Labor had a history of opposing war and had vehe­
mently condemned the Spanish-American war. criticized 
President Wilson's intervention in Mexico in 1916, and 
initially opposed American involvement in World War 1, 
by 1917 the AFL. under the leadership of Samuel Gompers, 
had endorsed the idea that the United States should join 
that conflict, and issued a statement which said in part 
that the AFL would "offer our services to our country in 
every field of activity to defend, safeguard and preserve 
the Republic of the United States against its enemies.” (3) 
The AFL also supported Wilson's policies regarding the 
Soviet Union, supporting tire Kerensky government and 
opposing the Bolsheviks. This would continue unabated 
through the 1920s and 1930s.
However, notes Foner, "large and important sections 
of the American labor movement enthusiastically sup­
ported the Bolshevik Revolution, and bitterly opposed
Wilson's interventionist policy." (3) When the CIO was 
established in 1935, “new and large sections of the labor 
movement asserted themselves in a progressive manner 
in the field of foreign policy.” (4) but by 1949, the CIO was 
firmly behind the policies of the Cold War. In 1955. the 
AFL and CIO merged with Jay Loveston, a vociferous 
anticommunist, in charge of the International Affairs 
Department.
Loveston is an interesting study in and of himself, 
although Foner doesn't talk much about his past. Born 
in 1898, Loveston joined the Socialist Party while a 
student at City College of New York. He soon emerged as 
an articulate defender of the Bolshevik Revolution, sup­
porting an extreme left wing faction of the Socialist Party 
which favored “underground" organization. By the end of 
the twenties, he had moved to the right within the 
American Communist movement, espousing "American 
Exceptionalism," and supporting Nikolai Bukharin's 
“Right" policies within the Comintern. In 1929 this, and 
his love of factionalist infighting, led to his expulsion from 
the Communist Party USA. He took a few hundred others 
with him to form the Communist Party Opposition. In 
1941 he dissolved this group, by that time renamed the 
International Labor League of America, and joined the 
AFL's Free Trade Union Committee. When the AFL and 
CIO merged, this became the International Affairs De­
partment. There, Loveston worked closely with both tire 
State Department and the CIA. According to Paul Buhle, 
Loveston was “the personal architect of interventionist 
trade union policy" and “facilitated the entanglement of 
the American 'New Right' and the AFL-CIO leadership." 
(437). For Loveston, a veteran of American Mandst- 
Leninist factionalism, opposition to Stalinist commu­
nism was not mere opportunism. For him, it was per­
sonal.
Although anti-Stalinism had long been a legitimate 
position to take, as Alan Wald notes, the term "eventually 
became a catchall slogan in the United States to rally 
together diverse elements against radical social change." 
(367) Purging Communists from American unions was 
not done to save American workers from the horrors of 
totalitarianism, but, as Lipsitz argues, to increase “col­
laboration between unions and employers in the name of 
industrial peace." (17) It also guaranteed that labor 
unions, no matter what their members might have wanted, 
would support government foreign policy. Initially it 
seemed that this support benefited union members. 
Labor leaders were anxious to cooperate not only because 
such cooperation increased their own power, but also 
because such cooperation offered a solution to the spec­
ter of rising unemployment. Although the economy in the 
early 1960s was booming, it was not. as stated in the AFL- 
CIO American Federationist (October 1962), "generat­
ing tire number of jobs needed to meet the nation's 
requirements." (Foner: 13). To solve Lhis problem, unions 
demanded shorter hours and more defense spending. 
Thus, the Vietnam war, so long as the body count 
remained low. could be seen, and was seen, as a positive 
benefit. By 1970, however, the economic burden the war
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was im posing on working class Am ericans was outstrip­
ping thp economic benefits. As Foner comments:
The alrociLles (of the war| certainly contributed to 
Iworker) feeling that the United States had no business 
in Vietnam and tliat it should get out as fast as the 
ships and planes could bring the soldiers home. But 
more effective in causing them to reach this conclusion 
was the fact that living costs and rising taxes were 
wiping out all gains won at the bargaining table, and 
that overtime and the holding of two jobs, the only way 
in which workers had heretofore been able to keep their 
heads above water, was disappearing in the economic 
showdown already under way. (92)
Voicing Labor frustration, a full-page ad appeared in the 
Washington Post on 25 February 1970. It said, in part: 
“As long as we are in Vietnam we will have insufficient 
housing, education and health care. Our cities will rot.” 
(Foner: 91).
But even by 1970 when, according to polling data, 
over eighty percent of American people wanted out of the 
war, the voices of dissent within organized labor were still 
in the minority. Disagreement over the war had so split 
the labor movement that in 1972, the AFL-CIO refused to 
endorse any candidate for president. In spite of strong 
opposition to Nixon, George Meany issued the rather 
disingenuous statement that the AFL-CIO had never 
been “motivated by political partisanship.... We are nei­
ther the property nor the proprietor of any political party, 
and we have never deviated from this policy." (Foner: 145) 
However, individual unions did, on their own. endorse. 
Over twenty-five unions, including the UAW. AFSCME. 
the Newspaper Guild, the Transport Workers Union, and 
ILGWU, endorsed McGovern, and a handful, most nota­
bly the Teamsters (Foner notes evidence of a payoff since 
Nixon had pardoned imprisoned Teamster president 
Jimmy Hoffa the previous year), went for Nixon.
This scattering of what had previously been virtually 
unanimous support for Democratic candidates had been 
a long time in coming and strong disagreement over 
foreign policy was a major factor. Foner wrote U.S. Labor 
and the Viet-Nam War in order to dispel stereotypes, to 
assure people that “Meany and the AFL-CIO Executive 
Council did not represent the entire labor movement." 
(147) In fact, voices of dissent, however faint, could be 
heard early on. In October of 1962. for example, William 
H. Ryan of the International Machinists Union testified 
before a House Subcommittee that machinists felt that 
“government defense contracts subjected them to the 
whims of the Pentagon and that there was more reliability 
in civilian employment than in jobs tied to war produc­
tion." (13) Union members started to voice opposition to 
the Vietnam war early in 1965. The first union to come 
out against the war was Local 1199, Drug and Hospital 
Employees Union, in a telegram sent to President Johnson 
on 24 February 1965. In May of 1965, the Negro Ameri­
can Labor Council adopted a World Peace Resolution, 
and on May 9, the Missouri Teamster carried an edito­
rial criticizing Johnson's war policies. Others followed 
but strenuous opposition was not possible. Meany was 
too powerful and could retaliate against antiwar unions
in inter-union disputes. Also, Labor had grown overly 
dependent on the Democratic Party. ILGWU President 
Harry Bridges, a long time radical activist, put the matter 
most succinctly:
Effective action—such as trying to stop shipments— 
not only requires real understanding and unity of our 
own members, but a national movement willing to 
stand by and help out if we get ourselves into trouble. 
(Foner: 25)
As Bridges was well aware, there was no such movement.
By the following year, there was a movement—the 
Trade Union Division of SANE, established 3 May 1966. 
Public revelations that year about AFL-CIO collaboration 
with the CIA led to an open break between UAW President 
Walter Reuther, who had been working with SANE for a 
long time, and George Meany. Organized efforts within 
unions against the Vietnam war were also increasing. In 
response, the AFL-CIO Executive Council issued a state­
ment in August of 1966:
Those who would deny our military forces unstinting 
support are, in effect, aiding the Communist enemy of 
our country—at the very moment when it is bearing the 
heaviest burdens in the defense of world peace and 
freedom. (Foner: 41)
Clearly, it was going to be a long and ugly fight.
In 1968, candidate for president Richard Nixon took 
advantage of growing disagreements among normally 
Democratic voters to win the election by polarizing them. 
As Clark Dougan, Samuel Lipsman, et al. note:
Above all. the politics of polarization was designed to 
separate the "pragmatic" peace movement from the 
Vietnam War's ideological opponents, to prevent a 
recurrence on a nationwide scale of the New Hamp­
shire phenomenon, when manual workers and farm­
ers had joined with student activists to topple a presi­
dent. (150)
Although the New Hampshire primaries did topple the 
president, it was a local phenomenon. The Labor Assem­
bly for Peace, established in November of 1967, did hail 
Eugene McCarthy's victory but did not urge its chapters 
to work for him. As Foner states, “it was not easy to arouse 
labor interest in a Vietnam peace policy which, as they 
saw it, would affect wartime prosperity, bringing a reduc­
tion of billions in defense spending and a drop in manu­
facturing employment." (66) Besides, McCarthy was in­
different to labor issues.
But the next two years saw a dramatic increase in 
Labor involvement in the peace movement. Walter Reuther 
took the UAW out of the AFL-CIO and in June of 1969, the 
Teamsters and the Auto Workers formed the Alliance for 
Labor Action which called for an immediate end to the 
war, a far more militant stand than the call for negotia­
tions issued by the Labor Assembly for Peace. Also in 
1969, the newly formed New Mobilization Committee to 
End the War in Vietnam made a concerted effort to 
include Labor. Radical students, realizing that their 
power was limited, joined workers on the picket lines—
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most notably in the 1969 strike against GE— to connect 
peace with economic issues. In brief, the supposedly 
unbridgeable gap between peace activists and Labor was 
being bridge. George Meany's response was that "those 
demanding withdrawal from Vietnam [were] creating 
obstacles to a negotiated settlement." (Foner: 88)
This would continue until the end of the war as more 
and more unions openly disagreed with the Executive 
Council. As of 1972. four million of the twenty-one million 
workers represented by unions were represented by 
dissenting unions, and in the presidential elections of 
that year, halfofall union households voted for McGovern 
even though the AFL-CIO had refused to endorse him. 
Meany. at least on this issue, was losing control.
In essence, Foner is refuting several commonly held 
views regarding workers and their relationship to the war 
and the antiwar movement. The notion that workers 
overwhelmingly supported the war was refuted at the 
time by public opinion polls although the common per­
ception. at the time, was that workers did support the 
war. Foner blames the media. He states:
Unless (lie protesting labor body took pains to insert its 
opposition... as a paid advertisement, it was generally 
ignored.... Not so. however, with the statements and 
actions of the pro-war forces in the labor movement. 
When the predictable announcement from Meany un­
conditionally supporting the invasion of Cambodia... 
was made public, it received front page notice in nearly 
all newspapers and was relayed to millions of Ameri­
cans over network TV and radio. (102-103)
And there was also the matter of “Bloody Friday," 9 May 
1970, when some three hundred New York City construc­
tion workers attacked antiwar demonstrators protesting 
the Kent State killings. On 20 May. construction workers 
staged a massive pro-war rally in New York which Peter 
Brennan, president of the Building and Construction 
Trades Council of Greater New York, claimed was spon­
taneous. As it turned out. union officials and construc­
tion firms organized these events, paying workers who 
participated and docking Lhe pay of those who refused.
"Bloody Friday" did make coalition-building be­
tween peace activists and Labor more difficult. Some 
analysts, Foner reports, "charged that the beating up of 
student war protesters was the inevitable result of years 
of indifference on the part of the antiwar movement, 
largely academic in composition, 'toward people who 
work with their hands for a living and its willingness... to 
go even further and alienate them completely."' (109) 
But. although peace activists were intimidated, those 
who tried to make contact were often successful as with 
a 15 June effort in Chicago to distribute leaflets at 
construction sites. A reporter who went with the activists 
wrote that "90 percent of the men we talked to were 
against the war and almost all thought that beating up 
the students was just plain stupid." (Foner: 110. quoted 
from the People's Daily World. 19 June 1970). Rosenberg, 
Verba, and Converse, in their study. The Silent Major­
ity: A  Dove's Guide, may have been overstating their 
case. Both groups did distrust each other, but appar­
ently. the way to alleviate this distrust was for peace
activists to connect the war to the economy and for Labor 
to move away from strictly bread-and-butter issues. This 
Labor did when the UAW and the Teamsters—the latter 
union long epitomizing Labor's lack of concern about 
anything beyond wages and hours—established the Alli­
ance for Labor Action which also gave peace activists the 
opportunity to engage economic problems. This move 
seemed to have had support among the rank and file who 
had. prior to the 1950s, a deep commitment to workplace 
democracy. Foner notes that workers “were tired, too, of 
an authoritarian, despotic union leadership that was 
indifferent to their needs, and they were demanding a 
more direct voice in the decisions affecting their welfare." 
(71) Workers, in the late 1960s, were expressing their 
discontent through what was called “the rejection syn­
drome," a growing tendency to reject contracts negotiated 
for them by their union officials.
In return, peace activists had to understand that for 
Labor, the rules had changed. Strikes, for example, were 
out of the question because the Taft-FIartley Act had 
made them virtually illegal. And given the rigidly hierar­
chical and undemocratic structure o f most unions, work­
ing within unions without the approval of the top leader­
ship was extremely difficult. Thus Halstead's contention 
that dissident labor leaders could have done more was 
not reasonable.
It was Foner’s desire in writing this book to repair 
some of the damage done by AFL-CIO support for and 
collaboration with the U.S. government's Cold War poli­
cies. He would like to return Labor to what he sees as its 
traditional role. Quoting Thomas Quinn, business agent 
of UE Local 610: "Labor's role with respect to the war in 
Vietnam is twofold. First, to speak out in its traditional 
role for peace and against weir and secondly, to defend the 
right to dissent." (47) Foner also notes the worry ex­
pressed by some that organized labor was alienating its 
traditional allies:
The day would certainly come when the trade union, as 
in the thirties, would need allies, and it would not be 
simple, if present policies persisted, to overcome the 
years of indifference—indeed of hostility—to those who 
should be organized labor's allies. (33-34)
In the 1990s, with a disintegrating economy and the 
continuation of Lhe Cold War after the collapse of Com­
munism and in the marked absence of any enemy, it is 
not just Labor which is in need of allies. We all need all 
the help we can get. If Foner's book can patch up some of 
the old wounds and old misunderstandings, then he will 
have done us a service.
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George Grosz: Art and Politics in the Weimar Republic 
B e th  Irw in  L ew is  
P r in c e to n  P a p e rb a c k s , 1991  
$ 1 6 .9 5 , 3 4 2 p p .
R e v ie w e d  b y  M a g g ie  J a ffe
Beth Irwin Lewis’s rep rin t of h e r 1971 George Grosz: A rt  
and Politics in the W eimar Republic  is w orth serious 
consideration today for th ree  key reasons: First, a s  a 
corrective to the conservative scho larsh ip  done on Grosz 
in the  1980s. In h e r “Preface to the  Second Edition ." Lewis 
s ta tes: “in a cu rious replaying of h is  own political com ­
m itm ent and  then  disillusionm ent, several w riters shifted 
a tten tion  from G rosz the activ ist a rtis t to G rosz the 
cynical bourgeois a rtis t, an  in te rp re ta tion  p resen ted  in a 
tw o-hour BBC film and  in books by Eberle an d  Kane” 
(XTV). In fact, since Lewis’s 1971 publication, m ore th an  
sixty new books an d  articles, a s  well a s  G rosz’s au tobiog­
raphy. A  Little Yes and a B ig No. have appeared  in prin t. 
A checklist of articles, books and  movies on h is work and  
life a re  included a t  the  back  of her book.
Second, in the sp irit of the cu rre n t m ode of femi­
nism , Lewis felt compelled to re th ink  G rosz’s seem ing 
misogyny. She adm its  to originally calling h is draw ings 
“eroticism  in service of com m unist p ropaganda .“ focus­
ing principally on G rosz’s “war" aga in st c lass-oppression  
and  m ilitarism . Nevertheless, in sp ite  of the  “liberal" 
W eim ar Republic, the idea of au tonom ous wom en gener­
ated  anxiety not only in the  m iddle c lasses, b u t in G rosz’s 
artistic-in te llectual circles a s  well. In tru th . G rosz per­
ceived p ro stitu tes  a s  coflaborato rsw ith  Capital, no t as  
sex industry  workers And the  m ajority of G rosz’s por­
tra its  of wom en were of p rostitu tes . P erhaps h is prudery  
w as a resu lt of h is P ru ssian  P ro testan t background, in 
spite  of h is rela tionsh ip  w ith o ther bohem ian  a rtis ts , 
revolutionaries and  oppressed  w orkers.
Third, Lewis describes G rosz the  artist-revo lu tion ­
ary  during  the u nstab le  period w hich preceded the Nazi 
putsch in 1933. Here sh e  ra ises an  im portan t point, 
nam ely w hether G rosz’s sa tiric  polem ics ag a in st the 
ru ling  c lass and  the m ilitary actually  reinforced a n ti­
dem ocratic im pulses in the  G erm an m iddle class; even as 
the coun tercu ltu re  [in her view] of the  1960s hastened  
the counterrevolution in the United S ta te s  and  else­
where. In fact. Lewis claim s th a t certa in  aspec ts  of the 
fragile W eim ar Republic are  analogous w ith the 1960s.
George Grosz raised issues and posed problems, in 
both his drawings and his writings, which cannot be 
confined to Germany in the 1920s and which we are 
confronting now in America.... At a time when students 
are being shot at our universities and young revolu­
tionaries are throwing bombs, it is worth pondering the 
tale o f a young activist whose brief dreams of a new 
humanity were consumed by a nightmare vision of a 
new inhumanity emerging from a world of total chaos. 
(XVII)
W ith the dea th  of h is fa ther in 1900, George Grosz 
grew up  in the  pro letarian  section of Berlin w here he 
suffered from “genteel" poverty. Later h is m other secured
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a  housekeeping  job  in the H u ssa r Officers1 C lub where 
the young Grosz closely observed the  m ilitary c lass which 
he w ould la te r satirize in  so m uch  of h is work. As a  soldier 
in World W ar I, he like th o u sa n d s  of o ther m en. took an 
aggressive an tim ilitary  stance . Officially, h is discharge 
from the  a rm y w as because  of a  severe s in u s  condition, 
b u t actually  a  portfolio of h is draw ings convinced the 
au th o rities  of his “in san ity ,” an d  he w as found to be 
“persis ten tly  unfit for w ar.”
His friendship w ith W ieland Herzfelde and  his brother 
Jo h n  Heartfield, beginning in 1915, w as decisive for 
G rosz th e  a rtis t and  revolutionary. [Heartfield anglicized 
h is nam e to dem onstra te  solidarity  w ith England during 
WW1.) By 1919. the  th ree  deepened their com m itm ent to 
revolutionary  art. especially after m ilitary troops inad ­
vertently  sh o t a t a R eubens pain ting  in the  downtown 
Zwinger gallery “in s te a d ” of firing on strik ing  workers. As 
red ress, O skar K okoschka, a  highly respected a rtis t and 
in te llectual a t  th a t tim e, “appeals to the  in h ab itan ts  of 
D resden ask ing  them  to se ttle  their a rgum en ts som e­
w here o th er th an  in front of Zwinger, w here w orks of a rt 
could be dam aged” (93). In response, Grosz and  Heartfield 
pub lished  their m anifesto. “The A rtist a s  Scab":
We welcome the news that bullets are being fired into 
museums and palaces, into the works of Reubens, 
instead of into the houses of the poor in working class 
neighborhoods!
We welcome it when open struggle between capital 
and labor takes place where culture and art feel at 
home. The art and culture that gag the poor, that 
delight the bourgeois on Sunday and accommodate 
oppression on Monday.
Every expression of artistic indifference is counter­
revolutionary! [Quoted from Art on Line, Curbstone 
Press.)
Unlike Heartfield and  Herzfelde, though, Grosz never 
entirely  em braced the p ro letaria t, perceiving the  “com ­
m on m an" a s  enjoying h is  “b a se r  in s tin c ts .” Nonetheless, 
in response  to the shootings Grosz said: “There were the 
people and  there  were the fascists. I chose the people” 
(67). And u n d er the  ausp ices  of Herzfelde’s p ress, M alik  
Verlag, Grosz, Heartfield, an d  Herzfelde. “u se  a r t  as a 
weapon" aga inst the  ru ling  class.
Since Grosz, Heartfield, an d  Herzfelde belonged to 
the  Young G erm any M ovement, a  com m unist organiza­
tion formed during  the Revolution of 1848, the ir a r t  was 
inform ed by Tendenz, or “tenden tious art." “which [delib­
erately! expresses political opinions and  ideological pre­
suppositions... is politically com m itted... is a  tool in class 
w arfare a n d ... is p ropaganda" 992). According to them, 
the  a rg u m en t betw een form  and  co n ten t is m eaningless, 
since all a r t  is determ ined by c lass re la tionships. Unlike 
S ta lin ’s proclam ation th a t social realism  w as the true  art 
for the  w orker, tendency a rtis ts  incorporated  experim en­
tation  in their work w hen it w as perceived a s  a  worthy 
didactic tool for educating  w orkers. In fact, Heartfield’s 
“photom ontage” in p a rticu la r w as technologically inno­
vative. A dditionally. H eartfield’s a r t  w as un ique  in 
dem ystifying the Nazis by aligning Fascism  with C apital­
ism.
From the 1960s to the p resen t. E uropean  a rtis ts  
employed Heartfield’s photom ontage techn iques to  cha l­
lenge United S ta te s’ im perial politics in Viet Nam and  
rac ist policies “a t hom e’ [See Photomontage: Apolitica l 
W eapon  David Evans and  Sylvia Kohl]. Interestingly, 
contem porary  photom ontagists censu red  no t only cap i­
talism  b u t com m unism  a s  well, a t  least how  it w as 
institu tionalized  in the  Soviet Union and  C hina.
In spite  of h is polem ics, G rosz enjoyed critical su c ­
cess even w ith bourgeois critics, w hich lasted  up  until the 
1933 Nazi coup, w hen Hitler began to system atically  
“purify” a rt, cu lm inating  with The D egenerate Art Ex­
hibit, 1973, which focused its invective ag a in st Grosz, 
O tto Dix, Max B eckm ann, and Marc Chagall. By th is 
tim e. Grosz w as in exile in the United S ta tes.
Grosz idealized Am erica since h is  childhood reading 
of Karl May. the G erm an “cowboy," w ho glorified the old 
w est in a  nu m b er of novels. In fact, w hen asked  by a  local 
new spaper in 1930 to locate “paradise," G rosz replied 
th a t  it is som ew here in the  Rocky M ountains (233). Like 
o ther U topians, Grosz w as severely d isappo in ted  in the 
United S ta tes, m ostly because  h is biting  sa tiric  work w as 
no t appreciated  by the upbeat Am erican Volk. In fact, 
The Painter o f  the Hole  is one of the  m ost moving 
exam ples of h is  A m erican work. Not surprising ly , th is  
pain ting  does not display Grosz’s technical a ssu ran ce , 
and  the em aciated  a rtis t  is closely aligned with Kafka’s 
“hun g er a rtis t,” who is barely discernible by the  d is­
trac ted  sensation  seekers. In 1959 he moved back  to 
G erm any for good. Six w eeks la te r he died after a  n ight of 
drinking. W orkers found him  hu n ch ed  up  in a  basem en t 
in the m orning, nearly  d e a d . With h is droll sen se  of satire , 
Grosz would surely  find farcical the  prevailing “d e a th ” of 
com m unism , and  the “trium ph" of C apitalism .
Although George Grosz: A rt and Politics in the 
W eimar Republic  touches on the th ree  key issu es  I 
m entioned a t the  beginning of the  review, the  updated  
“Preface” does not satisfactorily explore th ese  sub jec ts. 
For an  in-depth  analysis of G rosz an d  h is relation to 
wom en, particu larly  p rostitu tes , see Lewis’s  “Lustm ord  
[sex m urder): Inside the W indows of M etropolis,” in 
Berlin: Culture and Metropolis. Oddly, n e ith e r is there  
a critique on G rosz’s experience before HUAC, which 
frightened him  enough to m ake him  w ant to “s ta r t  over 
again" in G erm any. Nor is there a  fu rth e r investigation 
betw een the parallel of the  W eim ar Republic and  libera­
tion m ovem ents of the  1960s. However, a s  a  corrective for 
m ore retrograde rep resen ta tions of Grosz, a s  well a s  an  
update  on the s tu d ies  done on alm ost every asp ec t of his 
life and  a r t  since 1971, Lewis’s book is critically im por­
ta n t and  a  highly readable  account of th is  engaged and 
complex artist.
Maggie JaJJe's publications include Continuous Perfor­
mance (V iet N am  Generation, 1992), and 1492: W hat Is  
It Like to Be Discovered?, a collaborative art and text 
book on Colun\bus (Monthly Review  Press). She is art 
ed itor o f  Fiction International.
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